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March 2003

 


Jace gripped the side of the locker,
his knuckles turning white as he dropped his head inside the open
metal frame. The Texas Longhorn University men’s locker room was
empty, all except for him and Colton Michaels, who at the moment
had his cock buried deep inside Jace’s ass.

“Fuck… yes!” A loud moan escaped Jace’s parted lips. Colt slipped
his warm palm over Jace’s mouth in an attempt to quiet him. The
hard pounding from behind never stopped.

“Shhh… Jace, baby, someone
might hear us,” Colt whispered. “I’ve waited too long for
this.”

“I never knew,” Jace
panted.

“Shhh… I want this to
last.”

“I can’t… it… dear fucking
God, you feel so good.” Jace ground the words out, biting his
knuckle as Colt’s hand slid down to grip Jace’s rock hard length,
stroking hard and fast in the same urgent rhythm he created from
behind.

“Come for me, baby… I’m not
stopping until I’ve had my fill. I’ve had too many fantasies about
this moment.” Colt’s breath warmed his ear, making his balls ache
with every word he spoke.

Jace grabbed for the damp
towel he’d just used in the shower, but not for his leaking cock.
No, he needed it for other things. Jace crammed the big wad of
white terrycloth in his mouth, stifling a long muffled groan as his
climax racked through his body. Damn! Somewhere in the back of his
mind, he swore he could hear Colt’s soft chuckle at his over the
top response.

Colt held Jace tight, not letting him
collapse forward into the top locker when the orgasm caused his
knees to buckle. Instead, Colt wrapped his big strong quarterback
arms around Jace’s chest and pulled him back against his athletic
body, keeping him upright. All he could do was drop his head back
on Colt’s broad shoulder and pant. He wasn’t complaining. He’d
dreamed about the hot football player for as long as he could
remember.

It didn’t take too much longer. Colt’s
grip tightened, and Jace just about went to his knees at the
intensity of Colt’s release. Completely blissed out of his mind, he
smiled to himself as Colt’s weight settled on him and his breathing
slowly returned to normal.

“I want to hear you cheer my
name now, cheer boy,” Colt growled in his ear, before turning
Jace’s head to the side, capturing his lips in a heated
kiss.

 


 



 


 


 Chapter 1

 


 


The warm spray of the men’s locker room
shower soaked Jace Montgomery for the second time in less than an
hour. Just like the first time, he was completely alone, and the
best he could tell, no one witnessed his complete lack of morals
and discretion. But, my god, if they had, who could blame him? That
was Colton freaking Michaels who just fucked him senseless at his
locker.

Okay, wait, the sentence made no sense.
Jace reached down and pinched himself on the arm.

“Fuck! Like your ass doesn’t
hurt bad enough.” Jace halfheartedly scolded himself at how hard he
actually pinched himself. It would definitely leave a mark, but
instead of thinking about the bruise he just acquired, he chose to
dwell on the delicious feel of his aching ass. Colt worked him over
like no one ever had before him.

Where in the world did that
come from? Colt Michaels… What?

Jace reached for the bodywash, soaping
his hands. Only their lack of a condom had him in the shower right
now. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have dared wash for the next week in
hopes of keeping Colt’s scent on his body a little longer. And yes,
he sounded like a girl. And no, he didn’t care at all.

Probably not the best move to go
without a condom, but he couldn’t find it in him to care right now.
He was solidly in that after-sex high and decided he’d worry about
the lack of protection later. Right now, he just wanted to
remember. When they finished, and yes, Jace came not once, but
twice, Colt pushed him toward the shower after one hell of a
mind-blowing kiss. The kind of lip-lock you read about in super-hot
romance novels.

Hold your horses,
hoss. The thought caused him to cringe, and
his reasonable, sound mindset slowly crept back in. Damn, he hated
that side of himself, always responsible, doing the right thing all
the time. Technically, nothing about tonight classified as making a
right decision, so Jace shoved reason aside. He wanted no part of
sensible and gently reached back to wash his ass, wanting every
thought to stay focused right there on that particular region of
his body.

For now, he didn’t want to consider how
random their little sexual quest turned out to be. Nor did he need
to be told they would never do this again. But for the length of
this shower, he wanted to bask in the fairytale high of the moment.
The one where the handsome prince rode in on his great white horse
and swept Jace off his feet, pounding him against his locker. His
smile grew bigger.

One very important thing he learned
tonight… Colt Michaels had indeed noticed him, just like he’d
noticed Colt. As it turned out, they had watched each other for
years, but neither had said a word. In what world was that even
possible? Apparently in his world! Jace had been given his chance
with the gorgeous star quarterback. Clearly, dreams did come
true.

It was all down, set, hut, hut, and
fuck Jace in the butt, butt! He groaned and then chuckled at the
little cheer.

Jace looked down at his water-pruned
fingers, still laughing at his rhyme, and decided he needed to
celebrate the night. Everything in him wanted to call Haley and
maybe Gregory to have a total girls’ night. He wanted to share this
juicy bit of information so badly. He grabbed his towel and dried
off while scolding himself again. This fell conspicuously under the
strategic heading of never telling another living soul on the
planet. Colt was a testosterone-filled jock with a beautiful
girlfriend. He wasn’t slumber party gossip material, no matter how
bad he wanted to tell someone he’d had hot locker room sex with
Colt Michaels.

