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ABOUT HOME GOAL

In the closet...

Career-focused Jason Tant has given up on love to play football at the highest level: his team is in the Premiership, and Jason also plays for the English national team. He doesn’t want to be the poster boy for LGBT people in sport—and his advisors have told him that coming out will ruin his career. It’s not an issue until Scott captures Jason’s heart and turns his world around. 

Out and proud...

With a carefree, live-for-today attitude, Scott Cole was never in the closet. Funny, clever, and a terrific dancer, the science student has many talents but the man he loves requires something else—discretion. They seem an unlikely couple but neither can resist the chemistry that draws them together.

Under scrutiny...

Prying paparazzi are everywhere, determined to out gay footballers. Scott questions whether he and Jason need to keep their love a secret when professional British sportsmen in other fields are coming out. Will Jason have to choose between love and his career? Or will the tabloids destroy them both?

An MM romance novel with a happy ever after. The story spans 2012-2015. Set in England where fans would die for their football team and football is not called soccer. 

The book was inspired by the news story in October 2015 that British gay footballers are preparing to come out in public.
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January 2012

Jason 

“I’m sure these are magic, self-refilling, champagne flutes.” Jason eyed the sparkling amber liquid with suspicion.

The very fact that he found himself holding another full glass of bubbly without knowing where it came from indicated he’d already held too many that night, prior to this one.

“Good excuse, mate, I’ll have to remember that.” Mark studied his own drink, looking for the trickery.

Karen giggled. “That’s what you call a champagne lifestyle.”

“Two’s my limit. You can drink me under the table, Karen. You’re the one with the champagne lifestyle.”

“Jason’s not much of a drinker.” Mark slipped an arm around Karen’s waist as he clinked their two flutes together.

Over their shoulders, Jason saw the crowd breaking up into the usual groups. Those who were staying in the nightclub until the break of daylight were settling into prime positions. Others, intent on leaving earlier than Cinderella, took up stations around the periphery of the roped off VIP section.

“It’s a lifestyle I could become accustomed to.” She gazed at Mark with calculated adoration, the man she currently hoped would foot the bill for her lifestyle choice.

Jason could feel Lisa’s eyes boring into him. He turned away to avoid acknowledging her and his gaze fell upon a familiar couple on the dance floor. Often, when the team came to this club on a Monday night, which was most weeks, he watched the same couple with interest.

Tonight, she was wearing a very short dress; it could have been a nightshirt, atop colorful hippy-tie-dye leggings and Dr. Martens boots. She was tall and slim with a boyish, close-cropped haircut. He was also in boots, with cargo shorts and a short-sleeved Bermuda shirt. It wasn’t their strange dress sense that drew Jason’s attention. The nightclub had no dress code on Mondays when it offered cheap admission to students and attracted an oddball crowd. He had his hand on the small of her back, and they were moving together in some choreographed Latin dance to the Jamaican dancehall track. The couple got Jason’s attention week after week because they looked fabulous. They were among the first to the dance floor, which they commanded like professionals. They appeared relaxed together, having fun. They must have been dating for ages to look so easy with each other.

“They are great dancers.” Lisa noticed where Jason was looking. “Do you want to dance?” Lisa moved to stand between Jason and the dance floor, though he was able to see straight over the top of her head. Lisa remained tiny even when teetering on high stilettos. Her short dress over bare legs may attract the attention of some footballers but not Jason.

Yes, Jason wanted to dance; his body couldn’t resist moving. These beats were not just foot-tappingly good; they stirred his whole body to react, as did the eye-candy currently having fun on the dance floor. But not with Lisa or Karen. As friends of the girlfriend of one of the center forward, these women were at many of the players’ social events and focused their attentions on Jason ever since he joined the team last summer, for a signing fee that broke club records.

“Sorry, I’m dead tired. I’ll call it a night pretty soon.” Jason put his glass down on a nearby table, with no intention of retrieving it.

