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Luca is a first year med student at the
University of Gothenburg. He is following in his father’s
footsteps, something he’d been programmed to do all his life. He
lives a sheltered and still life, with no real friends. Luca would
love to change that but doesn’t know how, since he always feels so
odd around other people, like he doesn’t quite fit in. There’s so
much inside him that wants out, like wanting to become a
veterinarian more than a doctor. And the fact that he likes boys
and not girls. But he doesn’t tell anyone about that—not even
himself.

In comes Kai, an American cowboy in
Gothenburg. He’s doing his thesis overseas to broadens his horizons
before he does what he has always wanted to do, which is to go back
home and run the family ranch. He just happens to see Luca one day
leaving class and can’t stop watching the shy guy as he waded his
way through the crowd with quick, silent steps, and his head down
to avoid eye contact with anyone. For weeks Kai watches him from a
distance, trying to figure out how to approach him.

Had he known that spilled coffee and
slippery, awkward book bags would have gotten him close to the guy,
he might have physically bumped into him a long time ago.

Finding Home is a book with star-crossed
lovers meeting and the evil of the wicked witch in the west
threatening to crush young love’s every dream!
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 Meeting
Luca

TRAILING THE FLOW of students out of the
lecture hall, Luca was deep in thought, still pondering the lecture
he’d attended. Covering his mouth with his hand, he yawned
discreetly; Dr. Larsson, from Sahlgrenska University Hospital, had
given an interesting lecture about doctor-patient relationships,
but it had been a long morning with only a short bathroom break.
She had spent a lot of time giving examples of cases and had then
invited everyone to practice in delivering difficult news, and how
to do it without getting lost in the emotions.

“This is a balancing act, people. This will
be your job; to help people who might be dying, and to find a way
to tell them this without sounding coldhearted or bursting into
tears. It will take time, practice, and a lot of trial and error.
You will not be able to do this flawlessly first time around.”
She’d looked around at them, smiling. “Some of you are making the
first mistake right now, looking at me, hearing what I say as a
challenge, and deciding that you are going to prove me wrong and
that you will be the one to manage this on the first try. Trust me
when I say, you are the ones who will cry first.”

A rumble of laughter had filled the lecture
hall. Luca had smiled to himself, wondering if he would be the
one.

Frowning, he stopped mid-stride, staring
blindly at a spot in front of him. Maybe I misunderstood? Did I
completely miss what the lecturer wanted to say? No, no, of course
not. He’d been there and had participated in the discussion
part; Dr. Larsson had even agreed with him on a point or two.
Hmm… Yes, she had.

“Why bother with solving all that now,” he
mumbled to himself. “I am sure Father will have plenty to say about
it later.”

He let out a deep sigh, nodding to himself
in agreement; it was exactly what would happen around the dinner
table, as it did most days. He couldn’t help but imagine what kind
of man his father had been in his youth, especially since his uncle
Soren was so very different. How many times in the last few years
had he wished Soren and his wife Marie had been his parents? They
didn’t see them often because, according to his father, Soren was a
traitor.

Soren had told him a few things over the
years, during the times when they’d been able to talk to each other
privately. The last time Luca had seen his uncle had been nearly
two years ago when his grandfather had died. They did talk on the
phone from time to time, usually when his uncle called him to make
sure he was doing okay and to see generally how things were going.
He recalled his uncle’s words from their last conversation, which
had been several weeks ago.

“Luca, you have a choice here, you know
this, right? It isn’t like we live at the end of the world and your
dad is the king. What’s the worst thing that can happen?”

“He’ll be disappointed in me if I quit,
and my life will be a living hell in that house with him.”

Luca had answered immediately but, in all
honesty, he wasn’t entirely sure how his father would react. His
father, Anders, had never hit him, yet somewhere in his gut was a
feeling that it would not be out of his comfort zone to do so.

That was why he never really put up a fight.
He’d known all his life that this was the route he was expected to
take. He’d never questioned his parents’ wishes—not once. Training
to be a vet? Off the table. But animals were so much easier to deal
with. They were less complicated and a lot friendlier. His forehead
wrinkled, thinking about his father and “the master plan.” As
always, his stomach knotted when he thought of the brilliant
surgeon, Dr. Anders Von Bergendahl; he knew that he’d never fill
those shoes for the sole reason he didn’t have his father’s cold
mindset or the sharp elbows.