He never got to be the one
with the interesting story! Now that he had one, no way he could
ever speak the words out loud. Dang
it!

Jace wrapped the towel around his waist
and grabbed his shower caddy. He stopped by the sink and looked in
the mirror. Something he didn’t normally do, but with one glance,
he saw the ever present grin still plastered across his face. He
definitely wore an after-sex glow. Man, he loved having sex with
Colt.

Standing in front of the
mirror several minutes, Jace just stared at himself. Could this one
sexual encounter have altered him somehow? He seemed changed and
took inventory of his body. His hair was still short and blond, no
change there. His eyes were still a dark green, but they did have a
noticeable sparkle, and Jace’s smile broadened. His lips were still
full, his skin tanned. He lifted up on his tiptoes, rising up to
get a better look in the mirror. He was still the same height,
about six feet tall. So what was different? Nothing he could see,
yet somehow he was fundamentally transformed. Interesting.

He gave himself the minute to imagine
Colt standing right there beside him, trying to decide how they
might look together. The small mirror in his locker didn’t do them
justice, besides he’d been too far gone to fully absorb what he’d
seen. Jace lost himself in the thought. Colt was a little taller,
maybe by a couple of inches. They had about the same build. They
both worked out more than their fair share. They were lean,
defined, and strong. Colt’s skin was naturally dark, maybe an olive
complexion. His hair was dark, almost black, and his eyes a nice
light blue.

To see all of Colt’s devilish good
looks walking through the locker room had startled him senseless as
he’d dressed. Jace had never gotten that up close and personal with
the star of the team. And then to have those blue eyes land on him
with purpose… Jace had been robbed of his ability to think
straight. He still wasn’t sure he was thinking straight.

Jace dug for his comb, did a quick
brush through of his hair, and wondered if he would ever hear from
Colt again. Probably not, but if he did, this whole infatuated
schoolboy thing he had going on right now would never do. Reality
came crashing forward again in full force. Jace needed to lose the
silly grin right now, so he forced the smile away. If Colt made
contact with him, he needed to keep it cool, light, and casual. Act
as if he did these kinds of things every day, all day. He certainly
didn’t want to come off as a stage-five clinger. That would scream
needy and scare Colt away.

Jace grabbed his shower kit and slowly
walked toward his bank of lockers. One glance down the long row and
his gaze stopped at the still open locker at the end. All his
thoughts of playing the cool guy flew from his brain. He could feel
the smile return to his face with the heat of the blush creeping
back throughout his body. Colt had banged the shit of him just a
few feet away. And man did Jace want a repeat
performance!

 


***

 


The small Porsche rocketed through the
luxury townhome complex where Colt lived. The car was new, just
like the townhome, and much like the big wad of cash burning a hole
in his pocket. All were secret gifts no one knew anything about.
This was a tricky game, skirting around all the clearly broken
rules, but Colt never allowed himself to worry. It was the only
benefit of having such an involved, over-the-top father. He took
care of all these little details.

Colt zipped into his parking space,
bringing the car to an abrupt halt. The townhomes were within
walking distance of the university, but he loved driving this
thing. He admittedly drove a little recklessly, but what was the
point of having a badass sports car if you didn’t live on the edge?
And Colt had certainly been much closer to falling off the edge
tonight.

Maybe diving off the edge was a better
way to say it. He’d finally gotten inside Jace Montgomery’s sweet
tight ass. How long had he fantasized about that one? Since he
first saw Jace, that’s how long. And the sex was pretty much
perfection, just as he dreamed it would be.

Would fucking Jace tonight
fall into the top sex of his life? Hell
fucking yeah! Jace was number one perfect
sex right there. Colt always wanted his first man-on-man sexual
encounter to be with Jace Montgomery. The current problem? Now that
he’d had Jace once, he wanted more. Wasn’t that an interesting turn
of events? Nah, not really. Deep down Jace had always been one of
the most important people in Colt’s life.

Funny how he’d never said more than a
few passing words to the guy.

Colt pushed open the car door to hear
the music of the townhome complex blaring. Spring break had the
entire place in full party mode, even as the night had barely
begun. None of his neighbors planned to be sober for one minute of
their vacation time. It was a quest, and they would most certainly
excel in their mission.

The loud music that greeted Colt as he
exited the car pulled him from the silence of his thoughts. This
was a new experience, he always kept the radio loud as he drove
because silence meant thinking, and thinking always had a way of
bringing Jace into his thoughts. Jace Montgomery was the secret he
held closest to his heart for four long years. The depth of those
emotions scared him a little bit. Yet somehow, after tonight, he
wasn’t afraid of those thoughts any longer. Damn, that felt rockin’
good.

“Hey, Colt! Come join us,”
Gabby, his neighbor, called down from her second floor balcony
right next door to his place. Her townhome looked full, packed from
the inside out. Colt and his buddies planned to hit Sixth Street
tonight, but if his friends saw Gabby already dancing in her bra
and panties, they might not ever make it out. That didn’t seem too
bad either. He’d rather spend all evening thinking about the sexy
Jace Montgomery anyway.

“I’ll catch you later. I
gotta make a phone call,” Colt yelled, waving her off.

He headed straight for his place,
mildly disappointed when he saw his living room full of people too.
Colt navigated through the masses of his friends, winding his way
around the living room, and headed straight back to his bedroom. As
expected, it was occupied, too.

