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Chapter 1






He watched the man from his car. His tawny
hair covered his face from view, but he knew every inch of it.
Absorbed in the book he was reading on his tablet, he was oblivious
to others in the park. Unconsciously biting his soft pink bottom
lip, the man had no idea of the effect he was having on him.

The sun glinted off of his dark sunglasses as
he lifted his head to glance around. The slender fingers slid into
the khaki pants to pull out a cell phone, obviously checking the
time. Biting his bottom lip again, he glanced around the busy park.
As timid as the man was, he was the most beautiful person in the
world.

And he's mine.

He slipped from his car, skirting around the
grove of trees and slipped behind the bench the younger man was
sitting on. It was unusually warm for this early spring day, and
his target's trench coat was draped over the back of the bench next
to him with his dark brown hat lying on it.

He lifted his large hands to grab him, but
the honey-haired man whipped around to face him, his amber eyes
widening in surprise.

"Bryan! You scared the crap out of me," he
snapped.

Bryan Foxgrove laughed as he jumped the bench
to sit next to his boyfriend. He leaned forward and gently kissed
those soft lips he'd been admiring. "Sorry, Wyatt. My meeting ran
late."

"You're the one who told me to meet you
here."

"I know, I know. I also know how much you
love the outdoors, so I thought if I ran late, you wouldn't mind so
much—"

"Couldn't manage to send a text?" Wyatt
frowned at him.

"I could have, but what fun would that
be?"

"You're an idiot."

"An idiot in love," Bryan smirked, stealing
another kiss.

Wyatt gave him a playful shove, rolling his
eyes, and Bryan laughed.

Bryan knew that Wyatt Kinnon still had a hard
time accepting that Bryan truly loved him. Wyatt's rocky past with
Darrin had jaded his view of people saying they loved him. Darrin
had been domineering and controlling in the name of love, and it
had taken Wyatt several months before he would even consider that
Bryan might actually mean it.

Bryan had worked long and hard to win Wyatt's
heart. They had met through a mutual friend. Sarah Demchik was
Wyatt's best friend and they had apparently known each other for
several years, attending the same college even. While Wyatt had
pursued a teaching degree and currently taught high school
geometry, Sarah had gotten a business degree. Even though Wyatt had
several other friends who were teachers, Sarah was one of the only
friends he had formed a deeper friendship with.

Meeting Wyatt had been one of the best days
of Bryan's life. It seemed like it was one of those fateful
meetings that just made all the pieces in his life fall into place.
Bryan had been battling his sexuality for years, trying to fit in
with his parents' notion of marrying a nice girl and settling down
into a family. He'd always found both males and females attractive,
but growing up with his southern-bred mother, he'd never really
considered a guy as a potential partner. It was only in the year
before meeting Wyatt he'd come to realize that he was probably
bisexual. While he found some women pretty and fun to be with, none
of them elicited any sense of desire for a long term relationship.
He had always felt more of a kinship with other guys.

It took some courage, but he had finally
taken the step out of the closet to explore the side of himself
that was attracted to men. The rounds of bars and clubs helped him
realize his true nature. He'd dated several wonderful men, many of
whom he was still friends with, but still hadn't found the one he
truly connected with.

Until Sarah dragged Wyatt with her to a
company picnic.

When he'd seen those golden eyes crinkle with
laughter and the bright smile, Bryan had been lost. Sarah
introduced them and then suddenly disappeared, leaving Wyatt
shifting nervously on his feet. Bryan suspected that Sarah was
secretly trying to set them up as she had hinted several times at
the office that she had a friend who was a little shy but who had a
great personality once you got to know him.

Sarah couldn't have been more right. Bryan
Foxgrove and Wyatt Kinnon matched perfectly. Even with Wyatt being
a bit gun-shy about relationships, Bryan had gently pursued the man
over the next few months. He had even taken Wyatt to meet his
mother, something he hadn't done with any of the other men he'd
dated. Knowing how possessive his mother was of him, he hadn't
wanted to introduce just anyone to her. He loved his mother to
death, and even though she'd been politely happy for him, he knew
she was still holding out hope that this was just a 'phase' and
that he would find a nice woman to settle down with.

His mother was still constantly
cautioning him about letting his heart get in too deep. While she
seemed glad that he was happy with Wyatt, she repeatedly expressed
her concerns in private on each of his weekly lunch visits. She was
worried that 'that guy' was taking over his life. Of course, he'd
insisted it wasn't true. But then she'd asked him when the last
time he'd visited his brother was. That had stopped him cold. He
had let his visits with Eddie slip to the side a bit. Usually he
tried to go couple times a month on a weekend since it was a bit of
a drive to try during the week, but it had been almost two months
since he'd last gone when she'd asked. The rebuke made him realize
maybe he didn't have to spend every
weekend with Wyatt.

