
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




Love of the Game

A Love Of… Novel

 


by

 


Phetra H. Novak

 


SMASHWORDS EDITION

 


* * * * *

 


Copyright 2017 Phetra H. Novak
at Smashwords.

https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/PhetraHNovak

 


This book is available in print
at most online retailers.

 


http://www.phetranovak.com

 


Cover Design: Ian Brown, IB Art
Studio

 


Beaten Track Publishing

www.beatentrackpublishing.com

 


This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.

 


* * * * *

 


This e-book contains sexually
explicit scenes and adult language and may be considered offensive
to some readers. It also contains some content that may cause
readers’ distress, in particular: former abuse and imprisonment
under the guise of a Master/slave relationship.

 


This author’s e-books are for
sale to adults only, as defined by the laws of the country in which
you made your purchase. Please store your files wisely, where they
cannot be accessed by under-aged readers.

 


This novel is a work of fiction
and the characters and events in it exist only in its pages and in
the author’s imagination.

 


* * * * *

 



Johannes is starting his new
life as a rookie in the best hockey league in the world, the NHL.
His new home for the next four years is Montreal, Canada, and he’s
excited to get to his destination when a storm arrives, stranding
him in Charles de Gaulle Airport in Paris, France.

In the airport lounge, he tries
to amuse himself the best he can. He’s nursing a lukewarm beer, and
about to head back to join his parents at their table, when the
most gorgeous man he’s ever seen, with piercing green eyes, buys
him a drink. He swears he has never been so instantly turned on as
he is in that moment. The man flirts openly with him, making no
secret of what he wants from Johannes as he invites him to meet in
private. Not being out only makes Johannes hesitate for a moment
before accepting the beautiful stranger’s come-on.

Charlie, a cocky and
opinionated, ex-submissive and reporter is leaving Paris after
being on vacation when the studly jock just happens to appear out
of nowhere - served on a silver platter. Charlie sees no reason to
deny himself a last rendezvous before he gets on his plane back to
Canada.

What he doesn’t expect is this
stranger to see the real him. Charlie’s normal plan of attack is to
take charge. But when it backfires, and the studly stranger not
only takes control but makes him want more, Charlie does the only
thing he feel comfortable doing. He runs!
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Chapter One

 Storm

Johannes Alm
was in Paris, not so much the city itself as stuck at the damn
airport, which was not anywhere near as much fun as being able to
enjoy the city of love firsthand. They—his parents and himself—had
left Gothenburg that very morning, with the sun standing high, a
blue sky floating calmly above them, no indication that
thunderstorms were coming their way. Now, a few hours later,
shortly after they’d arrived at the French airport, it had grown
dark, and apart from the numerous flashes of lightning decorating
the sky, there was no light to be seen. It was frustrating no end,
and hell, he was bored, too. He was supposed to be flying across the Atlantic, not being stuck at
Charles de Gaulle.

He knew he
was acting like a five-year-old child pouting over not getting a
new toy, but Johannes couldn’t help but let out an annoyed grunt.
Usually, he had no problem hanging out with his parents, especially
his dad; he’d done it a lot during the past twenty years. His dad
was one of his best friends, but now, even that was a no-go.
Pulling out his phone from the back pocket of his jeans, he called
the one and only person he wanted to talk to when he felt like
this: Adam.

Finding the number for his former lover and
still best friend, he hit the dial button, hoping to God Adam
wasn’t busy. They’d officially called off their “relationship” a
few months ago. It had been a mutual decision, and one that had
just needed a confirmation out loud, because they hadn’t been
sleeping together for a month, if not more, when they finally broke
it off.

The reason: they’d never fallen in love. It
had never been anything earth-shattering in that sense; it had
always just been great friends having amazing sex, and the closer
Johannes had gotten to the big day of moving overseas, the more his
focus had been on hockey and his new life rather than getting off.
But they were still friends, and that would never change.

“Stud muffin! What a surprise to hear from
you. Did something happen?” Adam’s cheery voice boomed through the
phone and into his ear. The simple sound of his voice, and the
ridiculous nickname Adam had for him, soon had him grinning
wide.

“You know,
you’ll have to stop calling me that when you find yourself a real
boyfriend. Actually, I’d suggest you stop calling me that so you
can get yourself a real boyfriend.” He smiled into the phone,
immediately feeling much more relaxed. That was what he loved the
most about Adam. He had this way about him that just made
everything seem better somehow. Nothing ever brought the guy
down.

“Hush your mouth! Don’t use the B-word
around me,” Adam scolded playfully. “He might hear you.”

Johannes quirked a brow. “You’re telling me
you don’t want a boyfriend? You used to bitch and moan how you
hated the fact there was nothing more between us than good
sex.”

“Great sex, muffin. Great sex,” Adam
corrected him, luring out another laugh.

“Fine, great sex.” Johannes rolled his
eyes.

“Remember that, so when you meet Mr.
All-Canadian-Boy, you can tell him you learned all your best tricks
from me. Oh, screw it, just tell him I taught you everything you
know.”

Johannes couldn’t help the laugh that
bubbled out of him. It was in moments like this that he agreed with
Adam. Too bad there wasn’t an inkling of chemistry between them
beyond the “great sex.”

“Now, answer
my boyfriend question,” Johannes prompted. He was like a bloodhound
when he got a whiff of something. He seldom—OK, never—let anything
slide, and he usually got his way. He knew Adam loved his more
dominant side. That was what made what they’d shared between the
sheets as good as it had been: Adam’s endless research on the
internet and Johannes’ willingness to try it on Adam. The Train
Station Incident was just one of many scenes they’d played out, and
the most public.

“If you answer my ‘what happened’ question,”
Adam replied immediately.

“Storm happened. I’m stuck in Paris. Mum and
Dad are doing the wine-and-dine-yourself-to-a-coma, and I’m stuck
here at some schmuck VIP lounge, looking out a damn window…”

“…wishing I was there,” Adam finished for
him, causing him to crack up with laughter and making near
bystanders turn to give him funny looks.

