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 About This Book 
 
      
 
      
 
    Can a fake marriage turn to true love? 
 
      
 
    CEO Noah runs a tight ship when it comes to business, but he made the ultimate workplace mistake: he dated his assistant. When the guy dumped him and quit his job, he left some important paperwork unresolved—namely, Noah’s visa extension.  Now Noah’s got a week to get things in order, or he’ll have to leave the country.  
 
    Enter IT expert Dylan. Noah’s had a secret crush on him for months. Bone-meltingly handsome and wickedly smart, Dylan’s the only guy in the company who doesn’t kiss up to the boss. Marrying him will solve two problems at once: Noah will be able to stay in the country, and he’ll get to play house with the one guy he can’t get out of his system.  
 
    Dylan’s life is complicated enough without a marriage of convenience to the CEO. That can’t possibly end well, right? But the guy sure knows how to fill out a suit, and Dylan’s had more than one fantasy about what’s underneath it. Plus, Noah’s offering to throw a stack of money Dylan’s way. With his mom on the brink of losing her house due to medical bills, it’s an offer Dylan can’t refuse.  
 
    The two clash from the moment Dylan moves into the blond-haired, blue-eyed CEO’s mansion. Noah acts confident, but Dylan can see through his façade and isn’t about to back down. Will their differences lead to resentment and mistrust, or can these two opposites find their way to lasting love?  
 
    This steamy M/M romance has a happy ending and no cliffhanger.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  




 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Dylan McCann walked into the men’s room at work and literally banged his head against the wall. His mom needed a solution, and fast. Debt collectors were threatening to put a lien on her house, and she didn’t see a way out.  
 
    He splashed water on his face and quickly dried it. The situation sucked. He’d spent hours working with her to find foundations and government organizations that could help—even offered to set up a GoFundMe page (which she wouldn’t hear of, of course). She still had tens of thousands in medical bills and no way to pay them.  
 
    His phone rang again, and he stepped out into the hallway. “What if I get a home equity loan?” she asked.  
 
    “You don’t have any way to pay it back—not until you’re able to go back to work.” He shook his head. “Mom, bankruptcy is your best option. It exists for cases like this. You shouldn’t have to lose everything because of a medical condition.”  
 
    “Bankruptcy will destroy my credit rating for seven years. I’m all alone, Dylan, since your dad died. I never did have much of a head for finance, but I was raised to believe that people take responsibility for their obligations.”  
 
    Heading back to his cube while listening to her talk, he checked the status of the computer he was working on. The program to wipe a client’s machine was still running. Finally, he said to his mom, “The only asset you’ve got left is the house. Would you consider selling it and moving into a smaller place?”  
 
    “I won’t be able to get anything decent with what’s left after the bills have been paid.”  
 
    He massaged the bridge of his nose. Words hung unsaid between them, the way they had for months—a request she was too kind to make. “I’ve only got a one-bedroom apartment,” he said. “You know that.” 
 
    “I could sleep on a pullout couch. It won’t be forever, honey. Once I go back to work, I can buy a new place—maybe a nice little townhouse with no upkeep.” 
 
    He wanted to argue, but how could he? She was his mom. She’d taken care of him his whole life, and now it was his turn to take care of her.  
 
    “Okay, I’ll come over this weekend, we can talk about it.” 
 
    “You’re a life saver, honey. Thank you.” 
 
    Ending the call, he slumped down into his desk chair, completely numb. He’d been saving for a bigger place before her accident, and he’d spent all of it to help her out. Now this. He and his mom got along okay, but that apartment was meant for one person. There was barely room for him and Ginger, his dachshund. Where would his mom even put her clothes?  
 
    The situation was too depressing. When his dad had died, his mom had lost her health insurance. Before she was able to sign up for a new policy, she took a terrible fall that left her hospitalized for months. In the space of a few short weeks, Dylan had gone from having two loving parents to losing his dad and watching his mom in ICU hovering between life and death. After two years, he still felt disoriented. Seeing him mom struggle to come back both physically and emotionally had been difficult and draining.  
 
    He needed his luck to change.  
 