Luca was abruptly brought out of his
thoughts when someone rammed him from behind and sent him flying.
He barely managed to stay on his feet and threw out an arm to grab
hold of the railing in an attempt to stop himself falling. The
chump who’d almost knocked him over went tearing down the stairs,
running for dear life, but he was laughing—yelling out a petty
“sorry” as he disappeared down the road, chased by another.

“Are you all right?”

Luca snapped his head around; he hadn’t
heard the stranger approach. His hand was on his arm and helped him
stand up straight.

“That was a nasty shove you got there. What
an asshole. You feeling okay?” The stranger gave Luca a friendly
smile.

Clearing his throat, Luca could feel his
cheeks warming in embarrassment but he smiled back.

“Yes…yes…thank you,” he whispered.

Looking around, he realized the incident has
stirred attention. Feeling his cheeks heat up even more, he mumbled
a thank-you to the stranger and practically ran down the stairs to
get away.

Oh God! Oh God! Why does this always
happen to me! Hurrying along, keeping his head down, he avoided
the curious looks of the people he passed, wanting to get away as
quickly as possible. He cut across the grass to the sidewalk beside
the main road of Vasagatan. After a block, he slowed his pace,
feeling he was far enough away from Gothenburg University and all
those people.

“Why is fate always playing these mean jokes
on me?”

He hefted his bookbag over his shoulder once
more before pressing the back of his hand to his flaming cheeks.
Taking a look around, he let out a shaky breath of relief when he
realized no one was watching him.

Three whole days cooped up in a lecture hall
was tough on him. It was too crowded and, no matter how hard he
tried, large groups of people made him nervous. When he had to
spend time with people his own age, he always felt queasy. Never
fitting in, always the odd man out. That was the reason he mostly
spent his time alone, and when not studying, he read
voraciously.

According to his mother, it was because he
“didn’t try hard enough.” Luca could hear her voice ringing in his
head, telling him to “be more sociable,” as if it was an internal
switch he could flip to the “on” position, and it would make people
like him or he’d feel less awkward around them.

Luca’s mother loved people, new and
existing. She loved talking and socializing, his father less so
but, when he had to, he did it well.

While everyone else was so sure about who
they were and what they wanted to do, Luca had no idea whatsoever.
Well, he did, but it wasn’t like he could talk his parents about
it. He could imagine that conversation.

“No; what I really want to be is a
veterinarian.”

“So why are you studying to become a
doctor?”

“Because my father said so.”

For Luca, it was all about doing what kept
other people happy and kept him out of the spotlight. That had been
a great plan until his last year of secondary school when reality
caught up and he found himself no longer in the comfort of the
basic school system. Instead, he had to start on the path down a
road he really didn’t care for and pay careful attention to what
his father said.

Of course, he wasn’t a puppet, but keeping
up appearances was important; that, mostly, came from his mother.
His parents were a well-oiled machine that crushed his childhood
notions of becoming a vet, and these days, with so many
restrictions, he felt more and more awkward. Who else, aged twenty,
had to endure the Spanish Inquisition over a simple party
invitation?

A moped passed by him, making him jump in
fright. Clasping a hand to his chest, he chuckled to himself. “I
really need to stop living inside my head!”

Securing his bookbag on his
shoulder—again—he made himself slow down as he scuttled along Vasa
Street to catch his tram home. His stomach grumbled loudly and,
with a quick glance at his watch, he realized how many hours it had
been since breakfast. His phone buzzed in his jeans pocket;
retrieving it, he glanced at the display. Great! Just what I
needed…not!

“Hello, Father,” he said matter of fact.

“You sound off? Where are you?”

No “Hello, how are you?” Straight to the
point, as always.

“Downtown still. The lecture just ended a
little bit ago.”

“But it was supposed to have ended at noon.
What have you been doing between now and then?”

“Dad, the lecture ended like fifteen minutes
ago. You can call the department head and check if you don’t
believe me.”

“Luca, really. I asked you a simple
question. Why does everything have to become an issue with
you?”

Luca shook his head, rolling his eyes.
“Sorry.”

“Okay. I’ve been invited to a dinner to meet
a group of surgeons, which I cannot say no to. I won’t be home
until later this evening. Are you done with your studies?”

“Yes, all of them.”

“Good. Then it doesn’t matter to me what you
do for the rest of the day. But I expect you to be home by the time
I get back, which should be by eleven p.m. at the latest.”