“Yeah, I sort of do. We could’ve done a
repeat of the train station.” That had been hot as fuck and risky
as hell. Damn, he could still rub one off thinking about their
sexcapades at the train station, and it would make him come like a
freight train without brakes every time.

“I’m not flying to Paris to fuck you,” Adam
pointed out.

“Since when
do you do me?” Johannes couldn’t help but tease.

“Oh, screw you. But I do ride well, don’t
you think? Save-a-horse-ride-a-cowboy good,” Adam retorted.

Johannes cracked up again, a little less
loudly, but still. It felt great to laugh. “You do. You’ll make a
great permanent rider for some cowboy someday.” They were getting
corny, and the conversation was getting out of hand. “Thank you for
this,” he said, grinning from ear to ear.

“Anytime, stud muffin, anytime. You know
that. Before you go, can I give you a piece of advice?”

“What?”

“Johannes
Alm, you’re in Paris, the city of love and mad sex, with nothing to
do and time to waste. Go sit that fine ass down by the bar and let
some Jean-Claude twink pick you up and ride you both into the
sunset.”

“You know you’re a complete and utter
whacko, right?”

“Yes, well, my mother dropped me on my head
one too many times as a child. Besides, you love me just the way I
am, whacko and all.”

“I do, man, I really do.”

“See?”
Johannes heard the grin that Adam was sporting at that admission.
He’d made him smile, too. Rock on. “Now, bar, beer, twink,
a good ride. Chop-chop!”

“All right, I’ll go for the bar and beer, at
least. The rest? We’ll see.”

“Don’t be such a party pooper. Live a
little.” Then Adam hung up, and Johannes was left with a dead phone
pressed against his ear, not that it was that unusual when dealing
with Adam, but at least he was in a much better mood than
before.

Shaking his head and still smiling, Johannes
turned back toward the bar.

With no Adam in sight, he’d have to make do
with what he had, which was very-little-to-no sex games, a lukewarm
half-drunk beer, and a bad French talk show. Maybe he just needed
something stronger to drink and his current situation would start
looking up.

But hey, it was all good. His life was
changing for the better. He was going to Montreal; he was going pro
in the NHL. Hell, his number one goal on his bucket list was
finally coming true. If anything, he should be celebrating. At the
age of twenty-three, it was finally happening. He knew he wasn’t
old, but some of the guys he’d be playing with had already been in
the NHL for at least two, maybe even three years. However, he’d
made the choice, together with his dad, who was also his manager, a
few years back to go easy and not rush overseas, to take his time
and develop his technique in the SHL—the Swedish Hockey League—and
give himself time to mature as a player.

Like a jack-in-the-box, the bartender
suddenly appeared before him, all smiles and with a fresh beer that
was put in front of him.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t order this…” The
protest was more a formality than an actual objection. He was ready
for a new one, but how could the bartender have known that?

“With courtesy from the gentleman at the
other end of the bar.”

Johannes followed the direction of the
bartender’s discreetly pointing finger, his breath catching in his
throat the second his gaze locked with the most amazing green eyes
he’d ever seen. A storm of butterflies erupted in his gut, making
all of him tingle, and even if he’d wanted to, he couldn’t look
away.

It wasn’t often that he was awestruck by a
man’s looks, but this one was such a fine specimen it was
impossible to not take an interest. The way those green eyes bore
into his, the suggestiveness there, it was clear what was on the
table, and that he wasn’t the only one looking.

The stranger’s eyes roamed down over his
body like a hot touch, taking in every inch. The soft-looking, full
lips that were twirled into a cocky smirk rather than a smile made
him want to reach over and grab the man by the front of his shirt
and kiss that smirk away. The impulse to do just that surprised
him.

Hannes, get a hold of
yourself. It takes more than a pretty face to get you all
ecstatic.

But there was no hiding it. He was excited
by the guy and the open proposition on the table, maybe, or solely,
because of what Adam had suggested on the phone just minutes
ago.

“May I make a suggestion, sir?” the
bartender said with a friendly smile.

He already knew what he was going to do.
Adam’s words rang loudly in his mind, but to humor him, Johannes
nodded.

“Perhaps you
should flip the napkin over?”

Johannes made a face, doubt rushing through
him. No way had this guy sent him a note on a napkin. What was
this? Junior high? “I don’t—”

“Oh, just do it already!” the bartender
interrupted, seeming more excited than he should be.

Quirking a
brow at him, Johannes flipped the napkin over, and there, written
in neat block letters, it said, Meet me by the men’s room. Don’t make me wait!

Johannes snorted out a laugh. Was this guy
serious? He didn’t take orders, especially not from strangers in
bars who obviously needed taking down a pin hole or two. But he was
interested—his prick was surely taking notice—and he wanted to go
see what this beautiful man wanted. The fact he’d sent a note
instead of coming up to him proved, at least to Johannes, that he
feared rejection.

Sure, it wouldn’t be his first time in a
public situation, but really, his game of hide-and-seek with Adam
at the train station didn’t count. It had been with Adam, who, at
that point, had been his steady lover, not some random guy.

“You’re going, right?” the bartender
urged.

Johannes lifted his glass to his lips and
took a sip, giving himself a moment to ponder and to keep the nosy
bartender on his toes. “No, I wasn’t planning to,” he lied.

The
bartender laughed and then quickly covered it up with a fake cough.
Johannes popped a brow and gave him a mock glare. He wasn’t really
upset, but at the same time, he didn’t like people telling him what
to do.

“Isn’t it quite arrogant to assume I would?
How do either of you even know I’m into men?” Johannes asked
easily.

“I mean no offense, sir. The truth is, I
don’t know what you’re into, and frankly, it really isn’t any of my
business. But if you don’t mind me saying, the look on your face
when you saw him pretty much said everything. No words needed.”

The bartender’s grin made him look like one
huge, smug bastard. But Johannes had to chuckle. He imagined he
looked like a man who’d just walked in on another man in a shower,
naked and on his knees, waiting for him to appear, because the
attraction had been instant.