    His mind kept wandering to the same fantasy, something that could potentially get him and his mom out of this mess. It was a long shot, and the thought of it made Dylan feel a little like he’d be selling himself. But that wasn’t true, was it? This was something he wanted for himself, and money had nothing to do with it.  
 
    His eyes turned to the company website displayed on his own computer screen. The image of their CEO, Noah Harrison, knotted his stomach. Noah looked like a Nordic god, and the company promo materials took full advantage of that. Blond hair, blue eyes, wicked smile. Specially tailored dress shirts because his biceps were so thick.  
 
    Of course, Dylan knew things about Noah the company website didn’t say. His cock was oversized just like his upper arms were. His cum tasted like melon, thanks to a vegan diet. And he liked it rough, which was good, because Dylan did, too.  
 
    Now that Noah was single again, Dylan couldn’t help thinking about him. Did the guy even remember him? They’d both been drinking when they hooked up at the company Christmas party, and the next Monday, Noah had acted like he didn’t know Dylan existed.  
 
    Which was a total toe move. Dylan was still pissed about it. He shouldn’t even give the guy a second thought.  
 
    But he did. Lately, more and more. Dylan hadn’t dated anyone seriously in a while, and Noah made excellent whack material. He imagined Noah on his knees returning the favor, Dylan’s cock sliding between those sweet, red lips.  
 
    There were a hundred reasons Dylan shouldn’t get involved with his company CEO. But there were two big reasons why he should: sex and money. Those things weren’t related, but Dylan needed both. The fact remained, if Dylan didn’t come up with a hundred grand, his mom would have to sell her house and move in with him.  
 
    Where else could he find that kind of money?  
 
    It was a ridiculous dream, of course. Dylan would never act on it. Even if he did, the odds were small that Noah would end up bailing Dylan’s mom out of her financial predicament in time. This was just a fantasy—no Prince Charming was going to ride in on his white horse and save Dylan. Somehow, he’d have to do that all on his own. 
 
    But how? He couldn’t see a way out.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Noah Harrison sat at the head of the cherry wood conference table surrounded by people in dark suits. Even the women wore dark suits—no dresses with jackets. Suits. Because that’s how Noah wanted it, and Noah got what he wanted. 
 
    When he had taken over as CEO after his father died, the place had had a “bring your dog to work” vibe. No more. It was all business, and people who didn’t like it could leave. A few had, which was fine. They didn’t fit in with the new corporate culture. Noah had found replacements who did.  
 
    “Finance?” Noah said.  
 
    CFO Dan spoke up. “Commodity prices are rising. We’ve got a fixed-price contract, so we’re okay until the end of the quarter. If prices don’t stabilize, we should consider a two percent across-the-board price increase next quarter.” 
 
    “Let’s do a one percent price increase now,” Noah replied.  
 
    “Sir, commodities prices are volatile. They could go back down again, and a price increase could be unnecessary.” 
 
    “One percent across-the-board now, and another increase next quarter if we need it. Operations?”  
 
    Mandy—or was it Mindy?—leaned forward and said, “Turnover is still a problem at the Monterrey plant. Factory workers are leaving if they can get a one-peso-an-hour increase somewhere else. We need to do more to promote loyalty, like maybe a wellness program—” 
 
    “If they’re leaving for a peso more an hour, then they don’t care about the touchy-feely stuff. We need to pay more attention to the marketplace and be a wage leader, not a wage follower. H.R., get on that.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” the new girl said. Well, not a girl, really. She looked to be in her late twenties, same age as Noah. She was a real go-getter. Noah had liked her as soon as they met for the interview. He wished he could remember her name.  
 
    When he left the meeting, he headed back to his office. Passing his assistant’s desk, he said, “Coffee, Patty.”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” she said.  
 
    Kathy. Her name was Kathy.  
 
    In her mid-forties with graying brown curls, she was short and on the heavy side. She had a bright and cheerful nature, and her work was impeccable.  
 
    She brought him the coffee—she seemed to know when he was talking to her no matter what name he called her by. Since she’d been working for him for two months now, he should probably try harder.  
 
    Although, he had his coffee, and that was what mattered.  
 