“Dude, seriously, it’s what
the spare’s for,” Colt said, standing at the foot of his bed
staring down at Tim, his best friend. Tim gave him a glassy
red-eyed stare and the female under him looked about in the same
condition. Lucky for Colt, Tim had only gotten as far as getting
her top off.

“Come join us. I have a
friend,” Double-D said, lifting up on her elbows, exposing herself
completely to him. From this position, he could guess her breast
were real. Funny how that was his only thought.

“Not tonight. Tim, I need my
room, buddy.” Tim ignored Colt, and turned back to Double-D,
continuing his exploration. Colt reached over to pull him off the
bed. His buddy squawked, but had no choice except to stand. That
was when Colt realized he’d gotten the whole scene a little wrong.
Tim’s shorts fell straight to the floor.

“Dude! Seriously, we’ve talked about this! The spare bedroom!” Colt
winced at seeing Tim hard and ready, sticking straight out from
under his T-shirt.

“It’s occupied,” Tim said,
tossing his hands in the air in a shrug. The move had Tim going off
balance, and he struggled to stay on his feet with his shorts
gathered around his ankles. Colt ran his hands through his hair in
frustration. Based on the clock beside his bed, he was at least
fifteen minutes from leaving the gym and he wanted to call Jace
before he made it home.

“Get the fuck out,” Colt
said as he began shoving Tim from the room. Double-D was next. She
proved to be a little tricky to handle because she was all over
him. It took a second to dislodge her and get the door shut and
locked behind her.

“Playing hard to get turns
me on,” she yelled through the door as Colt headed toward his
restroom to make his call in as much privacy as he could
get.

Colt hoped the closed bathroom door
would drown out the party going on in the other room. Colt didn’t
want Jace to think of him as a party guy. He rolled his eyes at the
ludicrous thought. Jace already had to know he was totally a party
guy. On a sigh, he dialed, praying Jace would answer.

 


 



 


 


 Chapter 2

 


“Damn, you have one fine
ass!” Jace did little more than bring his phone to his ear before a
voice boomed out the flattering words. He looked down at caller ID,
confused when the name Hottie
appeared. He didn’t recognize the name or number
on the screen when he answered.

“Colt?” Jace asked, a smile
forming instantly on his lips as he said the name. Could this night
seriously get any better? He just had his locker room porn fantasy
fulfilled by his all-time perfect dream guy, and now the object of
his desire called him. No, it couldn’t get any better than
this.

“I guess I should know who
else might be calling. Are you seeing anyone that I should know
about?” Colt growled the last part, his deep, sexy voice lowering.
Jace couldn’t help feeling incredibly pleased Colt would even
pretend to care. There was a moment of silence before Jace bit his
lip and tried for a cheeky response.

“I’m just seeing every Tom
McCorkle, Dick Needham, and Harry Lewis I can.” They were
ironically all a part of the defensive line Colt played with for
the last four years.

“You better not be!” Colt
said, laughing. Score! He got the response he was shooting for with that little
teaser. And did he seriously hear a hint of jealousy in Colt’s
voice?

“I’m not seeing anyone. What
about you? I thought you were going out with Magda McCarthy?” Jace
asked. The janitorial staff came banging through the locker room,
pushing their large carts, jolting Jace, and he remembered where he
stood. He grabbed his gear, shoved his shower kit into the locker,
and tossed his duffel bag over his shoulder before heading out so
no one could hear him having this conversation.

“Nah, not for a long time
now. We just hang out together sometimes,” Colt said. Jace actually
stopped walking and stood a few feet from the gym’s doors as that
little bombshell settled. Colt and Magda
weren’t a couple? That bit of information
would shock most of the school. Colt and Magda were seen everywhere
together. Magda was the reigning Miss Texas to Colt’s all-American
football hero status. Jace had no idea how to respond. So he didn’t
and opted for a change of subject.

“My ass hurts,” Jace blurted
out, looking for anything to say to hide the confusion about Magda
and Colt still clouding his mind.

“I hope in a good way.” Colt
growled. Those few short words had Jace’s stomach aflutter. Was he
seriously having butterflies over just the tone of Colt’s
voice?

Better yet, did Colt just really say
that to him?

“How did you get my number?
Not that I don’t want you to have it, because I do. It’s just I was
wondering, that’s all,” Jace managed, all of the sudden completely
tongue-tied. The need to get out from under all this frantic
emotion churning inside him apparently had him rambling.

“When you went back in the
showers, I programmed my number in your phone. I got your number. I
also looked through your locker. Don’t be mad. I wasn’t going to. I
was just gonna make sure we cleaned it up well enough, but you’re a
tidy guy. I know we messed it up, so I put it back in order for
you.” Did Colt just ramble? Wait! An even bigger question, in what
world did Colton Michaels notice that Jace Montgomery was an
obsessive compulsive freak about his personal
organization?

Jace propelled himself forward and
shoved open the heavy gymnasium doors. It was dark outside, late in
the evening, and the campus was in the beginning stages of spring
break. Most of the students had already high-tailed it out of there
as soon as their last class ended. Jace walked alone on a well-lit
path to his on-campus apartment. He’d taken this path at least a
thousand times before. Never had he noticed the branches of the
large oak trees swaying gently in the night breeze or the welcoming
scent of spring blossoms and fresh cut grass filling the air. He
breathed in deeply, not thinking about why he noticed them now,
instead letting these things, along with Colt’s voice, calm his
frantic thoughts.