“And what was that, exactly?”

“That you wouldn’t mind getting a piece of
that ass.” The bartender’s grin widened.

Johannes half-choked on his beer in a spit
of laughter. “Really? You saw all that?” he managed to say between
laughing and clearing his throat. “You’re one observant
bartender.”

“Hey, it comes with the job.” He shrugged lightly. “What also comes with the job is, I
see nothing, hear nothing, and tell nothing. But between you and
me—” he put his arms on top of the bar, leaning in a little closer
“—if there was ever one man out there worth taking a swing in the
other direction for, that one would be it.” He winked with a nod in
the direction of the restrooms.

“Do you always encourage your customers to
have rendezvous in airport facilities, or should I feel special?”
Johannes accused playfully.

The bartender’s grin turned sheepish as his
shoulders rose and fell in a slight shrug. “You’re at an
international airport where thousands of people pass through every
day. No one will ever know anything about it. Besides, Mother
Nature is not letting any of you leave anytime soon. Do you have
something better to do with your time? You’re young. Live a
little.” He waggled his eyebrows, making Johannes snort out yet
another laugh.

It was the second time in less than an hour
he’d been given the advice to go have sex. One-track minds, the lot
of them, but who was he to say he didn’t like the idea?

If he was being honest, he wanted nothing
but to kiss that overly confident smirk off Green Eyes’ lips, to go
to him and take what he wanted, and Johannes would bet his best
hockey stick that it was what Green Eyes wanted, too. To be taken
and devoured.

It sort of surprised him how badly he wanted
to do this, but the idea of seeing Green Eyes climax, to be the one
to make him come so hard his legs turned to jelly, to be the only
thing keeping the lovely man from falling to a heap on the floor…
He liked that idea a lot. The guy would look even more beautiful
without the smug look on his face and in ecstasy.

Taking a last taste of his beer, Johannes
headed for the restrooms.

“S’amuser!” the bartender called after
him.

Johannes didn’t reply, but understood enough
French to know it meant “enjoy yourself.” And no doubt there, he
would make sure that they both did, and were left very happy and
satisfied.
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Chapter Two

 Rendezvous

What had
started as a pain-in-the-ass business trip had ended with a
magnificent vacation. A quick hookup with a hot jock in a place
that kept the awkward aftermath to a bare minimum was perfect. Get
in, get off, and get out. After that, he could catch his plane and
sleep like a baby for the next eight hours straight.
Knowing Your Way to a
Great Orgasm 101 made for very relaxed
travels.

Charlie
wasn’t into relationships and hadn’t been for a long time. His
thing was easy sex, good sex, and the more of it the better. Many,
like his best friends Marc and Luc—who thought it to be the
strangest thing to admit to—were quick to tell him to stop lying to
himself. That’s their
opinion, and they’re welcome
to it. Huffing, he folded his arms across
his chest. Yes, he loved them very much, and was grateful to have
both of them in his life—more than they probably realized—but when
it came to this, they were wrong. So very wrong.

Most people wanted more, he realized that.
Considering the type of relationship Marc and Luc had—which was a
very intimate one, not only because they’d been together for twenty
years, but they lived in a Dominant-submissive partnership—it
worked for them. Once, Charlie had been just like Luc; he’d been
submissive, but not anymore. That was long-gone history for him,
and he didn’t miss it one bit.

Well, maybe if he’d had what Marc and Luc
had, there’d have been something worth missing, but it had been
nothing but lies. If he hadn’t been so sure of that already, the
weird and annoying shit that had recently started up—strange,
humiliating emails that would pop up like clockwork every
Friday—was proof of how done he was.

These days, not a lot of people paid his
old, perverted self any mind. In the beginning, he’d received
emails and phone calls in heaps every day, asking him about his sex
life—if he was naked and bent over, if he was a good boy ready to
be fucked, others telling him he was an abomination for being gay
and would be burned at the stake for being a deviant. But once that
died down, the years since Jacques, his psycho ex, had been
incarcerated had been quiet.

Then, six months ago, it started again:
emails from an unknown source, at first just one a month, until the
past two months, when it had been every week. It was the same
thing, over and again: detailed descriptions of him in scenes with
Jacques. Apart from Charlie, there was only one person who knew all
those details, and that was Jacques himself.

He’d called the prison, because he knew if
he involved anyone else, like his lawyer, or Marc and Luc, he
wouldn’t hear the end of it. The director of the prison had told
him that unless he made a formal complaint and reported it
officially, there was nothing they could do. So, he skipped it,
hoping that if he didn’t react, Jacques would give up. The son of a
bitch was getting out in less than a year.

Charlie’s friends didn’t know about Jacques’
reappearance, and it would stay that way. But that also meant they
didn’t know to back off. Marc and Luc had a perfect relationship,
both happy as ducks in water, and Charlie was happy with his life.
Well, most days. Maybe if there was someone out there who felt
about submission the way he had… But what did it matter? There
wasn’t, and he wasn’t going there. He wasn’t taking any more
risks.

Jacques had not only fucked up his life by
abusing him, but he had also publicly embarrassed him, making him
out to be a freak. He’d permanently broken a part of him that he,
as a young man, had cherished, when serving a Master had been
something that made him feel good about himself. After Jacques,
that part of him was gone, the trust broken forever. He feared he
could no longer see the good or bad in people. He didn’t trust his
instincts anymore.

So, all in all, maybe he wanted more, but
with a malfunctioning relationship GPS, he had no way of finding
it.

Marc, goddamnit
get the hell out of my
head!

Marc wasn’t
even there, and still, he was fucking
with his mind. With the whole submissive shit and thoughts of
Jacques, his erection started to flag like a sad pair of shorts. He
couldn’t have that, no way. What he needed was that gorgeous jock
from the bar to come make it better. Charlie was positive the mere
sight of him would do the trick. Where the hell was he,
anyway?

And would you look at that? Almost as if Charlie could will
a man to appear, the studly jock came barging around the corner
like he was in a hurry. Someone’s eager. Well,
lucky me.
He licked his lips, because this one was
yummy.