“You can’t leave this early when it’s a twenty-first birthday party.” Lisa looked amazed.

“Our Jason is always one of the first to leave,” said Mark. “Don’t take it personally, just get him to take you home.”

Jason inwardly groaned and hoped he was not rude enough to display his reaction to this suggestion on his face. There’d be another birthday next week.

“How long have you guys known each other? I thought you two had only just met?” asked Karen. Mark arrived at the Birmingham South City club as an additional defender only days ago, in the current winter transfer window.

“I only just joined this team, but Jason and I go years back.” Mark slipped his arm around Jason’s shoulder and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Fate brings us back together.”

“That’s right, we played together on the same youth team,” Jason agreed.

“We were teenagers, and I latched on to Jason. I figured he’d have special insider information because of his dad.”

Karen looked blank, and Lisa shrugged her shoulders.

“Did you know Jason’s dad is a footballer too?”

“No, I didn’t know.” She shook her head looking from Mark to Jason and to Lisa, who also knew nothing of this.

“Jason, you’ve not changed at all. You’re still not talking about your off-pitch personal life.”

“There’s nothing to tell. My dad was a footballer.” Jason explained to the ladies. “But he played in first division teams in the 1980s. I didn’t get any special treatment. He’d long retired from football by the time I met Mark, and we played in the junior league.”

“Those were the days; all the lads thought they were destined for football stardom. You realize, we’re the only survivors from our group to play in the Premiership.” Mark intended to impress the female audience; Jason didn’t need reminding.

“Some of the lads are employed in division one and two.” Jason glanced back at the dance floor; the dancing couple had gone. Perhaps for a drink?

“Didn’t they have the talent?” asked Lisa.

“It’s not that. They weren’t as focused or ambitious, so they didn’t work as hard as us,” Mark said. “The other lads had the ability but didn’t put in the effort. Some had attitude problems; others were just easily distracted by girls and stuff.”

Mark stuck out his tongue at Karen, and she giggled.

“It’s true,” Jason agreed. It was definitely hard work that got him where he was; he never thought it was talent or luck alone. 

He pulled out his phone. “Excuse me.” And slipped away from the small group and out of the VIP area. 

A focus and lack of distraction may have propelled him to a Premiership first team at the age of eighteen and playing for his country less than two years later, but he couldn’t live like a monk. He needed to get laid; it had been way too long, and surrounded by his straight teammates in a fenced off VIP enclosure wasn’t getting him any action.
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CHAPTER TWO
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January 2012

Scott 

“You having fun?” Liz shouted over the music.

Two bottles of sickly sweet strawberry flavored alcohol stood on the bar.

“I haven’t had this much fun since your last birthday.” Scott picked up his drink and grimaced when he took a swig.

Liz laughed. “Last birthday! That's crazy; we didn’t know each other.”

Scott shook his head in disgust. “It tastes like something we might mix up in the chemistry lab.”

“And that’s how we get banned from the chemistry labs.” Liz picked up her bottle and held her nose as she took a large gulp.

“Someone should have banned them from releasing this drink for sale to the general public.”

“It’s my birthday. So this is what we do.” She drank more, without holding onto her nose.

“The same thing we do every Monday. Get to the club, early, dance for hours and leave with enough time to get a good night’s sleep before college.”

“Exactly. This poison in a bottle is the special treat for my birthday. Drink up so we can get back to dancing.”

“If I taste this again, in twelve months’ time, it’ll be too soon. In fact, I might duck out of that night.”

“I hope some other drink will be on the two for one offer next time. We can’t be this unlucky two years in a row.”

Scott couldn’t argue with Liz; it was her birthday. A few of her other friends had joined them earlier, all science undergrads, but they dropped out earlier, and it was still pretty early, but this party had begun in the afternoon.

“At least there are loads of good-looking guys here.” Liz turned to look at the people in the crowded bar.

“They may be cute, but they're not really my type,” said Scott.