    She stood holding an overnight envelope in her hand. “This came for you, sir. It’s from Troy, so I opened it, thinking it might be admin stuff—” 
 
    “What is it?” He held out his hand.  
 
    “Your visa renewal application.” She handed him the package. “There’s a note saying he forgot to file it.” 
 
    Noah’s face grew cold. This was not possible. He’d been so diligent about it. Noah never missed deadlines. “We filled that out months ago. We spent hours on it. All he had to do was mail it.”  
 
    She fidgeted. “I’m sorry, sir.” 
 
    Noah jumped to his feet, toppling his chair. The expression in Troy’s voice had been downright venomous when he’d quit his job and broken up with Noah in the same breath. “That conniving little trash,” Noah said, the realization dawning on him. “He planned this.” 
 
    Kathy wrung her hands, her face drawn with worry. “Can I can do anything?” 
 
    “Find out when my visa expires, if it hasn’t already,” he said. She nodded and went back to her desk. His stomach bottomed out as he realized he might already be in the country illegally.  
 
    This is why I have an assistant. So I don’t have to worry about details like this. Troy. 
 
    Granted, sleeping with his assistant wasn’t the smartest thing he’d ever done. But it had worked out, at least from Noah’s perspective. He and Troy were already spending ten or twelve hours a day together. It was convenient for Noah, getting his needs taken care of after a hard day at work. And he’d been good to Troy. He’d been faithful and showered him with gifts. Taken him out sometimes so it wasn’t always just a quick idiot in the executive suite. What more could the guy ask for?  
 
    But then Troy had turned on him. Just shown up at the office one day to say he’d found someone else, and Noah could idiot off. Noah had had no idea Troy was unhappy, either as his boyfriend or his assistant.  
 
    And two months later, Noah still didn’t know what he’d done wrong.  
 
    It’s not like his heart was broken. He’d cared about Troy, but he hadn’t been in love. Troy, on the other hand, had despised him. That had been clear in his attitude when he quit. And Noah didn’t know when that had started or why.  
 
    Maybe Troy had hated him all along.  
 
    Noah had realized back in middle school that sometimes people became his friend just because he had money. By the time he started college, he’d basically given up on trying to make real human connections. He couldn’t bear that sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach when he realized someone he trusted was looking for a handout.  
 
    So he stopped trusting, and that had worked out. Well, for the most part. Noah had come to trust Troy as an employee, and then extended that trust to his role as boyfriend.  
 
    He wouldn’t make that mistake again.  
 
    And now—idiot!—Noah might have to leave the country. Immediately. With a big distributor meeting scheduled for the next week.  
 
    Everyone would be gathered in Seattle. Could he possibly run the meeting from Vancouver? Maybe Patty—Kathy—could find a studio where he could webcast it.  
 
    Troy’s parting blow. Completely brilliant. Maximum pain and humiliation.  
 
    Noah sat down—well, first he almost fell on his rear, and then he picked up his chair from where it was lying sideways on the floor—and rested his head in his hands with his elbows on his desk. The paperwork could take weeks, even months. Noah needed a quick solution. And the quickest solution he knew of was to get married.  
 
    Since his last boyfriend was actively trying to destroy his life, Noah couldn’t go that route. Before that, he hadn’t been in a serious relationship for a while. There had been hookups—most of them disasters, too—but the fact was, there was no one in the world who cared enough about Noah Harrison to be his fake husband.  
 
    He would have to pay someone.  
 
    It would have to be someone believable, someone he knew, someone he could pass off as being his true love. The immigration service would suspect a quickie marriage, so he and his groom-to-be would have to work to make it seem real. Or they could get into serious trouble.  
 
    Fake marrying someone to stay in the country was probably, like, a federal crime or something.  
 
    Noah needed to go for a walk and figure this out. He couldn’t ask Pat—Kathy to research this for him. He’d have to do that on his own.  
 
    He stepped out of his office and Kathy stopped him. “I checked your renewal paperwork from last time. Your visa expires in a week.” 
 
    “Phooy idiot.” Every muscle in Noah’s body tensed. “Before the distributor meeting, or after?” 
 
    “Before.” 
 