The guy stopped a few feet away, watching
him with those intense but warm blue eyes. He hadn’t noticed how
much warmth and confidence they held when they were at the bar.
Now, his eyes oozed with it: control.

He hadn’t expected the strong confidence
radiating off the bulky jock who, up close and personal—even if
there were still a few feet separating them—was huge. How on earth
he’d gotten the impression this guy was innocent he didn’t know.
Those boyish good looks weren’t so boyish anymore. Charlie couldn’t
help the shiver that went through him as Studly took another couple
of steps toward him, forcing him to crank his neck to hold his
gaze.

The tension between them was high, and
neither of them spoke, making Charlie’s gut stir in an unnerving
way, yet the excitement was there. Against his better judgment, he
stayed.

Playing for
time to get himself back together, he slid his gaze down the other
man’s body. He was well-built, tall, and muscular—at least five
inches past six feet. He had lovely broad shoulders and chest, and
even though his shirt wasn’t exactly a second skin, it hugged him
well enough to show off the fine, solid muscles beneath the thin
fabric. He was most definitely a man who took good care of himself,
and at that moment, Charlie wished they were somewhere they could
get naked so he could properly admire him.

Charlie’s
eyes trailed back up to the man’s face. Their eyes met, and the
small contented smile playing on Studly’s lips made Charlie’s back
stiffen. His cheeks heated instantly with embarrassment for getting
caught admiring, and with his defenses down at that.
Jeez, what the fuck’s the matter
with me, anyway? Pushing his chin out, Charlie
glared back and refused to bend to the other man’s will. Like hell
he would!

“You like to keep men waiting, don’t you?
Keep them wondering if you’ll show or not? You like playing games?”
Charlie asked, pushing into Studly’s personal space. No matter how
confident and cool the other man appeared, Charlie was going to be
in charge. His show, his way. “What’s your name?”

Where the hell did that come
from? He hadn’t meant to ask. But now it
was out there, he couldn’t take it back, and if he was being
honest, he wanted to know. He needed their meeting to mean
something, to make it personal. Charlie should walk away; yet he
didn’t.

“No, no, and no. And it’s Hannes.”

A comedian, well, how sweet.
How could this guy be so cool when he was
seconds from throwing his gloves on the floor, so to speak, and
jumping him right then and there? He was hard as nails, damn it,
and as hot as a damn furnace. It pissed him off that
this…Hannes
guy was so cool.

“I’m
Charlie.” Why was he looking at him like that? What was up with
that? Say
something,
for the love of God. Hannes’ intense
stare was starting to creep him out. He wanted to bolt but managed
to refrain from it.

“You know, you could’ve come up and talked
to me and then bought me that beer? That’s normally how people do
it.”

“I could have, but that would’ve taken time
away from what we both really want, wouldn’t it?” Normally, he’d
have been more smooth and made more of an effort, even if it was
only for a quickie in a public bathroom, but the second he’d seen
Hannes, every part of his body had zinged to life. Just like now,
his dick was trying to make a break for it, pushing hard against
the zipper of his jeans. His fingers twitched, and he itched to
touch what he imagined was warm smooth skin while the sexy man’s
large hands traveled his own body.

He was horny
like he hadn’t spent a good part of the past week fucking two
French models through his hotel room’s mattress. But none of it
mattered right at that moment. All he wanted was to get this man
out of his pants and on his knees to suck him; he’d come from just
doing that. Wow!
Wait a minute. He didn’t do that, not anymore.
But right now, he wanted to more than anything.

“You mean you’d have to make an effort? I
might be sorry I won’t get to see that.” Hannes snorted, showing
for the first time that he might not have as much control as
Charlie had thought. He was getting under the man’s skin.

OK, enough stalling and more getting off.
Without any further thought or hesitation,
Charlie closed the distance between them, wrapped his hands around
Hannes’ well-toned arms, and pushed up on his toes to reach his
mouth.

“Don’t look
so nervous, you’ll feel great soon…” on your knees, sucking my cock with those pretty
lips. Charlie let his words trail off
into the thought only to claim that sweet-looking mouth in a heated
kiss. His fingers tightened around the hard muscles as his lips
moved over Hannes’ warm but still unmoving ones. In spite of the
lack of initial response, a zing of desire went through Charlie’s
body, making him moan and push closer. He forgot all about who was
getting on their knees, and within seconds, he was fully captivated
by the kiss.

Strong arms
wrapped around him, slowly moving him—them—backward until his back
hit the wall. Hannes’ hands slid to his hips, keeping him in place.
Charlie’s hands flailed at the unexpected lack of control. He
gripped Hannes’ shoulders, causing their bodies to rub
together. So damn
good!

Charlie’s fingers found the warm skin of
Hannes’ neck, playing with the short hair there and sliding up and
through the soft brown locks.

Damn! He’d not felt this eager
and aroused in months—hell, maybe years. It felt so good to be
taken, to just go with the flow of things, follow the charger into
battle, trusting his fate in another man’s hands. There was no
doubt who was the commander of their kiss, and somehow he was fine
with that. It was a good kiss—no. It was an amazing kiss.

Moaning, Charlie pressed closer, inhaling
deeply through his nose, his inner being filled with the scent of
man and cologne that smelled oddly familiar but that he could
figure out what it was. Hannes tasted of beer, but underneath it
was his own flavor, pushing to get through and challenging Charlie
to accept more of those warm sweet kisses.

All forgotten was his ultimate plan of
attack to use Hannes to get some release, to take back control. He
was in a state of being conquered in a way he’d not been for years,
and the demanding lips, the hot tongue stroking its way into his
mouth, was distracting him to the point where he could think of
little else.

Using the little leverage he had, Charlie
put his hands flat on Hannes’ chest and pushed away, gazing up into
those deep-blue eyes once more, breathing hard.

“This is not how this goes. I don’t bottom,
ever. In any way. My show. My way.” He emphasized the last few
words, speaking more to himself than to Hannes.