“Why not your type? Other than willing, I didn’t know you had a type.”

Scott opened his mouth for a mock pose of indignance. “Well, gay for a start.”

“Like I said, willing.” Changing the subject, Liz asked, “Did you see that bloke in the roped off section again?”

“I couldn’t not see him. He’s hot.”

Even across the club Scott could see the stranger was interested. It was a game they’d played for months, whenever they saw each other. Scott worked his dance moves for the man’s attention. The stranger watched with not-so-subtle interest. Last week the guy was standing alone, watching them dance, so Scott showboated some of some of his most sexy, provocative moves. One hand on his crotch, the other hand outstretched, gesturing toward the stranger. And he blew a kiss. It was suggestive, sexual and just staying the right side of crude.

“I saw him too. When are you going to approach him?”

“How can I? Haven’t you noticed, he’s always in the fenced-off VIP section. Roped-off to keep him safe from ordinary plebs like us.”

“Plebs we may be, but please, not ordinary. Look at us.” Liz tilted her head, making a show of inspecting them both.

“I think he’s not out among those guys he’s with. It’s the only possible reason that he doesn’t come over and ask to take me home.” This same fantasy got Scott horny, but nothing more, every time he saw the guy.

“You’d think they’re all gay, or cover models or something, judging just by their looks. I’ve never seen so many men with their hair carefully sculptured and not moving.” Liz dragged her fingers through her own hair as she spoke.

“You’re telling me. But they’re surrounded by gorgeous women with no self-control when it comes to the application of cosmetics. That’s the clue that they aren’t gay. Whereas I’m accompanying a beautiful woman who understands the phrase less is more.”

“Ha! I’m trying to believe that when it applies to my bank balance. As in, every time I have to spend money. Anyway, perhaps it’ll be different this week. He’ll come over, sweep you off your feet, and then you won’t have to bring home some other man and pretend it’s him.”

Scott thought about objecting to that statement. She was joking. He’d never told her but sometimes his mind did wander to that fantasy when he was with other guys. That’s not the sort of thing you own up to.

“I didn’t give him the full show yet; I’m saving that for when we get back out on the floor.”

“You mean like last week when you grabbed your crotch and pointed at him?”

Scott choked on his drink, and some of the foul sugary concoction went up his nose. “That is not how I’d describe my seductive dance moves, but you remember it correctly.”

“Let’s get this straight.”

“Not straight. It’s already straight enough in this club.”

“Okay, let’s be clear. You think he’s gay and shy or even in the closet, and you think lewd gestures like that are the way to seduce him?”

Scott rested an elbow on the bar and his chin on his head striking the pose of the thinker. After a pause, he said, “You may have a point there. Too subtle. This week I thought... hold on; I’ll show you.”

Despite broad masculine shoulders and muscular arms, he slipped from the bar stool with boneless, feline grace and took up a position behind it.

“This is you. You’ll bend over, and I’ll dagger from behind.”

Liz’s eyes were almost as wide as her mouth as she tried to speak.

“But.” With an outstretched arm, Scott’s hand went up in front of Liz’s face to silence her. “This is the most important part.” He slowly moved his outstretched arm until it was at a right angle to his body and then he sought out a distant object. He pointed at the object and the chair, then the object and the chair, while thrusting his pelvis in obscene gestures.

Liz screamed with laughter. “I love it. Do I need to list the many, many, many things that are wrong with that plan?”

“I thought it was genius. A clear invitation, that I’d like him in that position. How could he resist.”

“You are not serious. He’d die from embarrassment. They might play some dancehall, but this is not the sort of club for daggering. And you’re far too camp for that move.”

“Liz, I can’t believe you’d say such a thing. You of all people.” Scott placed a hand on his hip and waved the other.

“Look at you, Scott. Have you ever had to come out to anyone?”

Scott secured both hands on his hips, which he moved to the music. “No, not as such.”

“Because...”

“Because everyone knows. I wear my sexuality like a badge.”