He sometimes picked his mother up before
visiting his brother Eddie at Beacon Estate, which was an hour or
more drive away depending on traffic. His brother had been
diagnosed at a rather young age with an intellectual disability as
well as mild autism. After their father had passed away a few years
ago, his mother had found it necessary to put Eddie in an assisted
living care facility. Eddie was older than Bryan by five years, and
Bryan loved Eddie to death. His older brother was like a big kid
even as he'd grown into a huge bear of a man. Bryan thought of him
as a huge teddy bear, and he enjoyed his visits with Eddie
immensely, but they were tiresome as well. Eddie constantly
demanded Bryan's attention, wanting to play or show him his
artwork. He was extremely protective though, and his massive size
made him a bit dangerous.

Once, another resident had accidently run
into Bryan, nearly knocking him down. Bryan had been shocked by
Eddie's reaction. His sweet brother morphed into a raging bull,
shoving the other guy against the wall and yelling about how 'he'd
hurt Bryan, no one hurts Bryan.' Bryan had been so stunned by his
brother's fierce reaction that it took him a few seconds to pull
Eddie off the other man and calm his brother down.

It was why he'd resolved to make sure he
didn't go so long without visiting anymore. Soon, he'd take Wyatt
with him. Bryan had told Eddie about his boyfriend, but Eddie
didn't seem to quite get that Bryan was in love with the man, that
Wyatt had become his life. Eddie often forgot Bryan had ever even
talked about Wyatt before. It hurt a bit because Bryan wanted to
share his joy with his brother, but Eddie didn't always understand
more complex concepts. Happy, sad, hurt, anger, surprise he got,
they were simple emotions that happened automatically. Love, hate,
jealousy, shame, guilt, pride were more complex, requiring
cognitive processing and self-reflection that were harder for Eddie
to understand.

So all Eddie would ask was if Bryan was
happy. That was all that mattered to him. Bryan wished that was all
that mattered to his mother too. At least then maybe she'd stop
with the third degree about whether or not he was sure that Wyatt
was right for him. Of course, she would end the inquisition with
"As long as you are happy."

He wanted to scream at her, "I AM!" But he
knew it would just offend her that he'd breached etiquette by
yelling at his mother. So he'd bit his tongue, reminding himself
that he adored Wyatt and his mother's opinion didn't matter in the
long run. He'd even considered cutting back on his weekly lunch
visits, but he knew she was lonely after the passing of his father.
And lunch was easy since she lived in an old historic home just
outside of town near where he worked.

Last week, he had informed her that he and
Wyatt were currently planning to move in together as soon as
Wyatt's lease was up at his apartment, a step that Bryan considered
a huge milestone, especially considering Wyatt's concerns about the
longevity of their relationship. Of course, his mother had had her
concerns as usual, but Bryan hadn't informed her of all his
plans.

A plan he was enacting today. Now.

As Wyatt shut down his tablet, Bryan shoved
his hands in his pocket, nervously fiddling with the soft leather
and silver band that he'd carried around for over a week now. His
heart thumped in his chest. This man had given Bryan everything,
had laid his heart out for Bryan to love, to cherish. Now Bryan
wanted to give him something in return.

"So what are we doing?" Wyatt finally asked
as he reached for his coat and hat.

Bryan stopped him from putting the fedora on
by taking his hand, surprising Wyatt. "Just... wait a minute,
okay?"

"Oo—kay," Wyatt drawled out, frowning.

Bryan took a deep breath, trying to calm his
nerves. "I need to talk to you for a few minutes."

He heard the smaller man's breath hitch
and saw his jaw tighten, and immediately knew that he must look
damn serious, and it had scared Wyatt. Shit, now Wyatt thought something bad was up.

"Here?" Wyatt swallowed, the fear of
rejection obvious in those soft amber eyes.

Bryan could have cursed himself for his
wording and his own nervousness, but he didn't have time to say
anything as a couple of Wyatt's students came flying towards them
on skateboards. The two boys hopped off their boards and kicked
them up into their hand with practiced ease.

"Hey, Mr. Kinnon!" the teenager greeted.
"How's it going?"

Bryan watched his lover struggling hide his
worry and pasted on a bright smile for the boys. "Marc, Greg, how
are you enjoying spring break?"

"Great, man," the taller one greeted. "How
about you? This your guy?"

Bryan almost burst out laughing at how blunt
the teen was, but it wasn't like Wyatt wasn't out at school. He
wasn't the only gay teacher at the high school, just the only
unattached one.

Wyatt, of course, flushed at the comment but
managed to nod. "At the moment, yes."

At the moment? Bryan frowned. We'll fucking
see about that.