Holy shit! Was his father giving him
an afternoon and an evening off? Telling him to have fun? Luca took
a second to check his phone to make sure it was, in fact, his
father’s number on the screen.

“Thanks, Dad. I’ll stay downtown and go grab
some lunch.”

“Fine. Don’t do anything stupid, and call
and leave a message on my cell so I know what you’re doing.”

“Okay, sure.”

Whatever; he was going to have an afternoon
off. Why go home when he could stay here and enjoy himself a
little? Maybe he could go to one of his favorite cafés. The weather
was warm enough so he could sit outside, read and watch people. The
idea made him smile. I can splurge on this. I’ve done my work
this week and it is, after all, Friday.

With a bounce back in his step and humming
to himself, the tension slowly eased its way out of his body. All
thoughts about his father—the knot-maker—pushed out of his mind, at
least for the moment.

Feeling a lot better about things, he set
off toward one of his favorite cafés: Garbo.

His father was such an odd man; Luca had a
hard time relating to him. But, hardship or not, he wasn’t going to
look a gift horse in the mouth by questioning where this sudden
good grace from his father had come from. He was free for the rest
of the afternoon. He was lucky that learning came easy to him, and
he didn’t have to study that hard. That also kept his scores and
knowledge high, which, in turn, kept his father’s nagging to a
minimum.

His father loved pop-quizzing him, and Luca
was sure the demands made of him were much more than other students
got from their parents.

Luca, it isn’t about passing. It is about
becoming the leading surgeon in the country. You are not some
medical student; you are a Von Bergendahl. Luca had heard the
speech so many times he knew it by heart.

The sun was shining down, warming him,
making it comfortable to go without his jacket, so he shrugged out
of it, shoved it in his backpack, and turned his face up towards
the sun like a hibernating animal that had awoken for spring. It
was one of his favorite things about animals, watching them as they
woke up from the long sleep of winter. Like cows, for instance:
they were housed inside for the winter, and the first time they
walked out to a green-covered-meadow, the sun warm on their hides,
those large, heavy creatures would jump and kick into the air as if
they were light as a feather. Their emotions were always genuine
and easy to interpret.

Luca smiled to himself. Of all farm animals,
he loved cows the best. They were large but gentle animals,
affectionate, too. Cows weren’t meant to be inside, but it didn’t
hurt them if they had enough space, and they needed to be protected
from the harsh elements of winter. Sweden, thank God, had great
laws to prevent animals from being mistreated.

If he could only do as he pleased and become
a veterinarian, he’d move out into the country and have a classic
country practice.

Imagine how happy I’d be. A house in the
country, a few dogs, maybe a cat, and a library full of books. Yes!
Yes! Catching himself daydreaming about things that would never
be, he quickly shut himself off; he’d almost shouted that last
“yes” out loud.

There was no point in daydreaming about such
things. It would only make his life that much harder, not
easier.

Almost at Garbo Café, he passed a few of his
fellow students. On any given day, he’d walk on by with his head
down to avoid the possibility of meeting people he barely knew,
since he never spoke to them unless it was in class. With eye
contact came interaction, and he sucked at casual conversation.

Synergy with peers led to conversation,
which led to questions—questions he didn’t know how to answer. It
made him uncomfortable, feeling as if people could see things he
didn’t want them to see.

But today, he was caught up in his own world
and met a couple of their gazes head-on, giving them a bright smile
and a light wave before he could stop himself. A girl waved
back.

“Luca!” She called after him, making him
slow down even if he didn’t stop completely. “Come over here and
let me introduce you to some of my friends.”

He shook his head instantly. “I’m sorry, I
can’t. I’m busy.”

She stood up and headed towards him. What
did she want? Hadn’t he said he was busy? Before he could collect
himself enough to walk off, she was there, taking his hand, pulling
him towards the group of girls.

“But, I… I have to go, please.” Luca dug his
heels in yet somehow ended up next to the other girls sitting on
the park bench, chatting away.

“Ladies, this is Luca, the guy I told you
about. We’re in the same biochemistry class.” The four girls
smiled, one giggled, and looked at him from under her lashes. Was
she flirting with him?

“You were right, Stina, he is cute,” one of
them said. Were they talking about him? Luca could feel his face
turning warm. He opened his mouth to say something, anything, but
nothing came out.

“Isn’t he, though?” Stina smiled, bumping
his shoulder. “Josefine here thinks you’re cute. Maybe you could
buy her a cup of coffee sometime,” she suggested easily, all of
them looking at him, waiting for him to say something.