“Because you’re so camp everyone assumes. They look shocked when we pretend I’m your girlfriend.”

“Oh. That’s only because you’re such an obvious butch lesbian.”

“I’m not obvious. This is look is hardly butch. And I’m only part time in the girl-on-girl club.”

“What other reason is there to explain why you aren’t chatted up by blokes?”

“Because men are scared by intelligent, assertive women. And if I told them I was on a drama course they’d be all over me. One hint that I’m a female physics undergrad is like straight-man-mace.”

“Enough about you. Just because it’s your birthday, no need to hijack the conversation about how I plan to seduce my secret admirer when his straight friends surround him. You can do the daggering if you prefer. I’ll bend over, but I’m not twerking.”

“Can you twerk? I’ve never seen you twerk.”

“You don’t want to see me twerk. I’m not doing it. It sends out the wrong message.” Scott was sure Liz knew he was joking about the whole routine, and just playing along.

“And banging my backside, simulation sex act style, doesn’t send out the wrong message?”

“Too much?”

“Way too much.” Liz nodded.

“I’m going to cool down and think about it. Back in a minute.” Scott placed his half full drink back on the bar. “Feel free to finish this one if you get thirsty.” He pushed through the crowd. He’d go up to the balcony, get an overview of the club and use the less busy upstairs washroom.
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CHAPTER THREE
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January 2012

Jason

There was no one in the balcony bathroom. Not a man stood at the trough, the doors to three cubicles remained open and a single tap dripped into one of the empty basins. The music from the club was still audible but muffled.

Phone still in his hand Jason keyed in his pass code and quickly clicked through the three layered folder system where he’d hidden the app. If he couldn’t strut his stuff, bump and grind with a man on the dance-floor, he could certainly do that and a whole lot more in private. There were plenty of willing men seeking a late-night hookup, even on a Monday, in Birmingham. Coming to his senses, anyone could walk in on him; he took to the privacy of a stall, and once inside the cubicle, he locked the door and leaned back against it. He flipped over the images and profiles that appeared on his screen. Some guys looked cute, interesting, freaks. So many men, so close, and yet.

The door to the washrooms banged against the wall when it opened, letting in the loud music. Jason’s fingers froze, hovering over a guy’s sculpted six pack. The other sounds came from closer, within the room, shuffling of feet, two guys talking, shouting, speech slurred and clipped sentences that made no sense. It was a bit early to be that drunk, but it wasn’t for Jason to judge. He continued to browse the face shots, dick pics, over exposed asses.

There was no way Jason was going to meet another man via that app, not after last time, and not with so much at stake. Life turned out just as his father warned him. Money can’t buy everything even for a millionaire, on a footballer’s income. You can be gay or a footballer, but you can’t be both. The world isn’t ready for that yet. Jason made his choice, and he chose professional football.

He didn’t know why he still had the app on his phone, to look at up-for-it, good-as-you guys and remind himself what he was missing. Thank goodness there were other web based dating sites more suitable to his needs.

He heard the door open, close, and he was alone again. Jason pocketed his phone and put his fingers on his fly. While he was there, he may as well use the room for its intended purpose before leaving.

When washing his hands, the increased intensity of the music was the first indication that the door was opening yet again. In walked the stunning man Jason had watched dancing earlier. The dancer gracefully progressed toward the very next sink, briefly faltering when their eyes met, recognition and surprise flashing over his face.

“Hello, handsome.” Before Jason could respond, still registering the words, the man turned on a cold spray, bent over and splashed his face, neck, and shoulders.

Jason looked him up and down, taking in the slender frame, which looked as hot close up as it did from a distance.

The man looked up. His lips were tight together, sucked into his mouth, only for an instant as he then spoke.

“A night out without foundation, I can do that.”

He pulled something from his pocket. “Not completely no cosmetics. I’m making sure my lips look super kissable.” He opened the tiny container, scooped some gel onto a finger and rubbed it over his lips. 