Bryan felt the two boys assessing him, and he
got the distinct impression that they were sizing up whether or not
he was good enough for their teacher. The shorter one finally
nodded, apparently offering his approval.

"Looks like an okay guy."

"Thank you, Greg." Wyatt cast a glance at
him, and Bryan felt the hope and desire bleed over him. "He
is."

Marc burst into a wide grin. "Cool. You be
good to our man here," the boy addressed Bryan. "He's the best
teacher ever."

Bryan grinned, elated by the protective
possessiveness of his boyfriend's students. He knew how much his
students liked and accepted him, but it was another thing to see it
so blatantly displayed.

"I most certainly will," Bryan assured them,
as Wyatt ran a hand over his face to hide his embarrassment.

"Thank you, boys." Wyatt waved his hand to
encourage them to be on their way. The teens chuckled as they
dropped their skateboards back to the sidewalk and took off. Wyatt
pinned Bryan with a glare. "You had to pick here to do this."

"Yes," Bryan whispered, leaning closer and
wrapping his free hand around Wyatt's neck. "This is the perfect
place to do this." His lips brushed against Wyatt's, eliciting a
startled gasp that Bryan readily took advantage of. He slipped his
tongue over Wyatt's, delving into the man's sweet mouth. Wyatt
moaned, the tension melting away under Bryan's hand.

"Way to go, Mr. Kinnon!"

The shout followed by several whistles of
approval broke the intimate moment, causing them both to laugh as
Wyatt buried his face against Bryan's shoulder.

"Thank you, Marc," Wyatt finally called back
when he could breathe again.

Bryan could see the boys, now with several
others hooting and hollering on the other side of the fountain. He
was still shaking with laughter when Wyatt finally lifted his head
to the kids.

"Don't you boys have some place else to be?"
Wyatt called.

"Nope!" Greg smiled mischievously. "Just
hanging out at the park. Enjoying the fresh air."

Bryan couldn't help the chuckle that rose
from his throat as Wyatt rolled his eyes. When he stood abruptly,
grabbing Bryan's hand, Bryan nearly jumped.

"Let's go talk somewhere else." Wyatt tugged
his hand, taking a step as he reached for his coat.

"No." Bryan pulled back, spinning Wyatt to
face him. Wyatt frowned down at where Bryan was still sitting.

"I really don't think we need my students
spreading rumors about us."

"Let them spread rumors about this then."
Bryan dropped to his knee in front of Wyatt, eliciting a shocked
gasp as well as sudden interested silence from the small horde of
teens lingering nearby.

Those golden eyes widened in astonishment at
Bryan on his knee in front of him. "What the hell are you doing,
Bry? Get up."

Bryan shook his head. "Not until you answer
me one thing." He drew his hand out of his pocket, presenting a
hand-tooled leather bracelet, wrapping it around Wyatt's wrist, but
hesitating before clasping it. "Will you marry me?"


Chapter 2






Wyatt sucked in a sharp breath as he
stared at the strip of leather. He could vaguely see both of their
initials tooled into the leather through his hazy vision.
Oh, fuck. He couldn't breathe. Why the hell
couldn't he breathe?

Marry him? Was he serious?

At Bryan's wide, imploring grin, Wyatt knew.
Air rushed back into his lungs as his eyes blurred. He'd been so
sure a moment ago Bryan was going to dump him. After Darrin
destroyed him a couple years ago, he'd been too wary to accept that
anyone might want to be with him in that way.

"Are you serious?" He heard his voice
crack.

"Damn serious." Bryan kissed his knuckles. "I
want us to have forever. And I want you to know that I'll always be
there for you."

"Bryan, I—"

"Woohoo!"

"Say yes!"

"Go for it, man!"

The peanut gallery of his students and a few
other park patrons started cheering and laughing with glee at being
able to witness this. Wyatt was sure it'd be all over the school
before it even started back up after the break was over. But the
clapping and encouraging calls from the teens, as well as the
hopeful grin of the man waiting in front of him, assuaged his
anxiety.

This man was ready to give him the one thing
he wanted most.

"Yes," Wyatt found himself whispering as
Bryan grinned widely, snapping the clasp to the leather closed. He
yanked Bryan to his feet, gripping his shirt and hauling him closer
into a demanding kiss.

The cheers and applause around them grew
louder, and he vaguely realized the crowd had grown. Bryan's strong
arms were wrapped around him as he slowly came back to himself. He
laughed against Bryan's chest at the spectacle they had caused.

He shoved lightly at Bryan's chest as he
wiped at his eyes. "You—"

But he just found himself hauling Bryan back
in, shaking his head, burying into Bryan's shoulder. "I can't
believe—"

Bryan and the crowd laughed as he struggled
to regain his composure. Damn, the man had shocked him. Wyatt found
his body trembling, and it took several minutes before he finally
managed to calm his nerves. Bryan was already waving and grinning
at the crowd, thanking them for their support.

