
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Island Experience

The Dreamboat Experience #3

by

Parker Avrile

©2020 Parker Avrile & Paris April Press

All Rights Reserved

♥♥♥

A forbidden cruise ship romance leaves Sheldon and Kyler stranded on a mysterious island.

Sheldon:

My father thinks he has me trapped, but I'm still my own man. I decide what life I live― and who I live it with. This prison island won't hold me.

Kyler:

Sheldon comes from a background of wealth and privilege. Will he walk away when he finds out I'm not the rich man he thought I was?

Maybe I don't need to worry about that. Maybe we're not going to survive the escape from this lost island.
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A Note to Readers
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This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to anyone, any time, or any place is not intended and is merely coincidental. Cover models appear for illustration purposes only and have no relationship to any events in this story. Brief mentions of real persons, places, or products are used fictitiously and in accordance with fair use. All trademarks remain the properties of their owners. Some locations and current events have been fictionalized for dramatic purposes. Please do not post this book to sharing, free, or pirate sites so we can continue to keep publishing the steamy gay romance you love.

Find out how to pick up a free audiobook created from one of Parker Avrile's most popular gay romance short stories:

http://tinyurl.com/ParisAudio
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Prologue
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Kyler

Had any man ever been more alone?

The moon danced in bright fragments on the dark waves running home to shore. Lua Novo, a newborn island in the mid-Atlantic, was hundreds of miles from the normal shipping lanes. The sea around me was black and empty.

No airport. The next boat wasn't scheduled for six weeks. The last tide had washed away the footsteps from the last visit.

Captain Marus and the sailors who left me here were sworn to secrecy. They'd tell no one the truth about where I'd gone. A mistake?

No, not a mistake.

I couldn't risk the wrong ears overhearing idle gossip about my quest to find Sheldon. Marus thought I was an infatuated idiot. Others thought I was an undercover investigator. Both kinds of gossip could only hurt a serious search for the man I loved.

Kicking off my flip-flops, I dangled them from my fingers as I strolled along the beach. My toes dug into warm, gritty sand that found the ticklish places.

Now there was one set of footprints.

Until I wiped them away with a fallen palm frond.

Yes, of course, it was all a mistake. A serious mistake.

Everything I'd done tonight. Hell, maybe everything I'd done for the last year.

Oh, I was undercover, all right. Only not the way some people thought. My editor gave me a clear assignment. Sail on the maiden voyage of the Sapphire Diamond, luxury liner to the billionaires. Write an in-depth review of the cruise under the byline of elite travel critic Norwood Michel.

Only no one could know I was the writer, or they'd treat me differently from the other travelers. So I had to pose as a rich tech dweeb, one Kyle J Jamelyn Junior. The real me, Kyler Johnson, sports journalist, could never have afforded such a cruise, so I couldn't sail under my own name.

Former sports journalist.

I'd fucked that up too.

A few faint lights glittered far up the cone of the volcano. There was a town up there, hell, not even a town― a compound behind high adobe walls. Sheldon must be behind those walls by now.

What was his status?

Pampered guest of an exclusive resort? Or prisoner of his father's scheming?

Adhi, the cute-as-hell butler who came with my stateroom, thought rich fathers were arranging for rebellious sons to be trapped here far away from the temptations of the world.

Impossible. Such things didn't happen in 2020. There were laws.

International waters, though. What laws?

Was that my own doubt, or something planted in my head? Not that Adhi was a bad guy. But he wanted to blame someone for his rich ex-boyfriend's disappearance. He didn't want to accept that Damien toyed with him for a week or two, then ghosted.

Smoothing out my footsteps behind me, I scurried close enough to the dark trees that I could no longer see artificial light. If I couldn't see them, they couldn't see me.

Instinct told me not to show myself too soon. I'd made that mistake yesterday. Only to discover camo adobe walls and a guard at the entrance brandishing an AR-15. Not exactly the resort vibe you expected from a remote island with a pink sand beach.

Adhi's paranoia, Sheldon's fears... they weren't entirely unreasonable. There was something odd going on. I couldn't leave Sheldon here until I'd seen for myself that he was a willing guest of... whatever he was currently a guest of.