“Oh, look how adorable, he’s blushing.” Luca
closed his eyes; he had to get out of there. Now!

“Girls, be nice.” Stina protested, but there
was no sternness to her voice. Instead, it made the other girls
chuckle more, and their gazes seemed to get even more intense.

“So, what has you so busy on a Friday that
you can’t hang with us?” Stina asked, looking directly at him,
hands on her hips.

“I’m sorry, I have to go. It was nice
meeting you,” he managed before hurrying off.

He felt ridiculous, running off like a
little kid. Again. But, it was too late now; it wasn’t as if
he could turn around and say, “Oh, by the way…”

There were times he wondered if it was his
parents’ pressuring that made him so uptight. He didn’t have to
wonder: it was the pressure from his parents that made him
act like a lunatic when someone tried to engage him in
conversation. It was annoying as hell, reacting like he did because
a girl flirted with him. But, in the moment, he couldn’t stop
himself. It wasn’t until he calmed down that he’d realize how much
of a drama queen he’d been. The worst thing with girls who seemed
intent on him was the flirting—batting their eyelashes at him, or
touching his arm to get his attention. How the hell did you respond
to it when you weren’t interested?

Jessica, the only friend he had—who, funnily
enough, was a girl—said the butterflies were supposed to come all
by themselves, making you act all silly and flirty without having
to think about it. It didn’t happen for him, ever. She always told
him to relax.

Be yourself, Luca. You’re a good-looking
guy, and you have interesting things to say. You need to relax a
little, and not assume the worst about people. Then she would
give him one of her radiant smiles and start talking about
something else.

Walking down the stairs leading to Garbo
Café, he ducked through the low-situated doorway of the café and
immediately got in line to order.

Glancing up at the chalkboard hanging above
the cash register, he started to look over the menu. He was
hungry—like, starving—and needed something filling. There were
plenty of things to choose from, but it didn’t take him long to
pick the chicken pie that came with a garden salad, as it was
something he seldom ate at home. Quiche, which, in his world, was
the same thing as pie, was fine to serve, but pie, no—that was
devil’s food. He much preferred Swedish husmanskost—home
cooking—than fine dining. But, of course, in his house, that was
too plain.

The food served at home was like one of his
mother’s dinner parties: stiff and boring. The thought of one of
those parties made Luca wrinkle his nose in dismay. He hated those
rich man’s parties. Not only were they unimaginative and a hoax,
the people attending them were mostly fake and tedious, too. They
came because it was expected. That was probably a slight
exaggeration—fine, a huge exaggeration—but he wasn’t a fan.

There could be twenty or so people invited
to one of these parties, a “small gathering” according to his
mother. The conversation would be polite and restricted to speaking
inanely about the weather, hobbies, their newest purchases, or
something else equally neutral.

There would be no political, religious, or
sexual orientation discussions. Gossip was allowed. And, whatever
you did, no cracking a joke. God forbid you actually had fun.
Everything was kept in neat little boxes, and anything that wasn’t
considered acceptable, they pretended didn’t exist. In twenty
years, that would be him and the wife he’d been told to marry.

Oh, my god! I’m becoming my parents.

He was becoming them, slowly but
surely. In twenty years or so, he’d be this hard and bitter man
with a wife, kids, and a damn Volvo. He wouldn’t be happy, but he’d
be a surgeon, and that was all that mattered to his parents. But
not to him, not at all, and he had to do something to stop it.

He had to start taking some risks, even if
they seemed like small ones to anyone else. If he didn’t, the
upcoming years of university would become even longer, lonelier,
and—foremost—duller than ever. It didn’t take a genius to know his
behavior today wasn’t normal in any sense of the word.

He couldn’t let himself be ruled by the fear
of having to deal with his father and what he might do if Luca did
something he didn’t agree with. He wasn’t a bad person; he didn’t
do awful things. Luca refused to believe his father would truly
hurt him. He had to start living more for himself than to please
his parents. He might not get all the things he wanted for himself,
but he’d be damned if he let someone else control every aspect of
his life.

Baby steps.
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 The
Meeting

KAI SAW THE object of his obsession leaving
the lecture hall and stroll towards one of the small cafés he’d
seen him at a couple of times. It was where he’d first laid eyes on
him, over three weeks ago. Sometimes, Luca went in to buy a coffee
on his way to class. Often, Kai knew he’d stay there for hours,
slaving over his books, and observe. He never sat or walked with
anyone, always alone. It broke Kai’s heart a little each time but
it made his affection for him increase, and the urge to make
contact even greater.