Wyatt finally found his equilibrium enough to
smile at the gawking park patrons as well. The group of skaters
bounded over, slapping him on the back.

"Mr. Kinnon, dude," Marc grinned.

"Hey, man, what you couldn't get a fucking
ring?" a red head with a mohawk chastised Bryan.

"Greg, language," Wyatt snapped, the teacher
in him automatically correcting them, but the boys just
grinned.

Bryan didn't even bat an eye at the boy
berating his choice. "The rings will be for the wedding—where we'll
both wear one."

"Ahh, okay, cool dude."

"Love the leather."

"Makes you look a little more hip there, Mr.
Kinnon."

The voices all blended together, and Wyatt
didn't bother to try to keep them all straight. His focus was
solely for the man in front of him. The sparkle in those light blue
eyes as Bryan looked down at him took his breath away.

"Seriously, man, congratulations."

"Dude, they aren't even listening to us
anymore."

"Maybe you two should get a room."

Okay that got his attention. He flushed again
as he turned to the high school students. "Aaannnd I think it's
time you moseyed along." He made a shooing motion to get the
chuckling boys to move on. He waited until they dropped their
skateboards and took off down the wide walkway.

Finally alone, well, for the most part
anyway, Wyatt clutched at Bryan's hand. Bryan took his wrist and
smoothed his thumb over the soft leather wrapped around it,
claiming Wyatt as his.

"Do you believe me now?" Bryan whispered
softly.

Wyatt stared at their initials carved into
the leather with a leafy design intertwining them, Bryan's thumb
caressing it. "I— Are you sure?"

Bryan chuckled, tightening his grip. "I've
never been more sure about anything. I want this. I want you. The
question is: do you want me?"

Wyatt blinked rapidly. "God, Bry, you know I
do. I just...want you to be sure, that's all. You know it's just
hard for me to—" he faltered. "I have a hard time—"

"Trusting, I know."

Damn, of course, he
did. Wyatt smiled, his shoulders relaxing slightly. He
looked up into his lover's beaming face. "So you thought you'd
propose here, in front of everyone, so I'd be less likely to say
no?" he teased.

Bryan looked affronted. "No, actually. I
picked here because it's one of your favorite places. You
practically live on this bench. You love the outdoors, Wyatt. Hell,
if I thought about it more, I probably would have done it on one of
your hikes on the trail."

Wyatt felt his breath catch. Fuck. He
couldn't believe Bryan had thought that much about it. "You hate
hiking though."

"But I'd do it for you."

As Wyatt's heart thudded in his chest, he
reached up and gripped his taller lover's neck, pulling him down to
meet his lips. "I love you."

"I love you too."






****






The drive back to Wyatt's apartment was one
of the quickest ones ever. Bryan pulled his car into Wyatt's
assigned parking spot. Since Wyatt didn't own a car, Bryan knew
he'd always have a parking spot when he visited. Wyatt's apartment
was within walking distance of work and grocery stores, so he'd
never felt the need to buy a car and just took the bus or a cab if
he needed to go elsewhere.

Wyatt abruptly realized that Bryan had truly
been serious about moving in together when he'd talked about it
last month. He'd picked up boxes when they'd planned it a couple
months ago, but something kept holding him back from actually
packing, like Bryan was going to change his mind. The niggling fear
in the back of his mind evaporated now, with the comforting embrace
of the soft leather around his wrist.

Wyatt grinned to himself. Guess he'd be
buying a car soon.

Bryan immediately jumped out of the car and
grabbed him around the waist, diving in for another kiss. The
abrupt movements sent Wyatt's hat tumbling off his head to the
ground. Wyatt laughingly shoved him back as he turned, swiping his
hat up, and stumbling toward his apartment.

"You and that damn Indiana Jones hat," Bryan
laughed, shaking his head.

"Screw you, I like this hat," Wyatt shot
back.

Bryan shoved him against the door,
stealing Wyatt's breath away. Wyatt watched his lover's eyes bleed
to nearly black. "And I like you in only that hat."

Wyatt moaned against the demanding kiss,
melting against the door as Bryan pinned him in place with his
body. He could feel the taller man's hard cock pressing against his
belly and his own became nearly painful against the zipper of his
jeans.

A cough to their right was like cold water
splashing over them. Wyatt whipped his head around to look at which
neighbor he might have offended, while Bryan dropped his forehead
in frustration against the door next to his ear.

He stiffened when he caught sight of
the man leaning against the wall. Fuck.
What the hell was he doing here?

"I see you haven't wasted any time picking up
some slut—"

"Darrin, what the hell are you doing
here?"