“You’re very sure of yourself.”

Charlie
swallowed as Hannes’ eyes narrowed, giving him the same intense
look that he’d had when he’d first seen him. Damn those eyes.
Charlie took a breath to speak but was interrupted by Hannes’
smooth lucid voice that somehow managed to feel like a caress
despite the annoyance that was noticeable in the tone.

“I don’t play games, and to be frank, your
attitude is about as attractive as a dirty jockstrap.”

Charlie opened his mouth to speak again but
was silenced once again by Hannes’ warm rough fingers pressing
against his lips.

“To clarify,
a dirty jockstrap is not one of my kinks, so I suggest
you keep your insults to yourself.” Hannes’ eyes bore into his,
fingers sliding away, leaving Charlie’s lips to tingle and damn if
he didn’t miss the gentle touch as soon as it was gone.

“And still here you are,” Charlie shot back,
blinking a couple of times to pull himself out of the tractor-beam
gaze the other man had caught him in. He rolled his hips, grinding
against Hannes’ thigh to show how turned on he was.

Sex he knew. That was simple, easy—at least,
the kind of sex he had. And from the look of things—there was a
good sizable bulge inside those jeans—he wasn’t the only one who
was hard. He brushed one of his hands over Hannes’ crotch: a nice
fat cock, which, from the simple touch, made Charlie lick his lips
and caused his mouth to water.

Charlie wanted this guy anyway he could get
him, and he was almost—not quite, but almost—willing to get down on
his knees and take Hannes in his mouth to get him. But he didn’t do
that anymore. Always in control at any cost, right? Even if going
on his knees wasn’t an option, touch was still on the table. He
reached down to pop the top button of Hannes’ jeans when strong
fingers wrapped around his wrist, stopping him and forcing him to
look up and meet that hot stare.

“We should go somewhere else—somewhere a
little more private.” Hannes’ face was close enough when he spoke,
his lips moved over Charlie’s. His voice was rough and sexy,
confirming Charlie wasn’t alone in being affected by what was going
on between them. The air around them crackled with sexual tension.
He was aching and wanted to get off, and at that moment, he’d have
gone along with pretty much anything. He nodded his consent.

“Uh-huh…”
Charlie nibbled on Hannes’ lower lip. He was going to move. Soon.
Just one more kiss. With his hands still caught in Hannes’ grip,
Charlie claimed his mouth, slipping his tongue over those pretty,
full, pink lips, frowning when he was denied access.
What the hell now?!

“What? Now you change your mind?” Fuck these
jocks making everything so damn complicated.

“I said not here.” Gently but firmly, he was
turned and shuffled forward, Hannes’ hands on his hips, guiding
him. God, those hands. He wanted to feel them on his body without
any clothes between them.

Charlie
wanted to scream with frustration. “Then get moving, Studly,
because you have about five seconds before I don’t care who sees,
and I’ll ravish you right here,” Charlie said, turning his head to
look up at Hannes in a huff of air. The wide smile on Hannes’ face
said it all.

“Ravish me, huh?” Hannes chuckled, eyes
twinkling at his Freudian slip.

Goddamnit!
Charlie felt his cheeks heating up, but he
refused to look away, tipping his chin up defiantly. “You wanted to
take this elsewhere, then move it!”

Hannes’ smile faded. “Do you push because
you’re not getting the attention you need, or do you like taking
punishment for being a ‘bad boy’?” Hannes air-quoted with his
fingers.

“What?”

“You heard
me. But by all means, pretend you didn’t. I think it’s a mix of
both. And your shit-poor attitude is proof of that.”

Charlie didn’t know what to say so he didn’t
say a thing. What the hell did this guy know about anything,
anyway? But as he took Hannes’ hand, the grip that held him was
firm and strong, just like the rest of him, and an odd feeling of
security he hadn’t felt in years swept over him like a warm
blanket.

 


* * * * *

 



Chapter Three

 Hookup

Johannes
didn’t say another word as he moved them toward the single
wheelchair-accessible restroom. It was obvious in the way Charlie’s
eyes had grown large like saucers, the flush on his cheeks, that
he’d hit a nerve. A nerve of truth. This guy had an ego the size of
a small country, but it was to prevent people from getting too
close. People who had no interest in being seen and loved
didn’t put as much into a single kiss as Charlie
had.

He bet most people saw a rude asshole and
walked away before looking deeper, but being the son of a
psychiatrist, Johannes knew pain when he saw it. His parents were
great, and even though his mom tried not to lecture him too much,
taking care of others and caring for their mental health was part
of who she was. Simply by being her son, Johannes had learned from
an early age how to read people, and he couldn’t help but wonder
about the reasons for Charlie’s attitude. What had happened to make
him so afraid to lose control and show vulnerability?

“What are you afraid of?” he asked suddenly,
curious to know what Charlie would do with an abrupt question.

Charlie’s body stiffened as he turned
around. Closing and locking the door, his gaze met Johannes’ eyes.
“You talk way too much,” he muttered, seconds before pulling
Johannes in for a heated kiss.

Well, that
answered that question. Leaning closer, Johannes let Charlie kiss
him, his tongue wet and warm against his lips, dipping inside as
Johannes’ own lips parted. It was a good kiss, gentle and somewhat
insecure, which surprised him, yet at the same time, it didn’t.
Letting the kiss go on for a moment longer, he cupped Charlie’s
face and pulled back, nipping at Charlie’s lips and smiling at the
disappointed grunt as the kiss ended.

Without a word, he brushed a few long
strands of hair out of Charlie’s face and let his finger linger
against Charlie’s warm, smooth cheek, gently tracing his features.
Without breaking eye contact, Johannes trailed his fingers down
over Charlie’s chin to his neck, gently bumping over his Adam’s
apple. Keeping Charlie’s chin up and eyes on him, he held Charlie’s
focus so there was no escaping who he was there with. No
confusion.

