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Landyn:

It’s okay to want someone innocent, susceptible to your worldly charms, desirable where you can’t reason. “What’s wrong with me? Why did I make a mistake, this kind of mistake?” I’m human, I want a do over, a second chance at love, but I know he’ll never forgive me for leaving without a word, without a kiss, without something for him to remember me by. It’s been ten years and I still can’t stop thinking about that day. 

He was too young for me, but that didn’t stop him from pursuing me. That’s how young men are I guess. They see what they want, and there are no boundaries that will prevent them from getting who and what they desire, so I ran from Christian, because of his boldness and ideas about life. 

This second chance M/M romance contains age play, friends to lovers, and fake boyfriends. 
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Chapter 1 


Chris
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“I don’t usually do things like this,” I said, pretending that I was more sophisticated and naïve at the same time. “Thank you for the drink. You didn’t have to.” The handsome guy in his early thirties who had just sent me expensive shots of liquor, who instructed the waitress to keep the liquor coming, which had been two more shots of Patron which was my limit. I had reached that after the third drink when I thought I could stand and walk over to thank him without falling flat on my face, or taking a dive between his hard long legs. 

Although at this point in my life with no prospects in sight, I had been flattered, especially since the guy was beautiful. Blue eyes, thick dark hair, lips to die for, and if he was six feet I was dead already if I could lie in his arms, look into his handsome face while he claimed me on my back, or face down. It wouldn’t matter, because he was to die for.    

“It’s my pleasure,” the stranger said in a deep baritone voice. He glanced around, not really meeting my gaze, with a closed smile as if he was shy, and perhaps he’d had a few which gave him the courage, then he opened up with a wide smile that could light up this dim lit restaurant. When he turned in my direction, raised his head and chin up, our eyes locked. “You know you’re taller than I had expected. I couldn’t tell with you sitting, and not to be creepy, but you remind me of a young man I taught in high school years ago.” He paused, “By the way, my name is Landyn.” 

I blinked my eyes, trying to focus not only from the drinks, but trying to call up memories that had escaped me for years. 

Was this man who had been sending me drinks all day my first crush? The first man I’d fallen in love with—no it couldn’t be. That man had graduated from college and was teaching at the high school I’d attended, and he might have been no more than twenty-four at the time, but rumor had it that he could have been older, perhaps twenty-eight, but he didn’t look more than twenty-four at the time. 

Then I was a senior in high school all of eighteen, ready to graduate, when I walked into his drama class to get extra credit. Do I dare ask him? No, maybe not, and ruin this day and maybe the night.  

Landyn Swanson taught speech and drama at our small high school here in Upstate New York—Sand Hill Lakes to be exact—and had left the year I was to graduate, which unceremoniously was the year I declared that I’d fallen in love with him. 

I’d left him speechless, because I had to get it out that I thought he was gay, and that I was his true love, even though after school several women from here had visited his classroom on more than one occasion, and I was sure he was dating them. I’d heard from the senior girls that they couldn’t wait to graduate where they could date this gorgeous man. 

The senior girls were mesmerized by his stunning good looks, his body, and he’d been over six feet with a small beard, and he looked different than all the guys both here and in the town. I knew because I’d been floored by his handsome face, his thick hair, and eyes bluer than any sky I’d seen on a clear day in May.  

Thinking back, it was in his classroom that I’d had my first kiss. Landyn thought I had potential as an actor, and he would mentor me, because of the dramatic competition between the schools in the nearby towns. 

The head of the drama department had a competition for scholarships to go to Julliard in Manhattan, scheduled for the end of the school year. 

Landyn and I traveled to the nearby college together in his car, because I didn’t have a car. Some of the other students drove together in their cars, and Mr. Swanson had been chosen to accompany us, asked me to ride with him for the company. He didn’t have to ask me twice. 

I had a solo performance of Julius Caesar, and had practiced and practiced my lines, but it didn’t register in my eighteen-year-old brain the meaning of what Mark Anthony had said at Caesar’s funeral. That was, until I gazed at Landyn’s handsome strong profile as he prompted me, and taught me with that speech. It was the happiest day of my life being near him, connecting with our eyes when he and I spoke to each other, only about one thing, and that was the competition.  