Kai couldn’t imagine how it was to always be
that alone. Most of his life he’d been surrounded by family and
friends, and he loved that. So, when he noticed Luca he immediately
wanted to become his friend. If he admitted it to himself, which he
did easily, his interest went beyond wanting to be friends. He was
attracted to him like crazy. However, unlike him Luca was shy; Kai
knew approaching him would have to be done with care.

Kai followed at a safe distance as he didn’t
want to be caught, at least not until he was ready to be seen.
Today he was making his move, he was going to introduce himself but
it needed to be at the right moment.

Kai had been in Gothenburg, Sweden, for
almost four months and loved it. He missed home but it had been the
right decision to go to Europe for a semester and get the
experience. It would be something he’d never forget. The Swedes, in
general, were mostly open-minded people and friendly, and the
country itself was gorgeous—so different from back home. Nearly
everyone spoke English really well, so, even though he was away
from home, he still had the comfort of making himself understood.
It was great. He was majoring in agriculture and only had his
thesis left. Writing had always come easily to him, so being here
wasn’t a hardship.

He’d been fascinated and completely taken
off balance the first time he’d seen the Swede. He assumed he was;
he had that look to him. There was something fresh faced and
healthy looking about the Scandinavians. All Swedes seemed to be
quite a bit taller than the average American. Luca had well
sculpted but not I-go-to-the-gym-and-lift-weights-six-times-a-week
leg muscles, a fit body, and a nice set of shoulders.

Kai wasn’t the least bit vain, but he’d
often been told how good looking he was. Girls asked him if he
really was gay, and some were put off when he answered yes. Some
truly thought it was him blowing them off, even though he was never
seen around town with any girls, at least not in a way that could
be interpreted as dating. Personally he didn’t think he was that
special in the looks department, it was the fact that he wasn’t
available at all for some that made him shine extra bright to some.
Luca on the other hand was stunning.

Watching the handsome Swede, he could
appreciate the physical attraction, too, even if he was built
nothing like him.

He was at least a couple of inches taller
than him. His legs seemed to go on forever. The sweet bubble butt,
which put a slight curve in the long, lean runner’s body, looked
good enough to make any man walk right up and cup those globes
purely to cop a feel. The narrow waist and torso matched the rest
of his lean physique. It was easy to say he was every gay cowboy’s
version of a Swedish Bikini, or—in this case—Speedo team.

The day he first saw him, Kai had been in a
hurry to meet his friends for a late lunch but he’d stopped dead in
his tracks as this absolutely gorgeous person appeared before him.
He’d been so taken aback; he’d been locked in place right there on
the open street, ogling.

Luca was an odd mix of ravishing and, for
lack of a better word, beautiful. Large blue eyes—the same color as
the ocean—with eyelashes so dark and full that, when he looked at
you, it almost felt like you were drowning. He’d been lost. Luca’s
blond curls were wild and untamable and gave him an innocent look.
They framed his delicate face accenting his high, defined
cheekbones in a way that made you hold your breath. And the way he
moved…at least, when he didn’t think anyone was watching! It was
easy, almost like he was gliding. The smile that usually painted
his face when he looked like he was busy daydreaming made his
entire face light up.

When Kai had finally been able to collect
himself enough to go on, he’d been happy he was in an open-minded
country like Sweden. Ogling as he’d done wouldn’t have flown—no
matter the gender but especially not same sex—if he’d been in
Texas.

Kai thought Luca had this odd but adorable
behavior about him. He walked around almost lost in his own
thoughts, talking to himself, not loud enough so it made him weird
but he seemed completely unaware of the world going on around him.
His behavior wasn’t overly odd, merely enough to make him stand
out, and in Kai’s eyes become even more appealing. He was always so
wrapped up in his own thoughts he’d never once noticed Kai watching
him.

Kai had started to feel dumb, stalking Luca
without introducing himself. But he hadn’t been able to help
himself, he’d been so much fun to watch. He was taking his time to
make contact since he seemed skittish, almost scared to talk to
people. Kai had watched him avoid people he knew several times,
even when he seemed to want to reach out and talk to them. It was
enough to make Kai wary on how to approach him without scaring him
off or making too much of a fool of himself.