In theory, I could waltz right up, knock on the door, and demand some answers. In reality, I had no idea of what I'd be walking into.

Better to do some reconnaissance first.

Everything was probably perfectly fine, but just in case it wasn't...

Sheldon might need me. For sure, he'd need somebody on the outside. And, with the Diamond sailed off over the horizon, I was the only person left.

Standing in the trees, pondering, thinking, I felt a hot whisper on the back of my neck. 

“Hey, sailor. Looking for company?”

I turned, and there he was, out of the shadows and into my arms. A teasing light danced in his gold-flecked eyes.

Sheldon.

Fuck, yes.

I wasn't alone, not even a little bit alone. I'd never been alone for a single solitary minute. He trusted me to come. He never doubted that I'd find him. He'd been out here. Waiting. Watching. But not wondering.

You don't have to wonder when you know.

“How beautiful you are.” That wasn't the light, easy tone I'd meant to take. My tongue felt clumsy, even awkward. I could feel a sappy smile spreading helplessly across my face. We were embracing, our arms tight around each other, rubber-banding the two of us together like we'd never let go. 

“My hero.” His kisses were fast but delicious. “You didn't have to leave your fancy trip for me.”

“Yes,” I said. “I did. Because I love you.”

“And I love you. I know it hasn't been that long, but I can already divide my life in two. Before and after Ky.”

Ky. Not quite my real name. But almost.

A shadow fell over my happiness. I would have to tell him. But, for now, we were too busy kissing.

I put a hand on each of his graceful hips. “You're really here, you're free.”

Was that a hint of darkness in his gold-flecked brown eyes? “Yeah. About that. There's some stuff that's off about this place, but yeah. We'll figure it out. I hope you're not mad about leaving your trip for no real reason.”

“Fuck my trip. There's no trip worth taking if you're not there. Come here.” I wrapped an easy arm around his waist. “I want to show you something.”

We strolled together in the dark, arm in arm. Back toward the fake town with its fake marketplace which only ran on cruise boat days. And then around back behind the plaza.

Back to the shadowy place where an empty hammock waited between two stout palm trees.

“You dirty dog.” His teeth flashed in the brilliance of his sudden smile. “Hammock sex. Is that really a thing?”

“Sure. Come on. I'll show you how.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Kyler

An island protected by being a thousand miles away from civilization had real advantages over a cruise ship. No stupid-ass key cards or employee badges. No security cameras spying into every secret corner. If you were alone, you were really alone.

When I hooked my thumbs into the hem of Sheldon's shirt, he squirmed flirtatiously and then lifted his arms. In a flash, I had the nuisance garment tugged off over his head. Even in the dark of the night trees, his body was a touchable wonder. I stroked the defined muscle of his smooth chest and the flat plane of his runner's belly.

“Your shirt too.” His voice throaty with lust.

Of course, my shirt too. And my newly acquired board shorts. They went flying in opposite directions. Sheldon's shorts went flying after mine.

“Show me this hammock sex of which you speak.” As if he needed a lesson from me. He was already there, in the net and on his back, his sassy dick standing tall as any tower.

“Scoot over.”

“How?” He pretended to try, but the swaying hammock kept him trapped in its center.

Dear fuck. The obscene beauty of Sheldon caught up naked in a web of netting and all for me...

I couldn't rush this moment. Instead of jumping on top of him, I bent low over his trapped body. My hot breath tickled into his pubes. A warning and a tease. Then, laughing softly at the back of my throat, I sealed my lips tightly around his arrowhead.

More than a tease, now. A claim.

You're mine.

How hot and clean he tasted. Smelled that way too. The fading scent of expensive body wash mingled with the faint aroma of natural male musk. My nostrils dilated with pleasure. My tongue squirmed to press taste buds all over his stalk.

Forget the tease. Forget the pacing.

Just feed me. Feed me now.

Deliberately relaxing the back of my throat, I pounded my head down the length of his shaft. His hands caught my cheek and chin to slow me down.

“Unh-uh. Not so fast. Tease it out a little more. Just a little more.” His throaty voice grew thicker with every syllable.