Johannes couldn’t help but appreciate the
difference in height. He loved a man that fit in the crook of his
arm. The way Charlie’s sweet neck was exposed for him when he
looked up, the clean-shaven skin, it was exciting, and he wanted to
prolong the touching, in no rush to reach the punch line. The fact
that the airport kept buzzing on the other side of the door was all
but forgotten.

“Shit, you’re driving me nuts with the
touching. Don’t stop!” Charlie breathed, voice hitching and a
breath of air blowing into his face. A noticeable shiver ran
through Charlie’s body as Johannes’ fingers trailed down, caressing
the skin right there at the edge of his shirt collar. Charlie’s
eyelids fluttered to half mast, and then he pushed into Johannes’
arms, wanting more.

“This isn’t what I had planned,” Charlie
whispered, voice a little shaky.

Johannes was quite sure it wasn’t, but it
was what Charlie was going to get. No way was he backing down now,
not unless Charlie specifically asked him to stop. This was his
kink, what got his juices going, and the only thing he missed by
not being in a steady relationship. He wanted to be needed, even if
it was by a stranger and only for five minutes, and this man needed
big time. It was heady and strong; he could almost smell how much
Charlie needed. It crept out of his pores and had Johannes hard as
rock. If they had time, he’d make sure to keep Charlie on the brink
for hours—if he allowed him to come at all. Denial during hours of
touching was what he craved the most. He longed to try real denial
with toys; he’d only done it once with Adam, binding his cock with
a leather strap and it had been hot as hell.

Johannes took a step forward, and Charlie
swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing. “Don’t be nervous. I’ll make you
feel good.” He spoke gently, as one would to a frightened horse.
Not that Charlie was an animal, but because he was skittish as one.
“I’m going to kiss you, and you’ll let me, OK? All you have to do
is say no and I’ll stop. I promise you.”

Johannes’ voice was so low that if he’d not
been brushing his lips over Charlie’s jaw at the time, he might not
have heard him. Staying snug and close so Charlie could feel the
pressure of his body against him, Johannes hummed his own pleasure
at the contact. He grabbed Charlie’s hands and smiled, encouraging
him to slide them over Johannes’ body. “Let me feel your touch.
Your hands are warm. I’ll bet they feel really good on me.”

Charlie nodded. “I can do that.” Johannes
smiled encouragingly, because when directed, Charlie was compliant;
he didn’t question it, just did as he was told. Johannes couldn’t
help but wonder if Charlie knew himself that he was doing it. It
didn’t matter either way. Something told him it might not last
forever and to enjoy it while he could.

As he brushed his lips over Charlie’s cheek,
there was a hitch, and Charlie’s hands stilled on his shoulders,
fingers digging into the muscles. Johannes watched closely, all his
attention on Charlie as he flicked his tongue out to lick the
corner of his mouth.

“Are you going to tease me to death? If not
then I really see us getting to it already.” Charlie’s voice was
rough but slightly edgy, and this time, Johannes laughed. It was
hard not to, because the words—sarcastic as they may have
been—didn’t at all match the sexed-up roughness of his voice.

“So pushy.” Not letting him say another
word, Johannes claimed Charlie’s lips with his own, driving his
tongue full force into Charlie’s mouth. He scraped his teeth along
Charlie’s bottom lip, soothing the sting with his tongue before
diving back in for another kiss. He wanted to take Charlie’s breath
away, make him forget and just be for a moment.

The muffled moan that left Charlie’s lips at
the dominating intrusion made Johannes internally fist-pump the
air. The room made it sound wanton and dirty, seeming to arouse
them both even more.

Charlie’s hands started to move again,
brushing hard over Johannes’ shoulders, neck, and finally curling
into his hair at his nape, clinging to him, as if Charlie was
afraid he might leave. Johannes moaned in pleasure and slid his
hands around Charlie’s waist, pulling him tight against him to show
he wasn’t going anywhere. Charlie wasn’t alone. Johannes was there,
alert, aware, and in the moment with him, enjoying their mutual
touches, their hard pricks pressed between them. The joy of knowing
Charlie was as into this as he was made it even better.

****

Fuck, Hannes could kiss. Leaning against
that broad chest, Charlie could so easily have just let go, let
himself be ravished. Given time, Charlie was sure he’d have come
just from the kissing and rubbing. Hannes’ kisses were gentle yet
demanding, no-prisoners kisses with a promise to protect. He was
being a moron, but shit, he’d never been kissed like this—not even
by Jacques. Especially not by Jacques.

He didn’t
want it to be so arousing, the being controlled, and he hadn’t seen
it coming. Bastard.
Lifting his gaze, he looked into Hannes’ eyes,
warm and focused on him, as they had been from the first moment.
His lips, slightly swollen from their kissing, were fucking perfect
and…yum.

If this had been any other place than an
airport restroom, he was pretty sure he could have kept this going
for the rest of the night instead of the quickie he’d first
intended. This was so not what he had planned when he’d seen the
young guy across the bar. He’d seen easy prey, a toy to play with
and get his rocks off so he could sleep later on the flight. A hand
started rubbing his cock through his pants, catching his attention,
and he groaned. He most definitely hadn’t expected that, but he was
enjoying it nonetheless. Another loud, wanton noise escaped his
lips as the zipper of his jeans was lowered.

“Oh, fuck
yes. Take me out and on your knees and suck me.” Charlie’s eyes
were closed, hips rocking, waiting eagerly to feel that wet heat of
the sexy jock’s mouth around him. A large, warm hand slid inside
his pants, cupping his balls and rolling them gently between rough
fingers. Charlie groaned. “Enough with the teasing. Are we getting
off anytime soon? Or are you planning on playing caveman and
showing those muscles off until our flights are ready for
takeoff?”

Charlie reached for the belt in Hannes’
pants and undid it quickly. He popped the buttons with one pull of
his button-down fly. The sizable package pushed right out, and he
had to bite his lips not to moan out loud. Charlie wanted to see
fully without the layers of clothes. Without asking, he pulled the
boxer briefs down enough that Hannes’ cock and balls were
exposed.