Mesmerized, with the word kissable ringing in his ears, Jason watched the stranger and found himself staring at those glossy lips, noting only in passing the sparkling fingernails.

“What do you think?”

Think of what? The lip gloss? Or the kissability of the lips? Not easily flustered, Jason didn’t know what to say. He recognized a gay man flirting with him but apprehension, and a lifetime of caution, prevented him from following his instinct to flirt back, and hard. Not instinct, desire. Jason fancied this guy, like off the scale, crazy.

“Suits you.” Jason found a neutral, approving tone.

“At last, we meet,” said the stranger.

“At last?”

“I’ve wanted to speak to you.” Alone and up close the stranger looked beautiful, even under the harsh, unflattering, bathroom lighting, with glistening beads of water clinging to his face. He held out his hand. “I’m Scott. I always hoped I’d have the chance to give you my number.” 

When Jason glanced down, he saw Scott was offering him a slip of paper, which perhaps he’d pulled from his pocket when putting away the lip gloss. “If you’d like to meet up sometime.”

Scott wasn’t propositioning him for a hookup, there and then, not even suggesting they leave together that night. These things, Jason understood. Meeting up some time, that was unfamiliar territory. And sounded utterly thrilling.

When Jason failed to respond in any way the disappointment was soon apparent in Scott’s eyes. “I’m sorry. I thought you might be interested too.” And he moved to slip the paper back in his pocket.

Jason reached out to stop him. “Why are you giving me your number?” Women did this to him, often, men never.

“I thought you’re good looking and gay. Sorry if I’m wrong about the gay. Or perhaps I’m just not your type.” Scott glanced down and then put his hands up, still holding the paper. “If it’s the nails, I don’t normally do this. These are for Liz’s birthday. She doesn’t usually wear nail varnish either.”

“It’s your friend’s birthday. I’m here for a birthday too.” Jason took the paper from Scott’s hand without a comment. “We’d better get back to our friends.”

“What’s your name? So I know you when you call, and you don’t have to say the guy from the toilet because that doesn’t sound good.”

They both laughed.

“You don’t already know, then?” Jason thought Scott looked exceptionally good when he laughed.

“No, why would I?” Still smiling, Scott’s eyebrows raised slightly.

“I don’t know; you might’ve asked someone.”

“I’m not a stalker. Otherwise, I’d have tracked you down weeks ago.”

“I’m Jason.” Jason walked to the door, but with his hand on the handle he paused. “I was just about to leave, to be honest.”

“It’s Liz’s birthday, so if you intend to make me an offer I don’t want to refuse we’ll have to take a rain check. I can’t abandon her.”

“No, of course.”

“You’ve got my number there. Use it.”
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CHAPTER FOUR
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January 2012

Scott

“You don’t call, you don’t write, anyone would think you’re not interested.” Scott stared at the locked screen on his phone as he spoke to it.

“Give him a chance,” said Liz.

“It’s been days,” replied Scott. “How much time does he need? He should’ve messaged me that same night. I hate it when guys play hard to get. Don’t they know I’ve plenty of choices? They need to act fast before I move on to some other dude.”

“Have you ever thought, he’s not interested?” asked Josh, who was sitting on the other side of the kitchen table in the house that the students shared.

“Lack of interest is not an option. He looked very damn interested when we were talking. You’ve seen how he looks at me in that club, Liz. Close up he looked bloody hungry for what I’ve got.”

“They all look like that when you corner them in a public bathroom.” Josh winked. “So I’ve heard.”

“Well, I don’t have the time to sit talking about messages that are not arriving on your phone. I’ve gotta get on with my coursework. Maybe you should do the same.”

“Don’t move,” Jackie interrupted. “Dinner will be on the table within minutes. Now, you may resume normal conversation.”

“Isn’t Mary joining us?” asked Josh.

“No, she’s working,” Jackie replied.

“Liz, I chose a subject that was easy so that I wouldn’t have to work so hard,” replied Scott. “You know that.”