Wyatt felt Bryan spin to face the man, anger
rolling off of him in waves. "Get the hell out of here, Roque."

"Or what?" Wyatt's ex sneered.

Wyatt's eyes flicked between the two men who
were practically snarling at each other. At any other time, he
probably would have thought the whole Alpha-dominant thing pretty
funny.

Instead, he stepped between his ex-boyfriend
and his fiancé. "Darrin, we've been over for more than two years.
You know, when you broken my fucking ribs."

"Wy-Wy, you know that wasn't—"

"Don't fucking call me that," Wyatt
snapped.

A look of surprise marred the man's face,
obviously shocked by Wyatt's boldness. Darrin had always seen him
as someone he could control, and Wyatt had been so new to
relationships and so willing to believe the sugary words that he'd
ignored Darrin manipulating him. When friends questioned Darrin's
treatment of him, Wyatt had slowly realized that the occasional hit
or backhand wasn't something he should just accept as part of
Darrin's nature. He deserved better. He'd given Darrin chances to
change. Too many, Sarah had adamantly stated many times. Breaking a
couple ribs had been the last straw, and Wyatt had finally made the
break. Wyatt wondered why he'd stayed with Darrin so long.
Unfortunately, Darrin still didn't want to accept they were
done.

"You know that was an accident," Darrin said
placating, spreading his hands in a soothing gesture.

Wyatt felt Bryan's chest press up against his
back and knew instantly that Bryan was about to pound his ex into
the floor. "And all the other times you hit me when you didn't get
your way?"

Wyatt could see Darrin's jaw grinding in
anger. In the past, that look would probably have had him cowing in
fear. But he wasn't that man anymore. "I told you the last four
times you came by, it's over. I don't want to see you anymore,
Darrin. Please leave."

Darrin's dark brown eyes raked over him, and
Wyatt felt like the man was undressing him right then. Bryan
practically growled from behind him at the leering smirk on
Darrin's face.

"When this guy drops you," Darrin said,
flicking his eyes at Bryan, "I'll be here to pick up the pieces of
your broken heart, sweetheart."

"Like fucking hell you will," Bryan snapped.
"We're engaged now, you asshole. So don't show your face around
here again."

Darrin looked like he'd been slapped, and
Wyatt grinned at the stunned look. He crossed his arms over his
chest as Darrin scowled at them, trying to hold in his chuckle.

"Engaged? No fucking way."

Wyatt just smiled back at him and nodded.
"Oh, yeah." He felt Bryan's hand grip his shoulder reassuringly.
"So maybe now you'll get it through your thick skull that we are
done."

The darker man edged toward the stairs, his
eyes narrowed. "This isn't over. I promise you."

Wyatt rolled his eyes and flung his arms out
in frustration. "What the fuck, Darrin? Seriously. It. Is.
Over."

Wyatt watched his ex's dark head disappear
down the stairs before turning to see Bryan's soft blue eyes
hardened in anger. It was actually nice to see someone angry for
him like that. He shoved at Bryan's chest, getting him to turn
toward the apartment door.

"Man, that guy has some serious issues,"
Bryan mumbled as Wyatt keyed open the door. "He's creepy."

"Well, he is a creep, but he's just jealous.
That's all." Wyatt tossed his keys on the small stand by the
door.

"I'm just fucking glad that you're getting
out of here soon." Bryan closed the door behind him, flipping the
deadbolt. "Once you've moved in with me, maybe he'll back the hell
off."

"Yeah, I'm sure he will." Wyatt ducked his
gaze as he moved quickly to the kitchen. He could feel Bryan
frowning at him. He knew the moment Bryan had finished his perusal
of the apartment and realized that nothing had been packed yet.

"Wyatt? Where are your boxes?" Bryan asked
cautiously.

He dropped his hands to the kitchen counter,
his head falling forward, refusing to meet Bryan's eye. "I—I
haven't really... gotten much packed yet," he reluctantly
admitted.

His heart pounded as Bryan stepped up beside
him. He knew Bryan had to be angry, and he felt himself shiver with
foreboding at what the bigger man might be thinking. But, unlike
with Darrin, he wasn't afraid of Bryan. He'd never feared Bryan
ever hurting him physically—only that Bryan might leave and find
someone better.

"Why not?" Bryan's voice was harsh,
controlled. "You're off all week for Spring Break. You said that
you'd start packing."

"I just—" Wyatt choked, his eyes falling to
the strip of leather binding his wrist. "God, Bry, I just—I wasn't
sure if..."

He felt Bryan's breath against his neck as
the man leaned against him, warm arms wrapping around his waist.
"You just weren't sure how serious I was when I asked you to move
in, were you?" Bryan whispered.