I swallowed but backed off. A little. Not too much. As my mouth gobbled, Sheldon found a way to work his butt in time with the sag and sway of the hammock. Up and down, higher and then lower. Deep into my throat and  then almost escaped out of my lips again.

The fuck. There wasn't another way to describe it.  He was literally fucking my mouth from below.

“Not so fast?” I'll show you “not so fast.”

I growled somewhere in the back of my throat. My lips redoubled their grip on the place where arrowhead met stalk. Finding the sensitive dent, I sucked in hard.

Resist that. Edge that.

His butt lifted, and his hips jerked. His dick jabbed around inside my hot mouth. “I'm not... I'm not!” He was gasping for air between almost every word. “I'm not... you can't make me... I'm not blasting off... not that easy.”

I sucked the dent harder, almost to the point of pain.

He gasped and jerked again. “Oh. You! No.”

No?

I backed off again, softening my grip. If he wanted to, he could pull his dick free. If...

He curled up from his belly in the hammock, shifting his dick but making no real effort to tug it from my mouth. His breath was loud, ragged. “Oh. Fuck!  Listen, you. Listen.”

I'm listening.

“Won't come until you're in this hammock with me. Refuse to. Fucking refuse...” His whole body shuddered from an effort of will. “I'll hold back, but please don't make me. Fuck, Ky, I need it now, I need it fast. Climb on top of me, you. Do it. Do it now.”

“Mmmm.” I hummed into his hard-on, then let go. Standing, hands on hips, I arched my back to stretch my spine― a move which drew his eyes to my stiffie. “Thought you wanted a little tease...”

He groaned. “You've fucking teased me quite enough today, thank you very much.”

Big and a little clumsy, I tumbled into the hammock on top of him in the sixty-nine position― perfect for letting my hard, dripping woody smack playfully into his face. Never slow to take a hint, Sheldon grabbed bunches of ass with one hand and a slice of hip with the other. The rocking hammock didn't stop us from fitting together like two pieces of a puzzle. My mouth claimed his dick at the same moment his mouth claimed mine.

We swayed together in an island dream that had nothing dreamlike about it. This encounter was rough and real and, even though we no longer had to worry about cruise ship rules, a little urgent. The netting was primitive and textured against the skin. The wind from the sea was brisk with salt.

Impossible to forget where we were. What if someone came looking? What if someone was spying, even now, from the shadows? They weren't, but what if? For some reason, the thought thrilled.

He's mine. Look at what he lets me do to him.

I buzzed into his dick again. Not loud, not anything that could be heard from a distance over the pounding of the surf. But definitely enough for him to feel. He buzzed me back, and the hand on my ass dipped into my crack to finger into my hole.

I slipped my own hand down. Trapped between his firm ass and the netting of the hammock, it moved with less grace than his hand, but it found its target. I pressed slowly, teasingly on his taint before I slipped inside.

Inside and out. You're mine all the way through.

I buzzed a tuneless hum into his dick, and he did the same for me. Our fingers stroked toward hidden triggers. He came first, which was only fair, since I'd started him first, but it didn't take long for me to catch up. I forgot to hum as I focused on the pleasure of swallowing.

All of you. Mine.

We slumped for a moment or two, and then he wriggled around to put himself face-to-face beneath me. His eyes glinted with a reflection of starlight. “I could take you back to my room. Maybe that's the adult thing to do.”

“Maybe it is. Maybe we're being ridiculous. But I went to a lot of trouble to sneak onto this island in secret.”

“I appreciate it. You doing this... it's a lot. You were on that cruise for some reason, and you gave it up for me.”

I brushed my hand from his temple to his chin. Such a well-cut face. Such an expensive face.

You're so far out of my league.

A sea breeze rattled the palms high above us, and I was struck with a sudden attack of paranoia. Scrambling off Sheldon and out of the hammock, I hurried around to pick up pieces of clothing. Sheldon remained slumped on his back for a moment longer. Then, with a sigh, he gracefully dismounted.

The flex of muscle in his thighs and ass. The easy turn of his hips, the sensual shrug of his shoulders.

“Who knows you're here?” As he took his shirt from my hand, he made his voice brisk and businesslike.