To Kai it was fascinating that someone so
absolutely stunning seemed to be so unaware of the draw he had on
people.

Kai wasn’t anything like that. Growing up on
a ranch in Texas with an older brother, younger sister, and his
parents, he’d learned from an early age to make himself be seen.
His brother Kit was only a year older than him, and they were
close. In some ways, he was Kai’s best friend and, all through
life, they shared practically everything. The same thing went for
his dad. His pops was, to put it mildly, the best damn dad anyone
could have, always supportive, always there with time to listen.
Kai loved his family and they returned the love.

Being gay had never been an issue to them;
he’d had a good life and still did. Coming to Sweden to study had
actually been his father’s idea. He wanted him to know for sure
what he wanted to do with his life, not merely settle for the ranch
without knowing what else was out there. Through his school, he’d
found this exchange program and had happily come to the home of the
smorgasbords and beautiful blonds. And Luca in particular.

He guessed—if he was going to be honest,
which he tried to be as a rule—if he had a type, he usually went
for jocks. Big, well-defined, types of jocks who liked it a bit
rough. Smiling to himself, he could see the look on his family and
friends’ faces when they found out he was infatuated with someone
like Luca, who was quite the opposite to his usual type. But Kai
thought he was breathtaking and beautiful—watching him made him
smile.

Besides, Kai hadn’t chosen him, it was the
other way around.

From the moment he’d seen him, he’d been
hooked and wanted to find out more about him. Luca wasn’t like any
of the others. The often repeated and misquoted, “I just want to be
left alone,” by Greta Garbo, reminded Kai of the object of his
obsession who preoccupied his mind more than anything or anyone at
the moment. It was apt that this café seemed to be a favorite of
his.

Kai watched as he crossed the street and
walked down the narrow stairs into the coffee shop. It was time and
he didn’t want to let another opportunity pass him by. His friends,
when he asked them about Luca, didn’t know much but Axel had told
him Luca’s name, and that he’d seen Luca participate in a large
discussion during a seminar. It was easy to see Luca had been
confident and outspoken but, as soon as it was over and time to
mingle, he’d pulled away and walked off on his own.

This could have been mistaken for arrogance
but one of the first things that made Kai aware of him had been the
sad look in his eyes when he thought no one was looking. He always
smiled and talked politely with people but when he was alone, the
sadness would cloud his eyes again.

All of Kai’s instincts had made him want to
take Luca into his arms and hug him till the sadness went away.
He’d been so completely captivated by him that he couldn’t stay
away, and that in itself was something new for Kai to
experience.

Back home in Texas, Kai was never without a
date or roll in the hay if that was what he wanted. Not that he
cared about that, because the most important people in Kai’s life,
besides his parents, were his friends. Kai was damn well aware of
how lucky he was to have such great people around him. They never
once judged him and always had his back. Living in Texas wasn’t
exactly the gay man’s number one paradise, but it was home.

Kai let a tram pass before he crossed the
street and half ran up on the sidewalk. He steered himself after
Luca and toward Garbo. Kai actually felt nervous about approaching
him, but he couldn’t keep creeping around in the bushes any longer.
If Luca ever found out, he’d most likely be weirded out and, to be
honest, Kai was kind of creeping himself out.

It had always been easy for Kai to make new
friends and first contact. He enjoyed talking with, and meeting,
new people, but this was quite different. His interest in Luca was
personal—very personal—he was more attracted to him than he should
be, since he’d never even talked to him. But, he couldn’t deny the
stir of emotions or the massive amount of butterflies fluttering in
his stomach every time he saw him or even thought about him.

By pure accident, he’d bumped into him once
outside class. He’d been lucky and caught Luca on one of those rare
occasions where he’d actually stayed behind to talk to people. Kai
couldn’t remember what they’d been talking about or if he’d even
heard any of the conversation because Luca had smiled, and it had
changed everything.

One of his favorite things about observing
him was seeing those smiles of pure joy. They never lasted long but
his face became alive. Then, all too soon, he’d pull back into his
shell. It was as if he realized he was living and had to stop
himself. You could tell from a mile away that Luca felt insecure
with attention if it ever surrounded him. There had been numerous
times when Kai had to restrain himself to not walk right up to Luca
and rescue him, like some damn idiot with a “knight in shining
armor” complex. But the desire had been there from the first day.
Whatever urges Kai had, he’d resisted them, so he could find one
perfect moment to make Luca’s acquaintance.
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