As I was completing the Mark Anthony speech, when I glanced over at Landyn, the words stuck in my throat, and the meaning became clear how two men loved each other, maybe in different ways, or perhaps it could have been sexual, I could only guess. 

Gazing down at Landyn now sitting in his booth, I soon remembered those words we’d practiced over and over. “With this I depart: that, as I slew my best lover for the good of Rome.”

Back then at rehearsals ten years ago, we stared into each other’s eyes, he placed his hands on both sides of my face, and I reciprocated with my arms around his neck, and before we knew it we were kissing, touching, fondling, biting, and sucking, and it was the first and most erotic kiss of my life. My body responded in a rush of heat, my cock engorged in full, and I could feel his covered cock thumping against mine, our breathing intense as we shared the same breath, then he pulled away aggressively, probably realizing that we both could be in trouble because of the student and teacher relationship. 

We had crossed the line, but my teenage brain signaled that I didn’t give a fuck, because I knew I was in love with this man not much older than me. How could this be wrong? I questioned, when I finally opened my eyes, and gazed into Landyn’s hooded eyes, watched his chest heave up and down from desire, and revulsion for himself or me. I didn’t know which. It appeared when that eighteen-year-old brain understood the dilemma we were in if we carried on this type of relationship, even if I was a month from graduation, it could be catastrophic, and I would lose Landyn forever, but he could lose a lot more. 

What kind of relationship could last under these circumstances? It wasn’t me who departed the next week, but it was Landyn.

Standing thinking about that moment which appeared too fresh in my mind, and too renewed to ignore how I felt about this handsome older man, not yet in his forties, the dark beard replaced with a manicured short striking beard, his hair short, and thinner, unlike when I first met him as I thought about that one day in my life when I felt I’d become a man. 

Landyn slanted his head, looking up at me, probably wondering what I’d been thinking when he smiled, and returned the curious stare with his hand extended, waiting for me to reveal my name. I placed my hand in his strong warm palms, “Christian. You can call me Chris.” 

“Well, Chris, do you want to sit with me and talk, or whatever you want to do.” I sat in the booth next to him, and I placed my hand over my leg to hide the fullness of my cock at just being near him. 

I’d had that same intense feeling when I’d first met him ten years ago when I moved with my parents to this small town of Sand Hill Lakes with one month to graduate.

Thank God I’d been a somewhat-good student, but I needed a few more credits to graduate. I could have gotten them online, but, hey, since I would be living here, the human contact of making friends with like minds, and seeing what a gay teen like me had to look forward to was at the front of my mind. That had been foremost on my mind, and had been important at the time, until I stepped into Landyn’s classroom, and a whole new life opened up to me. 

I no longer cared about anything but seeing Landyn Swanson in the afternoons.  

Smiling and thinking about the day I saw his face, I glanced over at Land, thinking only about his smile and the sound of his voice. “Tell me something about yourself, Chris.” I chuckled the way he pronounced my name. It was the same way he’d done when he’d called the role in class. The way he’d pronounced my full name had been like no other, and he didn’t shortened it to Chris, he enunciated it in his deep voice, Christian Bailey. 

“I’m a lawyer just out of law school,” I said, turning to lock eyes with him after getting my emotions in check, “And I came back here to Sand Hill Lakes to open up a practice. My father retired, and he asked me to take over his law firm, and now after meeting you, I think I’ll stay.” My voice sounded easy and sexy, and expressed my intentions. 

“Why would I convince you to stay in a small town like this? You have so many possibilities and promises, why not go to New York and practice law?” He bit down on that full bottom lip, raked his fingers through the back of his hair, as if he couldn’t get used to it being short. The long hair Land had before when I first met him was a prop, and whenever he was nervous and whenever I was around, he’d pull at a curl. I’d enjoyed making him nervous, but now not so much. “Oh, yes, you did say you had elderly parents,” Land said after turning and smiling in my direction.  