“Did I just say too much?”
Colt asked in Jace’s silence. His voice dropped an octave lower
again, becoming huskier.

“No… not really.” His cock
began to stir again, damn he had it bad. He placed the phone on his
shoulder and reached down to adjust himself because evidently his
dick had taken notice of the change in Colt’s voice, too. Which was
interesting in itself because he’d just had two earth shattering
orgasms less than an hour ago.

“But you’re surprised I’ve
been lusting after you this whole time?” Colt asked.

“Yeah, that was pretty
shocking. It’s kind of unbelievable actually,” Jace admitted. He
began slowly taking the steps up to his fourth floor apartment. He
shared the small quad with four other male cheerleaders. They were
all still on campus, senior cheerleaders were required to stay
through the weekend for open gym to help any of the new hopefuls in
the upcoming cheerleading tryouts.

The silence between them
lingered for so long Jace looked down to see if the phone was still
connected. After another long moment, he said the first thing that
came to mind, “That’s why your call came up Hottie, instead of a name. I was so
confused.” Colt still didn’t speak. As Jace got to the top floor,
he finally asked, “You still there?”

“Yeah, I am.” Colt had that
same sexy low voice thing going on. “I was just thinking. I’m
relieved I finally got up enough balls and made a move. I wasn’t
lying; I’ve been watching you since we were freshmen. I couldn’t
ever get up the nerve to talk to you. I knew if I didn’t do it
tonight, we’d graduate, and I’d lose my chance.”

“I don’t even know how to
respond to that,” Jace said. He stopped again at the top of his
stairwell, staring out into the night. His heart thumped wildly in
his chest. Those words meant something. They had to! Jace
desperately wanted them to mean something because they were about
the sweetest words ever spoken.

“Hold up, I’m not finished.
Let me get it all out. I wasn’t sure you were even gay in the
beginning. Then a few years ago, I was on the lawn with some of the
guys, and I saw you kissing that redhead from the LGBT group. I
would see you at the games, and he would be there too, waving and
blowing those fucking kisses. That shit drove me crazy. I couldn’t
concentrate. I was making so many mistakes, calling the wrong
plays, because I couldn’t get my head straight about you. God, my
dad was so pissed off at me for fucking things up. I finally had to
let you go, force you out of my head. But I still watched you with
him. I couldn’t help it. I admit I was jealous. I hated seeing him
in the stands every fucking game. Then I think it was Homecoming
when he stopped coming. But I still never said anything. Today when
I saw you head into the locker room, I had to take my chance,” Colt
confessed. His voice sounded different somehow. Not the booming
confident one he’d grown to associate with Colt and definitely not
the husky, deeply sexy voice from their locker room escapade
earlier.

“That’s a lie. No way, you
seriously watched me that closely? I… Wow. Okay, yeah. That
redhead’s name is Bradley, and I caught him with Roger, my
co-captain and roommate. I broke up with him. I still can’t believe
you watched me! Wow!” Jace stopped in mid-motion of reaching to
unlock the front door to his apartment. The noise inside his
apartment made him take a step back; he didn’t want to drown out
their conversation.

“It’s not a lie. It’s the
God’s honest truth. I told you I’d been watching you while were we
making love tonight. I don’t lie, Jace,” Colt stated
matter-of-factly. Jace could hear the honesty in his voice and
focused on words like ‘making love’. Had they made love?

“I didn’t believe you, and
you took off so fast afterward,” Jace said, leaning back against
the brick wall.

“I took off fast because I’d
already risked so much. For both of us, nobody knows about me…”
Colt only slightly paused before he changed the subject. “Now let’s
go back to talking about your fine ass hurting, shall
we?”

“I definitely wasn’t
complaining. You pounded me good. You know I’m gonna feel you for a
while,” Jace answered back, teasing Colt, trying to keep his voice
down. He was alone outside, but for some reason this felt so
forbidden he didn’t want anyone to hear him and ruin this
moment.

“Let’s talk about you. So
what, are you like bi-sexual?” Well that
was a little abrupt! Jace dropped his head
back against brick wall. I’m such a
moron. “I’m sorry, Colt, that came out
wrong. You don’t have to answer that. It’s not any of my
business.”

“Nah, it’s a fair question.
And I know I confessed a lot just a second ago, but I’m not really
ready to say it yet. I mean, I totally would talk about it with
you, if I talked about it at all. I just don’t think I can. Not
yet,” Colt answered back.

“Okay, no rush, I won’t push
you. I get that’s a big step.” So, it wasn’t a bi-sexual thing.
Clearly, Colt was hiding and needed to take those steps to come out
on his own.

“Thanks, Jace. Listen, I was
thinking. It’s spring break. My agent has the hook-up on a place in
Hawaii. I’m getting it for like five days starting Wednesday. It’s
why I’m still here on campus. You should come down there with me,”
Colt said, and like many times during this conversation, Jace stood
there frozen in place. Had he just heard that right? He stared out
at the night completely confused. Vacation
with Colt? In Hawaii? Seriously?

“Are you there?” Colt
asked.