Wyatt nodded, unable to speak. He knew Bryan
was hurt by his lack of faith, but Bryan had to know how hard it
was to accept that Bryan wouldn't tire of him.

Bryan reached forward and took Wyatt's hands,
lifting them to Wyatt's chest. His larger hand wrapped around the
leather that held his promise. "Do you know now?"

Wyatt melted back into the man he
loved, relieved that Bryan understood, wasn't furious with him for
doubting. He twisted his head to meet Bryan's soft cobalt
eyes. God, how the hell could he have ever
doubted the man's intentions?

"Yeah," Wyatt heard himself admitting. "Yeah,
I do."

A sly smile crept across Bryan's lips. "Just
remember that's what you'll be saying in front of a judge soon."
Then he placed a quick peck on Wyatt's nose.

Wyatt laughed, turning in his arms.
"Definitely."

He leaned up to catch Bryan's soft lips,
teasing them open with his tongue. Bryan let him leisurely explore
the recesses of his mouth for a moment before growling and dueling
with him for control. Wyatt loved that Bryan let him take the lead
sometimes. No one he'd ever dated, especially Darrin, had ever let
him take control. He didn't want to often, which was probably why
Darrin was able to manipulate him so well, but sometimes he felt
the desire to call the shots.

"So, did you actually pick up any boxes yet,
or do we need to head to the store?" Bryan asked with a smirk.

Wyatt shoved his shoulder. "Jerk. Yes, I did
get boxes. I just haven't put them together yet."

Bryan laughed, drawing Wyatt back into his
arms. "Well, how about we get some boxes put together, pack a room
up, have dinner, and then..." He smiled slyly, "consummate our
engagement?"

Wyatt's eyes darkened, the gold bleeding to a
small ring around his blown pupils. "Do we have to stick with that
order?"

Wyatt could feel the hitch in Bryan's breath
as the man tightened his grip and nipped at his throat. "Definitely
not. We can do number four first..." He bit harder. "Second." A
slow lick up his Adam's apple. Wyatt shivered with anticipation,
feeling Bryan's cock pressing against his abs.

"And third... and fourth," Wyatt added,
thrusting his hips against his lover.

Wyatt felt Bryan's fingers sliding down the
buttons of his shirt. Those warm fingers teasing his nipples as the
shirt was shoved off his shoulders.

Wyatt didn't even realize Bryan had been
slowly coaxing him backwards until his shoulder hit the edge of the
wall leading down the hallway. Bryan mumbled an incoherent apology
against Wyatt's lips, before nudging his way back down his
throat.

Wyatt threw his head back, offering his
lover—no, his fiancé—better
access, not caring when he banged his head on the wall. Bryan
maneuvered them down the hall, practically carrying Wyatt's smaller
body while Wyatt managed to unbutton Bryan's pants and slip his
hand in.

Bryan groaned, his grip on Wyatt tightening.
Wyatt grinned against Bryan's lips as he squeezed the hard shaft in
his hand. As the back of his knees hit the bed, Wyatt worked on
divesting Bryan of the constricting pants. When Wyatt dropped to
his knees, his hot breath teasing the throbbing member jutting in
front of him, he abruptly felt Bryan fist his hand through his
hair.

The sensation of Bryan needing him, desiring
him, aching for him, left Wyatt heady with power. His tongue
flicked out, swiping up the pre-cum leaking from the twitching
cock. He could feel Bryan's fingers tightening on the back of his
head as Bryan struggled not to force Wyatt to move faster. Wyatt
took his time teasing the hot, pink tip before engulfing the shaft
completely.

"Oh God!" Bryan cried out, jerking his hips
involuntarily as Wyatt sucked at the man's hardness.

Even with Bryan's hand on his head, Wyatt had
no fear that Bryan would force him deeper or hold him against his
will. He completely trusted his partner to not hurt him, which had
taken him a long time to do.

Wyatt could tell Bryan was getting close, and
Bryan finally pulled gently on Wyatt's hair, tugging him up before
he could bring him to completion. Bryan devoured his mouth in a
forceful, demanding kiss, before pushing Wyatt back onto the bed.
Wyatt chuckled to himself at the predatory look in Bryan's eyes as
the man grabbed his pants and yanked them off, throwing them across
the room.

Wyatt's own arousal sprang up, demanding
attention, and Bryan didn't even bother teasing. He engulfed Wyatt
deep in his throat, causing Wyatt's back to arch at the abruptness
of the sheer ecstasy of Bryan's hot mouth devouring him.

"Fuck!" Wyatt groaned, nearly coming right
then. Bryan could always take him so fucking deep that Wyatt could
feel Bryan's tight throat swallowing around him. It didn't take but
a few slides of that hot mouth to have him on edge.

"Now, Bryan, now," he panted.