“Why haven’t you gone to Manhattan?” I turned the question back to Land.  

“But, I have. I thought I wanted to leave this town and try my luck as an actor, go to a city to forget.” 

“Who or what did you want to forget, Landyn?” 

He glanced away and took a sip of his drink. “He’s a who, and I don’t want to talk about him. I’m here at the request of the graduating class of 2012. It appears I’m one of their favorite teachers.” He offered me a closed smile and a snort, then took a sip and glanced over at me sitting at the edge of the booth. “Do you know anyone in that class?” he asked, after one more sip of liquor in a glass where the ice had melted.   

“I know quite a few people.” Then, I waved over at my friends who I’d graduated with, kept in touch by way of Facetiming, discussing what everyone had been doing in those years after graduation. They were all focused on me and Land anyway, and they waved back. I waited for Landyn to ask some more pointed questions. However, he stared at me without saying a word, and we sat there as if time hadn’t passed and changed us. We gazed at each other in silence, and my heart stopped beating, or I thought it had, and I decided to change the subject. “Maybe you’d rather discuss what you do now, Landyn?” I questioned, hoping he’d open up, and then I could get him to admit how he’d felt about me years ago. It hadn’t been that long, but for me it was a lifetime of wasted hours, wondering about him and where he’d gone to, and would I ever see him again? 

Perhaps to break the silence between us, Landyn said, “Would you like something to eat? I hear you can get the best sandwiches here and the deli meat is superb. It’s called the New York Deli and I’ve tasted the sandwiches in New York, and this place can stand alongside the ones in Manhattan. Would you like another drink too?” he questioned, nervously trying to fill the moments. 

“I think I’ve had enough to drink, and I ate before I came here to sit with you.” 

When my eyes finally left Landyn, I spotted my friend Keith who’d welcomed me back to Sand Hill Lakes, and he was headed our way. 

Keith stopped at the booth and stood in front of us, and said, “I see you’re getting acquainted with our favorite teacher, Chris. Don’t corrupt him, because we have a class picnic he has to attend tomorrow, and you too. Get home early and get a good night’s rest, because you’re in the sack race with me, Chris,” Keith instructed, then he looked down at his bag, smiled and headed for the door. 

Keith was like that in high school. He loved to give you guidance on what you should do, and what the fuck was that? Don’t corrupt our favorite teacher? 

We didn’t discuss the bomb Keith had just dropped on us. I knew I’d gotten it. Keith knew something about our relationship. 

Landyn had been my drama teacher, but by looking at his face, I couldn’t determine whether he knew who I was, and whether he’d taught me before. Since he didn’t say anything about knowing me, I decided to change the subject.  

“Why did you send me drinks, Landyn?” 

“Because you’re such a handsome young man, and I was hoping that you were gay.” 

“So, are you? Or did you just want company, and to answer your question, yes I’m gay and you haven’t answered my question. Are you gay?” 

“Why? Don’t I look gay?”

Landyn’s blue eyes followed my mouth, when I said, “You haven’t given me a straight answer yet, Mr. Swanson.” I scolded him. What does gay look like? I wondered. There were so many shades of gay that I wouldn’t know if I saw it in a man, and too many stereotypes to wade through before I could begin to answer that question.   

“I’d like to get to know you, but I’m not at liberty to do so now.”

“So, you are gay and taken, and you want a friend?” I questioned, trying to find out what was going on in his head.  

“Can’t we dispense with the questions, and accept that I’m interested in you, and if you didn’t find me attractive in some way or form, you wouldn’t be sitting here with me this long,” he stated, and he would get no arguments from me.  

I knew who this man was, but I didn’t think he had the first idea who I had been before and was now, but then he was too good at hiding things.  
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Chapter 2 

Chris
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“I tell you what, Land... you don’t mind me calling you Land, do you?” I stated, gazing into his eyes, hoping he’d remember that immature youth he’d locked eyes with, and a few other things I’d like to mention now. However, this was best left for another time, and there would be another time, I promised myself and him as I gazed into his heavenly blues, when I purposely extended my tongue to circle my top lip.  