“Yeah,” Jace responded,
unsure how to answer. His heart beat violently in his chest. He
wanted nothing more than to go, but he didn’t have that kind of
money for a plane ticket. What did a plane ticket to Hawaii cost
anyway? Certainly more than a couple hundred bucks, right? That was
all he had to his name, and his heart sank.

“Does that yeah answer both
of my questions, or just one? Did you already have plans?” Colt
asked with uncertainty in his voice.

“I was just going home. No
big plans. You know, or maybe you don’t, I’m here on scholarship. I
don’t really have the money…” Jace started, but Colt cut him
off.

“I got two airline tickets,
and the place is covered. We’ll just need food and lube.” Colt
laughed, but Jace remained quiet, wondering why Colt asked him and
not one of his friends. Hell, maybe someone else bailed on him and
Jace was an easy second because he was clearly a very willing body
or bottom, depending on the need. But did Jace even really care
about being a second thought? Nah, he didn’t. He would be stupid if
he passed up his chance to spend a few days in Hawaii, lounging on
the beach, sipping Mai Tais and soaking up the tropical sun with
the ‘hottie’ on the phone.

“I was just joking. I’ll
cover the cost of food, and we don’t have to…” Colt started but
Jace interrupted him.

“No, I get it. It was
funny,” Jace answered. Was he seriously going to say yes?
Really?

“But not funny enough to
laugh?” Colt asked, the humor was back in his voice and Jace
realized he was taking too long to answer Colt’s
question.

“No, it’s not that, I just…
This just… You shocked me today and now you’re doing it again.”
There, he said it. No more skirting around the biggest point of
this entire conversation.

“Is that a bad thing?” Colt
asked.

“No, not for me. Would we go
all alone? I mean just the two of us?” Jace asked,
hopeful.

“Yes, no one else. Just the
two of us. So you’ll go with me?” Colt’s voice lifted, he sounded
honestly excited. “Come on, Jace, let’s get away. I loved tonight;
I want more time with you, alone. I wasn’t lying when I said I’ve
watched you since before I ever started this school. It’s been a
long time coming for me. Please. Say yes.”

“See, you keep shocking me,”
Jace said. The visual image of Colt’s muscular body and dark good
looks playing in the ocean and letting all that water run down his
naked flesh… Damn, Jace was freaking hard again!

“I know, just say yes. Fuck
it, fuck everything. Just say yes,” Colt begged.

“Yes!” he said, surprised
the word flew out of his mouth so quickly.

“Great! Do you text?” Colt
asked excitedly. Jace could hear some background noise on Colt’s
end. The call was muffled as Colt said something and came back.
“Jace, do you text?”

“Somewhat,” Jace said.
Texting was the new thing on campus, but Jace secretly hoped that
form of communication never caught on, because it was such a pain
in the ass, punching all those numbers just to get the right letter
to flash on the screen.

“Good. I’ll text you all the
info. Dates, flight times, and the address. We might not be
traveling together. I’d already booked my flight when I decided to
go alone.” Colt’s voice trailed off.

“It’s okay,” Jace assured
him.

“Damn! I gotta go. Some of
the guys on the team are here. David and Tim are on my ass, so I
need to go,” Colt apologized, his frustration clear from the tone
of his voice.

“No problem. I’ll talk to
you later,” Jace said, turning on his heel toward his front
door.

“Yeah. And, Jace, thank
you,” Colt whispered.

“Thank you for what?” Jace
stopped at the front door, his hand on the knob.

“Just thank you. Bye.” Colt
disconnected the phone.

Jace pushed open the door to his
apartment. His roommates were clearly getting the party started,
all dressed up and ready for the night. A row of shot glasses were
lined up along the kitchen bar. There were three guys and about
twenty shots ready to go. They were downing them, leaving every
fourth one for Jace.

“Hey! Where have you been?
We were gonna leave you a note!” Gregory said, after getting his
second shot down. Every person in this apartment was at college on
scholarship. The lack of money had them getting tipsy before they
ever left the house. Drinks were too expensive at the
bar.

“Y’all go on without me.
I’ll catch up later,” Jace said, bypassing the group.

“You had sex!” Jonathon
called out.

“You did. Lucky boy!”
Gregory seconded. Jace ignored them, not even turning back, because
no way could he share and they might wear him down until he told
something.

“You’re walking funny. You
bottomed!” Gregory called out. Jace shut his bedroom door, and
reached back to push the lock in, smiling when he heard them at the
door.

“Details! We need details!
I’m the bottom! You never bottom!” Jace couldn’t tell if Jonathon
or Gregory yelled at his door. They were both crazy and had zero
sense of decorum. They would do or say anything.

“Way off base as usual,”
Jace yelled back, grabbing his iPod and shoving the earbuds in his
ear, he totally ignored his roommates as he selected a playlist and
stretched out on his bed, thinking about Colt.

There was a game plan to dating. Jace
wondered if he’d said yes too quickly? Nobody wanted the guy who
was ripe for the picking. Jace struggled with his feelings. No
question, he was already falling hard for Colt. After one session
in a locker room and a brief conversation on the phone, he was
completely lost. What would spending days in a tropical paradise do
to him? If he went through with this, he was most definitely
setting himself up for heartbreak.

No way would Colt Michaels come out any
time soon. Besides, if Colt did come out, he’d be the most sought
after gay man on campus. He was too good-looking and drop dead
sexy.