He didn't have to open his eyes to know Bryan
was fumbling in the side drawer, even as he continued his assault
on Wyatt's aching cock. Wyatt gripped the sheets. "For fuck's sake,
hurry."

Bryan hummed his assent, nearly sending Wyatt
over the edge before he pulled off. Wyatt gasped at the abrupt loss
of the warm, moist heat.

"What do you want, babe?" Bryan grinned
down at him as he nudged Wyatt's legs apart. Wyatt could hear the
snap of the tube popping open, just before he felt cool, slickness
at his rim. Oh, yes! He
breathed heavily, anticipating the push of Bryan's thick
fingers.

But Bryan only teased the sensitive ring of
muscle. "Well?"

Wyatt's eyes shot back open, glaring. "You
fucker."

Bryan chuckled, circling the rim another
moment before pushing in, causing Wyatt to moan and arch against
his fingers. Wyatt barely tolerated Bryan taking his time, easing
in more fingers, more lube, knowing the man would just go slower if
he made any demands right now.

When Bryan finally pulled his fingers back,
Wyatt whimpered at the loss until he felt Bryan's cock pressing
against his entrance. As the thick head eased in, Wyatt thrust his
hip up, wanting Bryan to move. Bryan's hands gripped his hips as he
eased his way in. Wyatt could swear he felt every ridge and vein of
Bryan's cock as it slid into his channel. He nearly screamed as it
brushed against his prostate.

"God, Bryan. Move!" he demanded.

Of course, Bryan didn't. Wyatt looked up to
see Bryan's bright, blue eyes staring down at him, a look of pure
bliss on his face.

"God, Wyatt, you are so damn beautiful,"
Bryan murmured, apparently enjoying the feeling of being buried
deep inside Wyatt.

Wyatt wrapped his hands around his lover's
neck, pulling him down for a kiss. His tongue delved deep into his
fiancé's mouth as they fought each other for control. Wyatt shifted
his hips, causing a delightful friction on his cock trapped between
their bodies.

Bryan had started minute thrusts, and Wyatt
thought maybe he didn't even realize he was doing it, but it was
just enough to send spikes of pleasure across that spongy,
sensitive tissue deep inside him. Wyatt pulled free of their kiss,
his head flinging back as he arched his back to drive Bryan
deeper.

That apparently finally pushed past Bryan's
control because he hissed as Wyatt clenched down on him.

"Now, move," Wyatt practically growled at
him.

An instant later, Bryan was sliding
nearly all the way out before slamming back into him.
Finally, Wyatt sighed internally, his
cock whimpering with need. He slid his hands up Bryan's sweat-damp
thighs, caressing his hips with each thrust. Moments later, his
body was trembling, his balls drawing up, and his cock painfully
hard with the need to come. His hand slipped from Bryan's hip to
his own throbbing erection, stroking it frantically.

"Aargh!" he grunted as his orgasm slammed
through him, milky white cum spurting across his belly and
chest.

"Oh, fuck!" Bryan cried out, his hips
thrusting erratically as he chased his orgasm. Wyatt felt his
lover's cock swell slightly before warm cum coated his insides.
Bryan held himself still, reveling in the feel of coming deep
inside Wyatt before collapsing over him.

"Damn," Bryan mumbled as his breathing
slowed.

Wyatt wriggled under his weight, and Bryan
rolled to the side, sliding out of him. Wyatt knew he should move,
to clean up, but he felt so languid and relaxed, he didn't want to.
Fortunately, Bryan finally crawled out of the bed and returned
moments later with a warm cloth. After a quick clean up, Bryan was
curling up next to him again, pulling Wyatt back into his arms.

Yeah, he was pretty sure there wasn't going
to be any packing going on.


Chapter 3






"Are you sure it's a good idea for me to go
with you?" Wyatt asked as he climbed into Bryan's grey sedan. Bryan
could see Wyatt was nervous, his hands smoothing over his tan
slacks.

"Of course." Bryan frowned at him like he was
crazy. "Why wouldn't I want you to go with me when we tell my
mother?"

"Just not so sure she likes me," Wyatt
mumbled as he stared out the window.

"That's stupid. Of course, she likes you,"
Bryan insisted, even though he knew his mother still held out hopes
that his being with men was just a phase. "I know you've only met a
couple of times, but give her a chance and she'll love you as much
as I do."

Wyatt offered him a small smile, apparently
willing to let the conversation drop. While his mother was
over-protective, she had always only wanted what was best for him.
And Bryan knew, without a doubt, that Wyatt was it.

It was about a half hour later when they
pulled into the Turner Plantation. Bryan watched Wyatt take in the
expanse of the grounds with the same wide eyes he did the previous
times he'd visited.

"I forget how beautiful it is," Wyatt
whispered.