“Nice package.” Charlie looked up, once
again meeting Hannes’ gaze as he weighed the heavy balls, enjoying
how they felt in his hand. He wanted to bury his face in the man’s
groin and breathe him in…taste him. Just a small taste.

“Glad you like what you see. Weren’t we
getting off?”

Charlie’s eyes narrowed, cheeks flushing at
the teasing tone, like he was the one now stalling just because he
was taking a minute to look.

“Yes, well, I told you to get on your knees
and suck me. But you don’t seem to take direction very well,” he
snipped right back.

“I don’t take orders, but I bet you do. Do
you even know what you want, Charlie? Because my guess is what you
think you want and what you actually need are two very different
things.”

Charlie narrowed his eyes even more, giving
Hannes what he hoped was a deadly stare.

****

“Mouthy little thing, aren’t you. Dream on,
buddy, because no one is ordering me to do anything? That ain’t
happening, ever,” Charlie hissed, those green eyes, glaring
straight at Johannes, were filled with a ferocity that dared him to
say otherwise.

“Little thing? Me? That’s a first. But for
you, beautiful, I’ll be a ‘little thing.’” Johannes grinned wide;
he knew it was time. Charlie was right there, on the edge of going
insane, his need so obvious. Without further delay, Johannes
unbuttoned Charlie’s pants and slid one leg between Charlie’s to
give his hot-headed lover something to rub up against.

“Come on, let’s get you off, huh?” Cupping
his hands around Charlie’s ass and pressing him closer, Johannes
got a rhythm going, sliding Charlie’s hard cock against his
jean-clad thigh. It had to burn, but it didn’t seem to make Charlie
any less eager. He looked blissful. Johannes watched him bring
himself closer to the edge, his mouth open, his eyes remaining
closed—shutting him out.

“Touch me.” The plea was soft, almost a
sob.

“I have you, beautiful. Relax. Let yourself
go and feel,” Johannes murmured.

“Let go—” Charlie’s words were cut off as
Johannes devoured his lips in another kiss.

“You’re beautiful when you let go.”

Charlie’s eyes immediately popped open.
“Stop. Talking. Just bring that fine cock here and get us off, you
big doofus.”

“So damn impatient,” Johannes muttered with
a smile. Using the back wall to keep them lined up, he helped
Charlie wrap his legs around him before taking both their dicks in
his hand.

“Look at me.” He grunted, his hand flying
over them, his own orgasm starting to making itself known. It
wouldn’t take much, and he wanted to see the effect he had on
Charlie. He wanted the connection. Firming up his voice, he said
once more, “I said, look at me.”

Charlie’s eyelids opened again, slowly.
“Happy now?” Charlie breathed, face flushed, fingers digging into
Johannes’ shoulders as he held on.

“Ecstatic.” Johannes smiled, leaning in for another quick,
rewarding kiss. He slid his thumb over their leaking cocks, rubbing
that small spot beneath the head of Charlie’s dick and making his
eyes cross. Right
there, beautiful! Right there. Charlie was close, too, no doubt about it.

Johannes never stopped watching. He held
himself back, because the moment when all the barriers Charlie had
built up disappeared was breathtakingly beautiful.

“Oh, God,
I’m…oh, fuck!” Johannes’ breath was coming faster,
and with a last swipe of his thumb over his
prick, he came. He had to cover Charlie’s
mouth with his own to muffle his loud moans, and still he was
pretty sure that if anyone walked by they would have heard and
known exactly what was going on. Johannes was floating, enjoying
the warm flesh in his hand and wishing he could take a taste of the
man, see if his come tasted as good as his skin. He was enjoying
the silence, at least, until Charlie opened his mouth to
speak.

“That was just what I needed. Thanks.” He
patted Johannes once on the cheek with one hand and pushed at his
chest with the other. With his feet back on the floor, Charlie made
a quick retreat toward the sink. There was no smile, nor even an
attempt to be charming. Nothing but a cold, stiff back.

Johannes
leaned against the wall. With an irritated jerk, he used his clean
hand to pull his pants up. “Yeah… Thanks,” he muttered
sarcastically, but Charlie had already tidied himself up and had
his hand on the door handle. For a moment, it looked like he was
about to say something, but then insecurity flashed in those
deep-green eyes.

Fuck that
shit. Johannes wasn’t going to push it; the choice to make it
more would have to be Charlie’s to make. He kept quiet and turned
his back to Charlie, deciding to wait out the moment. Maybe he was
misjudging him. But as he turned the faucet on to wash his hands,
Johannes heard the door click open, and just like that, the man
with whom he’d had the most intense sex ever walked right out of
his life.

 


* * * * *

 



Chapter Four

 Eight Weeks
Later:

Brunch with Friends

“So, tell me already, how was Paris? Was it
as wonderfully romantic as in the movies?” Charlie’s best friend,
Luc Patel, asked, excitement evident in his voice and eyes as he
spoke. Luc puttered about the kitchen, like he always did when
cooking. Luc made Charlie happy, like a best friend should, but
also because he was a genuinely happy person with a life
perspective most people never quite mastered.

Together, they had been through thick and
thin—mostly it had been Charlie going through things while Luc—with
his partner and Master, Marc LeBlanc—remained the one solid person
in his life. Luc was everything Charlie secretly wanted to be but
had long lost hope of becoming. Luc was calm, at peace with himself
and who he was. Up to a point, that was also true of Charlie, but
there were things from his past that made him wary of trusting new
people, especially lovers.

No matter how hard he tried, he always ended
up pushing people away. In the beginning, he hadn’t meant to; it
just happened. When he didn’t know how to change it, he stopped
trying and focused on getting off, no relationship worries. It
worked for him, being in charge and never getting attached. Well,
until recently.

Meeting
Hannes had made him push those boundaries more than just a little,
and he wasn’t sure telling Marc and Luc about it was the best idea.
It had been a one-time thing, a temporary lapse of judgment, good
for what it was and never meant to be permanent. But there had been
something about Hannes, something about the big stud of a man that
had drawn Charlie in. He’d done things with Hannes, not much, but
things he hadn’t done with anyone in years. Afterwards, when the
post-orgasm drunkenness had gone away, he’d done the only thing he
could, he’d run.