“Captain Marus. He was way ahead of us. Me and Adhi didn't need our plan to sneak me off the ship. He said all I had to do was ask. The three guys Marus assigned to sail me back to the island.” I quickly explained our deal to keep my early departure secret. “Adhi will mail my phone, passport, and wallet from São Miguel. When my...”

I swallowed, suddenly guilty about all the things I'd left unsaid.

“So Adhi mails your stuff back to the States.” Sheldon was careful not to demand me to tell him exactly who or where in the States.

“Uh-huh. When my people get the package, they'll know where I left the Diamond. But I imagine that'll take a couple of weeks, maybe a lot longer. My people will probably first learn I'm not where I'm supposed to be when I fail to get off the boat to meet my pickup driver in Ibiza.”

“So there's an extended period of time when they don't know where you are. Hell, when they don't even know you're missing.” A tiny dent formed between his warm brown eyes. “Will they be angry with you? Is this something you're going to have to explain?”

I nodded as I handed him his shorts. “But that's my problem, and you don't need to worry about my problems. This is about you right now. If your father somehow steered you into being left on this island...”

Sheldon groaned. “That isn't really just a theory anymore. Sheldon the Fourth definitely played me. The so-called Shades of Serenity was expecting my arrival.”

Shades of Serenity. It sounded like a cult. I shivered.

“They let me come and go, and there's nothing too fishy I can point to just yet, except...”

“Except the guard with the AR-15.”

Sheldon looked startled. “I didn't see any guards with AR-15s.”

“I did. Twice. Not sure if it was two guys, or the same guy twice, but there's definitely at least one AR-15.”

His expression grew more thoughtful as I described my encounters from the previous day. “So you got kicked off the island, and I got kicked on the island.”

“They want you, not me.”

“Because my father's paying.”

“For what?”

“Ah. Now. There's a question. Whatever this is, brainwashing, tough love cult bullshit, whatever... It isn't going to change me, and it isn't going to turn me around. I went through a lot of that before.” He snapped the final snap and smoothed down the front of his shorts. “That summer in the military academy when I was fifteen. They tried all the psychological techniques designed to instill a sense of pride in hard work. You see how well it worked.”

“I'm not leaving you in a place like that. If they try anything, any kind of bullshit brainwashing at all, you need to let me know right away.” I hugged him to me, savoring his lithe body even through our layers of clothes.

“I'm not leaving me in a place like that. There's a satellite phone, and the satellite comes around tomorrow morning.” He hugged me back with redoubled strength. “I'll talk to my father again, let him know you're here. He'll realize he can't try anything too crazy if there's a witness. Besides, maybe he's already feeling the pangs of sweet regret.” His eyes flickered with amusement. “I dined out for years on how shitty the Fourth was to stick me in that military academy. Don't worry. I'm going to parlay this into something big.”

Bravado, I thought. Once again, I was struck with how young he seemed― with how young all rich people seem compared to their true age. Sheldon was twenty-four, only two years younger than me, but he never doubted that everything would always work out.

If only I could believe that. I wanted to, but I couldn't.

This whole scheme to guide Sheldon to this time and place was too elaborate. His father wasn't going to back down so quickly. We could face some real problems.

“Don't tell your father about me just yet. He might alert the Serenity staff.”

“Hell. He probably would.” Sheldon shrugged. “I'll find another way to make the Fourth see sweet reason. I can keep you in my back pocket while you scout around for alternatives.” Did he know he was smiling at the edges of his mouth?

Me in his back pocket. The idea made me smile too.

I thought of asking him to call my editor, Carlton Maine. Impossible. Carlton was more than an editor. He was my friend of many years. He deserved to hear it from me how I screwed up this time. I'd have to find a way to sneak in and use that phone myself.

Besides, I wasn't ready to tell Sheldon I was a broke-ass journalist. He knew I wasn't really a rich tech guy, but he thought I was something glamorous. An undercover investigator. Some kind of hero from the movies.

That look of hot admiration in Sheldon's eyes was addictive. Would he still look at me like that when he found out who I really was?

“I love you so much, Ky,” he said.

“Me too, Sheldon. I love you so much too.”
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Chapter Two
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Sheldon

There still wasn't a man in camo guarding the gate with an AR-15. Maybe they only guarded the entrance when the cruise ship was in port.
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