Bryan glanced around at the manicured lawn
and flowering shrubs. His mother was the owner of a former Civil
War plantation home, one that was rather close to the city, making
it a popular tourist site. It was the standard vision of a southern
plantation—a huge white-washed two story mansion with enormous
pillars across the front porch. Bryan had grown up with his home
being open to tourists at certain times of the year. It was
something his father had started before he was even born. The main
part of the house—the original kitchen, foyer, drawing room, master
bedroom—was usually off-limits to him and Eddie as it was
maintained for show. The back part of the house had been updated
with more modern appliances, large bathrooms, and contemporary
furniture.

At one point, his father had even started
renovating the basement area where house slaves had slept in the
past to add even more livable space. However, after framing in a
few rooms and installing the beginnings of bathroom fixtures, they
had discovered just how damp and musty the area was, and the plan
was abated. It had been a cool place to play with Eddie until his
parents had locked the door to keep them out. The door had been in
the back of the pantry, and they had a habit of knocking things
down as they went through.

There was a small paved lot in the front of
the mansion for tourist parking, but Bryan bypassed the three cars
parked there and took the road marked "Private Drive" around to the
back of the house. He pulled in next to a small car he knew
belonged to his mother's assistant.

They both climbed out of the car, and Bryan
watched Wyatt take a deep admiring breath as he looked out over the
gardens. A breeze whipped through, and Wyatt instinctively tugged
his hat down further to keep it from blowing away, the bottom of
his coat fluttered around his knees.

It was cooler today than it had been
yesterday in the park. Typical spring weather, warm and sunny one
day, cool and windy the next. Bryan glanced up at the sky, sure it
was going change again and suddenly rain on them. But the skies
were clear and bright.

Bryan stepped up to the back door and hit the
buzzer. A minute later, a tall thin man opened the door with a
small smile. The man was dressed in black slacks and a white shirt,
wearing a name tag with the plantation logo on it.

"Hello, Mr. Foxgrove. It's so nice to see you
again. It's been a while."

Bryan chuckled as they stepped into the small
entryway. "Yeah, last week when I had lunch with mom."

The man shrugged. "I didn't get to see you
much then. There was a school group coming through that day."

"Oh, yeah, that's right." Bryan turned to
Wyatt who was shifting nervously next to him. "Simon, this is Wyatt
Kinnon. I don't know if you remember him. I brought him by a few
months ago."

The man smiled gently, even if he seemed a
little formal. "Yes, of course." Simon offered his hand to
Wyatt.

Wyatt relaxed slightly as he shook the older
man's hand. Bryan continued the introductions. "This is Simon
Lefebvre. He's mom's managing assistant."

"Nice to see you again," Wyatt said
warmly.

"And you as well," Simon greeted, inclining
his head slightly.

"Is my mother available? I called her last
night to let her know I wanted to come by." Bryan took Wyatt's
hand, clutching it tightly. "We have something to tell her."

Bryan watched the amused lift of Simon's brow
at their clasped hands. "I see. I believe she is in her office.
Would you like me to get her for you?"

"No, no, Simon, I know the way. I'm sure
you're busy with other things."

The grey head nodded politely. "I was doing
inventory of the gift shop."

"Then why don't you get back to that? Thank
you. See you later."

"Of course." Simon turned to head down the
short hallway back out to the public area of the house.

"Gift shop? Wow, this place must be
thriving," Wyatt mused.

"It's not really a gift shop, just a little
corner with some cards, photos, and some cutesy handmade things
from some locals. Really the big money maker is events."

"Events?"

Bryan started down a small hallway. A modern
kitchen branched off to the right with a small dining area. "Yeah,
like corporate picnics, weddings, parties... you know, stuff like
that. They rent out the place and that helps with the taxes and
maintenance and stuff."

"Weddings?"

Bryan paused in front of a door. "Yeah, you
know—" He stopped when he saw the sly smile Wyatt was giving
him.

He felt his body flush with need for the
smaller man next to him. Damn, Wyatt looked really good. He
couldn't believe Wyatt had really said yes, especially with so many
people watching. He lifted his thumb from where he was holding
Wyatt's hand and brushed it over the soft tanned leather.

"Yeah, I think that would be a great idea,"
Bryan finally said, having read Wyatt's look. He squeezed Wyatt's
hand as he knocked on the door.

"What the hell is wrong now, Simon?" a voice
called from inside.

Bryan and Wyatt both chuckled as Bryan opened
his mother's office door.

"It's not Simon, mom."

"Oh! Oh, I-I'm so sorry." A tall woman rose
from the desk flustered. Her short, curly hair was a soft brown,
unlike Bryan's darker hair. Her delicate fingers pressed against
her lips, obviously embarrassed by her previous statement,
especially with company.
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