“Don't let too many other students hear you say that. They’ll kill you and suck out your brains.” Josh snarled and made a clawing gesture with his fingers.

“I’m starting to remember why we don’t hang out together much, Josh. And it’s true. It’s not like I have to read loads of books.”

“I just hate you people who say maths is easy. I’m gonna miss you guys when we all move out, in the summer,” said Jackie. She pulled a tray out of the hot oven and poked at the baking potatoes before returning them to the heat. “Especially evenings like this, when we share a meal.” 

“I don't know how you’ll cope with the real world when you finished your degree.”

“That’s why I’ve applied to stay on and do my Masters, like you, Liz.”

“Not exactly like me, Scott. I have ambition. I want to change the face of physics, explain dark matter, experiment with time travel or something like that. I want to have my own big event horizon, but you’re intent on wasting your talents. You want to stay on, so you don’t have to face the real world.”

“Ouch. That’s a bit harsh.” Scott winked at Liz, “Mommy Lizzy, what kind of job could I do that’s easy and allows me plenty of time for having fun? I want to dance on top of the podium at a gay club every weekend and have hot hunks falling at my feet.”

“You said you didn’t want to follow in your parents’ dancing footsteps.” 

“I don’t want to be a professional dancer of any sort, just like I don’t want to be a hooker. I mean, dancing in a club and meeting cute guys, that’s what I want to do in my spare time. Call it a hobby.”

“The well-trodden route, from university student to university lecturer, might suit you.” Jackie dumped a pile of cutlery on the table.

“Yes, perfect. If I could get a job teaching it, that would suit me. I’m so pleased you mapped out my future career for me, as long as it doesn’t interrupt enjoying myself too much.”

“Are university lecturers allowed to have one night stands with the students?” asked Josh.

“I’m not sure. It should be okay, between consenting adults. Why do you ask?” Julie placed salt and vinegar on the table, still in wholesale industrial sized packaging. And a tiny bottle of ketchup.

“I’m imagining the trouble Scott could get into as a college lecturer working his way through all the confused, just-left-home, young gay boys.”

“There’s plenty who aren’t confused, and that should be enough to keep me going. And thanks for your support everyone. It’s good to hear your reassurances that I’m on the right career path with all the additional perks to the job.”

“Almost enough to help you stop thinking about him?”

Scott looked at his phone for a long moment. “Jason, speak to me.” He then tossed the phone on to the table. “Nice try. Who is he anyway?” 

“Sounds like you’re the one more interested in falling at his feet than the other way around. One minute to dinner.” Jackie took a lid off what they called the cauldron, the largest saucepan in the house, and spicy steam billowed to the ceiling. 

“I would fall at his feet if that’s what he’s into, if only he’d give me a chance.”

“You’re only pining because you haven’t had him yet. Once he’s here, you’ll just screw him, screw up and throw him out like all the others.” 

“Liz, you’ll have to remind me why we are friends. And correction, I don’t throw them out; they just don’t seem to want to come back.”

“Too embarrassed to show their faces after all that noise you make might be one of the reasons,” Josh mumbled.

“I don’t know what you mean.” It wasn’t the first time they’d had the conversation; Scott knew exactly what Josh meant.

“If Jason calls you, Scott, please take him back to his place. The wall here are too thin, and your bed squeaks and bangs against the wall,” said Josh.

“I thought you were all asleep. I never hear Jackie and Mary, and they sleep together every night.”

Jackie replied, “We’re quiet because we are a couple. We don’t keep the rest of you awake with our sex life and then have to speak to you at breakfast.”

“Scott doesn’t share those same level of inhibitions. I guess it’s because we don’t generally get to meet the dudes he brings home. They’ve left before breakfast.”

“So the guys I shag have busy lives. And get a bit vocal in the bedroom.” Scott picked up the phone and put on a mournful expression. “I wouldn’t say no to breakfast with Jason.”
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