If Jace had said no to Hawaii, he might
not ever get another chance to spend time with him, and he would
most definitely regret that decision for the rest of his life. Fuck
the rules of dating. He had to at least give them a chance, didn’t
he?

 


***

 


Colt circled the McDonald’s parking lot
searching for Jace through the front window of the fast food
restaurant. Jace started almost every morning here, having a fruit
and yogurt parfait and orange juice before his first class. This
being one of the many things Colt had learned by watching Jace from
afar over the years. Colt now started his day following this same
routine because something about seeing Jace first thing in the
morning tended to make his day a little better.

As he circled back around
the side of the building, he got a glimpse of Jace’s blond hair
through the large plate glass window. He quickly scanned the rest
of the restaurant. The place was emptier than normal, which was a
good thing. Colt circled again and came up the side of the building
where he spotted some of the players at the front ordering.
Damn it! He’d have to
wait before going inside, and he prayed Jace didn’t finish before
the others left.

Colt parked in a back spot,
strategically watching the front door. After a few minutes both
players left. That meant Jace was alone inside. Colt tugged his
ball cap low on his head, got out of his car, and jogged across the
parking lot to the front doors.

The element of surprise was on his
side. Jace sat in the corner of the booth, reading the newspaper,
oblivious to his entrance. He was able to make his way to Jace’s
table unseen. Colt slid in the booth, punching the newspaper with
his hand, and got an angry look from Jace before he realized who
sat across from him. Colt’s heart gave a little jolt of excitement
when Jace’s face lit up with recognition.

“Hey you,” Colt
said.

“What are you doing here?”
Jace asked, and then got instantly red-faced, averting his eyes,
looking back down at the table. “Duh, you’re getting
breakfast.”

“Nah, I just know this is
where you usually come in the mornings, and I got your ticket. You
might need this,” Colt said, sliding an envelope across the table.
“I tried to get us on the same flight, but everything’s all booked
up. I’ll be arriving a few hours before you. I also got a rental
car in your name. All the information’s in the packet because we
won’t be leaving together. Now I just wish I’d let them book me two
tickets when they first offered up the beach house,” Colt said,
keeping his casual attitude, but staring directly into Jace’s
eyes.

Jace picked up the envelope, opened it,
doing a quick thumb through of the contents inside. The cost of the
ticket was evidently still in the flight itinerary. “Colt, this was
so much money, are you sure your agent’s good with
this?”

“I’m positive. I probably
won’t get to see you before we leave. I’m sorry about that, but
we’ll be alone on the island,” Colt said, as a couple of students
walked into the restaurant. They noticed Colt immediately, giving a
nod before looking over at Jace. Colt caught the subtle look, but
it was still a questioning glare nonetheless. “I gotta go. I just
wanted to give you this and tell you thank you again for last
night.”

“Wait, how did you know I
would be here?”

“I told you, I’m a creeper
where you’re concerned. I know all about you,” Colt said with a
laugh, but meant every word. He quickly slid out of the booth and
walked away, not giving Jace a chance to respond.

 


 



 


 


 Chapter 3

 


Shit! Colt ran across the Hawaiian bungalow to the kitchen stove,
sliding to a stop as he grabbed the boiling pot and pushed it off
the burner. In his need to get everything just right for Jace’s
arrival, he’d almost overcooked their dinner. Not good!

Colt glanced at the large
clock that hung over the brightly painted turquoise and yellow
sideboard. Shit! Jace’s plane just landed. He figured he had about twenty
minutes before Jace got through baggage claim and left the airport.
The drive to the beach house would take another thirty minutes.
That gave Colt a little under an hour to shower, dress, and get the
fire started. He also needed to put the fish he’d purchased from
the restaurant over the fire to warm, and he still needed to set
the table properly. In all the time Colt had to plan for Jace’s
arrival, he never thought he’d be this far behind.
Shit! Shit! Shit!

Dumping the seafood in the colander at
the sink, he flung the pot on the stove and ran to the bathroom.
His hair would take the most time, but he desperately wanted to
look his best for Jace. Because Jace always looked so fucking hot.
A grin he couldn’t contain spread across his face as he tore his
T-shirt over his head and tossed it in the general direction of his
suitcase. Excitement filled his soul. Colt was happy. Seriously,
emotionally happy for the first time in a long time, maybe even
ever, and didn’t that just feel fan-fucking-tastic!

 


***

 


“Is he seriously not here?”
Jace said aloud to no one as he stood at the front door to the
bungalow waiting for Colt to answer his knock. The doubt that
plagued him for the last few days reared its ugly head. He knocked
again, this time using the side of his balled up fist to pound
against the wooden door. Jace stepped back on the porch and looked
at the house, before stepping forward again and sticking his ear to
the door to listen inside. He saw and heard nothing. No one was
home.

Stop doubting everything.
He wouldn’t have fucked you, called you, texted over and over, and
flown you here as some sort of sick practical joke. Right?
Jace stared at the house. Already dusk outside,
the night was coming on fast and Jace palmed his phone. Maybe he
had the wrong house. And he had absolutely no signal.
Great!

So he knocked again, actually banging
hard on the door this time. Five minutes later, he steeled up his
spine and moved. The pending dusk was turning full night, and if
this was a practical joke, it needed to go ahead and happen so
everyone could get a good laugh and he could find a ride back to
the airport.