“Of course, you can call me Land,” he said, his voice somewhat shaky. “We’re both men aren’t we? It’s not like you were one of my students who wanted to cross the line when I was a teacher. I can remember one—” 

I interrupted his conversation about that student who happened to be me, with my thoughts of that day, and I heard little else afterwards. I stared at him, remembering I not only crossed the line, I’d erased the line between teacher and student, and he’d been a party to it. Did he remember, or did he completely erase the memory of us being intimate from his mind? A memory I’d cherished and held deep inside me while he carried on his life—without me. 

When it came time he would remember, because I’d see to it. He would remember every erotic feeling, every heartbeat we shared, and every throb of his cock against my body.

How could he carry on with his life without a thought of me? Didn’t Land know what he had done to me all these years? Obviously not. I bit my lip at the thought and tightened my jaw.     

“We are both adults, right. Right, Chris?” I heard when he raised his baritone voice, and I thought about that teacher’s voice when he declared after he’d kissed me we couldn’t do this again, or go any further. However, I wanted to push the envelope as far as I could, because after all I was a teen, and there were no mountains too high for me to climb, but I came back down to discover Mr. Landyn Swanson had physically left the building, and in his place was a substitute on my last week of school, when I was about to turn nineteen. I was fucked up then, and it seemed I’d never recovered.

If I could locate my therapist, I probably should see him again.   

“If you want to know me better, give me your phone,” I demanded. He readily handed it over. He could have been inebriated, but he didn’t appear to be. He was just a man who looked lonely, and why would a gorgeous man like him have a reason to be lonely. “I just placed my number into your phone, and now give me your number.” 

I didn’t need to ask him twice, he immediately called out his phone number when I handed his phone back to him.

Land stared as if I'd taken hold of his mind and body, and that was exactly where I was going. This was what I wanted to do, capture his mind and body, and this time I wasn't going to release him.

Because this time he was mine, and if anyone was leaving the other, it would be me.  

From where I sat, I watched as the waitress sauntered over to the booth, and said, “Here’s your orders, Mr. Swanson.” He handed her his debit card, and paid for the drinks, and from the containers, the smell wafting from the large bag, it seemed Land had more than one corned-beef sandwich in his bag of goodies. He rose, stared down at me, “I have to go now, and I’ll call you soon.” 

My heart beat quickly and deafeningly in my chest, and my shaft hummed in anticipation. There was this noise inside my head that said I didn’t want to wait for him to call. I’d like to see him now, be with him anywhere there would be privacy—in a stall in the men’s room, in a dark alley, in a parked car in the back seat, or in my bedroom—anywhere that was convenient, or not, I thought, staring at Land, hoping mental telepathy would get through to him, and I would be capable of telegraphing my thoughts, but of course, this wasn’t possible, and now I had to settle with words, which I didn’t have the courage to say, or the words to express how much I desired his company, or his body.  

I hadn’t completely given up on the mental telepathy as I stood meeting Landyn eye to eye. Damn, but he was more beautiful, and sexier than the young teacher fresh out of college, who I met when I sauntered into his drama class. 

He was hardly older than me then when he gave me my first kiss from a man, and fuck me, but, oh, how he could kiss, and his smell of fresh vanilla bath oil and aftershave still haunted my senses to this day. 

Now I was smelling a mature scent of musk, vanilla, and liquor. Three of my favorite scents on a man.   

My eyes gave him a once over and I realized we were the same height, although before I had been shorter, but I did manage to get two more inches on my frame. 

“When?” I questioned breathless as I strode beside him, matching his long footsteps, then he stopped at the waitress’s station, long enough for the waitress to get him to sign for the drinks, and add a tip. By the look of her smile, and her gracious thank you, he’d given her a substantial tip. 

Landyn opened the door before answering my question of when he would call me. I felt like such a dork hanging on the side of him, waiting to get an answer to my question. This took me back to that day in his class, when I’d asked, “Land, when the fuck are you going to call me?” 
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