It’d been a shitty thing to do, but it was
done now. It wasn’t like he could go back and do it over. He had
nothing to go on but a name and a few personal facts that could be
anyone on the planet, well, at least half the planet.

“You took forever to come see me.” Luc
pouted, but his voice was soft and teasing, eyes twinkling.

“Yeah, I
know. I’m sorry. I had a message from GQ when I got back home,
which meant the Bahamas happened…and half-naked men…because they
needed a journalist to write about this new LGBT
resort.”

“Oh! And we weren’t invited? We like
half-naked men.” Luc waggled his eyebrows at Marc. “We, really like
naked men!”

“It happened really fast, and besides, he
doesn’t fly,” Charlie said pointing a long finger at Marc,
smirking.

“I fly. I just choose not to,” Marc mumbled,
but didn’t look up from his paper, pretending to leave him and Luc
to chatter. Charlie knew better, though; not much got past
Marc.

“Have you boys forgotten who’s the boss in
this room?” Marc scoffed, but the gleam in his eyes, peering over
the edge of the paper, gave him away. Folding it up, he gave them
each a long stern look, for show, of course. Apparently, pretending
to read the paper was all done.

“Nope, that would be me,” Charlie said,
smacking his lips and giving Luc a wink. Luc snorted out a laugh.
It was good being home with his friends. It soothed his soul. “So,
are you feeding us anytime today?” He was starving, and Luc had
promised brunch.

“Hold your horses. It’s coming. Now, no more
stalling! Paris. Spill.” Luc pointed the spatula at him and then
turned back to the stove to flip the last pieces of bacon over.

“Paris was fine.” He knew the answer would
drive Luc mad, but he couldn’t help teasing; Luc was such easy
prey. He loved stories, sexy stories, especially those with a happy
ending. “And, I guess if you like the thought of walking down old
cobblestone streets leading you through places like the French
quarters, where there’s a café or bar on each corner just as old as
Marc here.”

Marc choked on his coffee, spurting it
everywhere, and gave Charlie a look like he was ready to put him
over his lap and spank him.

“Oh-ho, you are in trouble now.” Luc tried
to keep a straight face and hid the fact that he found it all very
amusing by turning his back to them, but his shaking shoulders gave
him away.

“Both of you are,” Marc growled, eyes
narrowing, but he didn’t fool Charlie one bit. Marc was a great
Master and an even better man. If everyone were lucky enough to
find a partner and Dominant like him, things like what went down
between him and Jacques would never happen. Marc had a great heart
where love came first and where being a great Master to Luc was the
same thing as love. The two were one and the same.

Hannes had sort of reminded Charlie of Marc,
but he’d reminded him of Jacques, too, and that was where the
madness had come from. If he could just lay off the
obsessive-compulsive shit and forget it ever happened, that would
be great.

Ignoring Marc’s mock glare, Charlie
continued, “And, of course, there were street musicians on every
corner, serenading love. So, sure, if you like stuff like that,
then, yeah, I guess it was as romantic as in the movies.” Marc was
still giving him the stink-eye. Luc loved to travel, and this would
get him all worked up and pestering Marc about going somewhere.
Charlie knew how Marc hated to travel; he was a homebody, which was
one of the reasons Luc loved him.

Marc being the dominant part of their
relationship didn’t mean he wouldn’t do everything to keep his boy
happy. Marc adored Luc; the sun rose and set with him. Everything
Marc did was to make sure his lover was happy, and Charlie couldn’t
help but smile. His friends were the epitome of a happy couple, two
halves of the same song, and Charlie would have been jealous of his
best friend, but Luc—and Marc—deserved it so damn much. They had it
all.

“Oh, see I knew it! Marc, we have to go,”
Luc said, putting down a bowl of fruit and a plate with melon on
the table before pushing in between his lover’s half-parted legs to
get Marc’s full attention, as if he didn’t already have it. “If you
love me, take me to Paris!” Luc exclaimed, curling his fingers
around Marc’s chin and gripping him lightly. Marc let out a loud
groan, and his head lolled back as Luc’s lips brushed over his in a
teasing yet full-on kiss that was meant to cajole his Master
exactly to where he wanted him.

Charlie
chuckled softly. This wasn’t the first time they’d had this
conversation, and he knew who’d win in the end.

Diverting his attention from the loving
affection of his friends, Charlie picked up a piece of melon,
biting into the juicy fruit and humming at the rich flavor. Luc
always made the best brunches. There were always lots of different
small things to nibble on: exotic fruits, plenty of bacon, sausage,
eggs, and—what Charlie himself loved the most—Greek cheese, of all
kinds. Glancing back at his friends, Luc had the pouty boy look
down like a pro.

Marc smiled, but only for a moment, before
homing in on Charlie and giving him a dark look. “Damn you and your
trips, Charlie!”

Luc bounced in Marc’s lap, giving him a
huge, noisy kiss, knowing full well he’d won and that Marc was
going to take him to Paris. Maybe not today, maybe not even next
week, but sometime he would.

“You know you are the very best Master,
taking such good care of me, and I promise, Master, I’ll reward you
nicely later for it.” Luc’s eyes sparkled with laughter. He was
laying it on thick, purposely fishing for a promise of some rough
loving later. With his arms wrapped around Marc’s neck, he reached
down between Marc’s back and the chair to pat the top of his
Master’s ass affectionately. Marc was barely able to keep the grin
off his face.

“If you’re good, maybe you’ll get to tap
that for your birthday. As for forcing me to Paris… Not likely.”
Marc grabbed Luc’s jaw in one of his giant paw-like hands, pulling
his head down for a surging kiss that made Luc melt in his arms and
his cheeks blush from the heat of it. Luc’s hands lazily slid over
Marc’s shoulders and he moaned contentedly, enjoying his Master’s
loving touch.

“We shall see.” Luc winked playfully at
Charlie, making him chuckle.
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