This certainly wouldn’t be the first
time he’d been on the receiving end of a cruel prank. Nothing he
hadn’t endured before, many times over. Jocks, in his opinion,
could be among the worst homophobes. They always tried to one up
the other in some kind of sick, dick measuring contest to prove how
alpha manly and hetero they were.

Jace left his bags on the front porch
and walked the length of the well-kept bungalow. He stepped
cautiously off the porch, through the flowerbed, careful not to
step on any of the colorful blooms or mess up any of the tropical
plants as he pressed his face against the dusty glass of the window
to peer inside. He searched for any movement.

Disappointed there had been no sign of
Colt, he made his way back to the porch where he’d left his bag.
Jace stood there, his back to the door, mentally cussing himself
for letting his guard so far down. Was this the big end-of-college
joke for the senior football players? He didn’t doubt it one bit.
Going after a gay male cheerleader would provide endless hours of
fun for those guys. He gave in and looked up, giving the overhang
of the porch a quick scan to see if there were any
cameras.

To say Jace had been made fun of quite
a bit over years was an understatement. Jokes were still a daily
occurrence that never seemed to get old to those playing them.
Hell, Jace traveled regularly with bullying, testosterone-filled,
mean-spirited jokers hiding behind the semblance of a football
team. Practical jokes and sexual orientation slurs were part of
daily life, but it never occurred to him Colt might have planned
something like this.

Being abandoned in Hawaii…
how was that even funny? Except there was no way he could afford to
get home. Colt had his return ticket. Everyone knew he didn’t have
a dime to his name. Jace was on a straight up academic scholarship,
with cheerleading footing the rest of the bill. And, for whatever
reason, his heart dropped. Jace had really started to believe Colt
was truly into him. What was he going to do now?
Fuck!

Sounds other than the ocean pulled
Jace’s attention to the backyard. He took the stairs down, his
flips flops kicking up sand as he tracked his way to the back. On
guard, he took in his surroundings and noticed the next closest
neighbor was still a distance away. He only knew there was a
neighbor because he could see the roof of a bungalow in the
distance. The properties were separated by dense tropical foliage.
Jace rounded the corner to the back of the house, stopping dead in
his tracks. A grin came to his lips, and he stood there for just a
moment, staring.

Colt was alone in the back,
lighting tiki torches that illuminated the path from the back of
the house all the way down to the beach. His swim trunks hung low
on his hips, and he was shirtless. Jace watched the muscles flex in
Colt’s back as he lifted his arm to ignite the torch.
Damn! Jace studied Colt’s
profile as the guy turned and lit another wick. Intent on his task,
Colt hadn’t noticed him staring.

“Hey,” Jace called out, his
grin growing bigger as he walked toward Colt. Colt startled and
spun around, almost dropping the lighter.

“Damn it! You’re already
here? Shit!” Jace stopped in his tracks. His smile faded instantly.
Maybe this was a practical joke after all. “I wanted to meet you at
the front door, surprise you with all of this. I thought I had ten
more minutes!” Colt abandoned the lighting of the torches, his bare
feet sinking in the sand as he headed straight toward him. He wore
a big sexy smile on his face as he reached out to take Jace’s
duffel off his shoulder.

“Have you eaten yet?” Colt
asked. Just like Jace had come to expect, Colt was the definition
of random emotion, jumping from one thought to the next, never
really hanging on to any one mood for too long. Colt leaned in for
a quick kiss, slinging the duffel over his shoulder, and took
Jace’s hand as if it was the most natural move in the
world.

“No, you told me not to.”
Jace tried to catch up with everything going on around
him.

“And you listened? See, you
were made for me,” Colt teased. He was back to humor, now dragging
Jace toward the house. Jace tried to look over the backyard,
spotting a table set up close to the water. Two chairs were
anchored in the sand. A lit fire pit lay close by. “Are you tired?
I have this whole thing planned out here, but if you want to sleep,
or something, go ahead. I can wait.”

“Did you do all this?” Jace
asked and realized Colt was already walking them up the steps to
the back door. “Why are we going inside?”

“Well, maybe you don’t
listen so well after all. I’ll have to remember that,” Colt
deadpanned. “And to think I was so proud of our progress.” He
pulled Jace into his arms, steps from the back door. “I made dinner
for us. There’s some beer out there. You like Corona,
right?”

“How do you know that?” Jace
asked. His attention fully on Colt’s body pressed against
his.

“I’ve traveled all over the
world with you, cheer boy. I know what you drink. I know you eat
almost no meat, but tons of seafood. You like fresh, raw foods as
opposed to cooked. See?” Colt gave him a wink, clearly proud of his
knowledge.

“How do you know that? You
seriously keep shocking the hell out of me, Colt,” Jace said.
Colt’s grin widened as he took Jace’s arms and wrapped them around
his waist.

“Good. Now answer me? You
ready to start this vacation, or are you tired or something?” Colt
asked. His expression turned thoughtful as he studied Jace’s
face.

“No, I’m definitely ready to
start our vacation,” Jace said, holding Colt tighter in his
arms.

“Let’s get you inside. I
bought you a pair of island swim trunks. You don’t have to wear
them, but I thought of you when I saw them. I thought we could
share a room, but if you want your own space, I can bunk in the
other one,” Colt said with another abrupt mood change; this time
from fun and flirty to tour guide.

Colt stepped from the embrace and took
Jace’s hand to pull him through the bungalow to a back bedroom.
Jace barely had time to absorb any of the details, they were moving
so fast, but he didn’t miss a beat in the bedroom. His heart picked
up the pace at the thought of Colt spending so much time preparing
for his arrival. Unlit candles were spread over every available
surface. There was an open bottle of wine chilling in a stew pot by
the bed. Wild orchids, plumeria, and hibiscus flowers were
handpicked and placed all around the room, adding to the tropical
decor. Colt didn’t seem to notice his pause. He dumped Jace’s bag
in the closet without much care. On the bed was a pair of
brightly-colored swim trunks, handpicked and waiting for him. The
sweet gesture didn’t escape him.

“Here are the swim trunks I
was telling you about.” Colt motioned to the bed and turned back
toward him, his smile faded and his brow narrowed as he looked over
to Jace. “Why are you by the door? Do you want another room?” An
expression of what must have been disappointment crossed Colt’s
face, and there was another abrupt change in his posture. Jace was
growing to love all the moods of Colt.

“Thank you for the trunks.
Did you do all this?” Jace slowly stepped inside. Impressed with
the visible effort and thought Colt obviously put into his
arrival.

“Yeah?” he narrowed his brow
again, clearly confused, and looked around the room. “You don’t
like it?”

“Is it for me?” Jace asked,
stopping when he stood directly in front of Colt.

“Yeah.” This time Colt
really looked confused. “Who else…”

“Do you do this kind of
stuff all the time?” Jace inquired as he turned to the bed,
scooping up a bloom, bringing it to his nose. He shut his eyes,
breathing in the sweet scent. For the first time since Jace
arrived, chatty Colt went silent. He opened his eyes, watching Colt
intently.

“Do you not want to answer
that question? It’s okay if you’ve done this before. I’m just glad
you did it for me,” Jace continued. He placed the flower back on
one of the pillows and turned his full attention to
Colt.

“I haven’t ever done this
before. It’s probably dumb. I just wanted it special for you.
You’ve made me happy. I always envisioned you laughing at me if I
ever approached you. I can’t remember ever being this content
before. I just wanted to give that back to you,” Colt replied
quietly. He dropped his hands to the nonexistent pockets of his
swim trunks, and when the movement failed to achieve the desired
result, he shoved them behind his back. “I want this to happen
between us. More than you know.”

Jace stood in front of Colt, studying
him, not missing the nervous fidget from the usually overconfident
Colton Michaels. Was he worried? Surely not! Jace’s attention was
immediately drawn to Colt’s mouth as his tongue darted out, leaving
a wet trail across his lower lip, before he began to worry the lip
with his teeth. God, he was gorgeous.

They were closer to the same height
than Jace first thought. They fit well together, and Jace knew that
for a fact. Colt’s long dark lashes brushed his cheek when he
blinked. When he focused those ice blue eyes on him, Jace’s heart
melted. Every bit of resistance he’d used to keep himself at even a
small distance dissolved, and he reached up, taking Colt’s face
between his hands.

“No one’s ever done anything
like this for me before, Colt. Thank you,” Jace whispered as he
leaned forward initiating a kiss between them for the first time.
He slanted his mouth over Colt’s, trying to gain entrance. They
only really kissed once in their locker room experience.

The hours they’d spent on the phone
together, the dozens and dozens of text messages, combined with the
effort Colt had gone to for him was better than any foreplay Jace
had ever received. Colt opened, and Jace manned up, making the move
to tug Colt closer to him. Their hips met, and he groaned at the
contact, sliding his tongue forward at the same moment Colt snaked
his arms around his waist and fused their bodies
together.

It was spontaneous combustion. Colt’s
hips rolled into Jace. They were both hard and ready. The grinding
of their cocks almost undid Jace. He thrust his tongue deeper into
Colt’s sweet mouth, deepening the kiss as his hands slid down
Colt’s perfect ass.

And then he was sucking air.
A second passed before he realized Colt wasn’t still in the
kiss. Wait! What?

Colt reached forward and
gave him a peck on the lips one last time before he dropped his
arms, releasing Jace from their embrace, and slowly backed away,
completely severing all contact between them. This was not in
Jace’s current game plan at all! Why was he gone? Jace looked
around, completely confused. What the hell
just happened? Why aren’t we in bed?

“I want to do this right
this time. You change into the trunks, if you want, and come down
to the beach. I’m sorry I can’t take you out on a date just yet,
because… well, you know. But I can spend time with you here, be
with you right now, and that’s what I want. Get dressed and come
outside,” Colt said, now standing by the bedroom door. Jace didn’t
even have time to protest.

“Change! And stop looking
like that. Let me do this right, Jace, baby,” Colt said, and left
the bedroom, Jace still completely at a loss as to why they weren’t
already naked with their dicks in each other’s mouths. They should
be having sex by now. When did that stop being the plan?

Jace gave in and adjusted his cock in
his shorts. He was so hard he had to stick his hand inside the
waistband to fully adjust himself. His prick vehemently protested,
but he wasn’t going to beg Colt to do him. Right? After reweighing
that option, Jace finally turned back to the bed, eyeing the swim
trunks. Colt was right; the bright floral print did suit
him.
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