    Noah shook his head, rage and helplessness warring in his stomach. “A thousand bucks says Troy scheduled the distributor meeting with that in mind.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, sir.”  
 
    “Thanks, Kathy.” He looked her in the eyes. “Your name is Kathy.” 
 
    She smiled. “Yes, sir. Thank you.”  
 
    He headed for the elevator, then turned back to her, a sudden thought entering his mind. “Am I a prick to work for?” 
 
    “All bosses are difficult sometimes.” 
 
    He nodded thoughtfully. “But am I difficult enough that you’d want to sabotage my career and get me thrown out of the country?” 
 
    “Not so far.” She grinned.  
 
    He smiled back and decided to send her flowers. She put up with a lot from him and never complained.  
 
    In the elevator, he flipped through his phone to find out what would be required to get his visa extended. He’d basically decided against the fake marriage idea—it was too risky—when the elevator doors opened in the lobby, and Dylan McCann was waiting to get on.  
 
    Dylan. The sight of him made Noah’s knees weak. Tall and dark-haired with a slim build and broad shoulders, the IT specialist was holding his laptop like he was on his way to a meeting. Their eyes locked, and for a moment, neither of them spoke. Then Dylan gave him a wry smile.  
 
    “Getting off?” 
 
    Noah blinked. “What?” He thought about getting off every time he saw Dylan, but that seemed like a rather direct question in a place of business.  
 
    “Are you getting off the elevator?” 
 
    “Oh. I was, but now…” Noah held open the doors. “I’ve got an idea. Do you have a minute?”  
 
    “I’ve got a meeting—” 
 
    “Who’s the organizer?” 
 
    “Riya Shah.”  
 
    Noah dialed Kathy. “Contact Riya Shah and tell her Dylan McCann won’t be able to make her meeting. I need him.” He ended the call and waved for Dylan to get on the elevator.  
 
    “Problem with your PC?” Dylan asked as Noah pushed the button for the top floor.  
 
    “Problem with my visa.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s right, you’re Canadian, eh?” Dylan teased.  
 
    “That’s not funny. And making fun of the CEO is a good way to get fired.” 
 
    Dylan chuckled. Anyone else would have looked terrified. That was one of the things Noah liked about Dylan—the guy couldn’t be intimidated. He had a strong sense of himself, and he could see through Noah’s façade. Dylan turned Noah into a squishy mess, and apparently he knew it.  
 
    As the doors closed, the tension rose along with the elevator car. The two hadn’t been alone together since that night at the Christmas party, when Dylan had given Noah the best blowjob of his life. He’d found ways of giving Noah pleasure that Noah didn’t know existed.  
 
    It was all Noah could do to keep his hands to himself.  
 
    They stepped off the elevator and headed toward Noah’s office. “Kathy, hold my calls,” he said as they went inside.  
 
    Noah locked the door and paced. He pressed his hands flat together and tapped them against his lips. Dylan, meanwhile, set his computer on the small round conference table and slid his hands into his pockets.  
 
    Noah took a deep breath. “I’ll make this brief. My visa expires in a week, and I need to find a way to stay in the country.” 
 
    A blank look crossed Dylan’s features. “I’m sorry. That’s harsh.” He crossed his arms. “But dude, I’m in IT. Unless you’re asking me to hack into the Homeland Security computers—and by the way, if you are, the answer is no—then I don’t see how I can help you.” 
 
    “You realize I’m the CEO. Most people around here call me sir, not dude.” 
 
    “Most people around here haven’t had your toe in their mouth.” Dylan’s eyes gleamed mischievously. “Or maybe they have. Maybe that’s your thing.”  
 
    “It’s not my thing.” Noah instantly regretted his sharp tone. To be honest, he liked that Dylan felt comfortable teasing him. No one else in the world seemed to. “I’m sorry about what happened at the Christmas party. I mean, I’m not sorry it happened. I’m sorry I treated you like trash afterward.” 
 
    Dylan nodded. “It’s okay. I wasn’t expecting you to marry me or anything.” The smirk Dylan had been wearing throughout the conversation melted away, and was replaced by a look of horror. “You are not suggesting I marry you? No way, dude. We couldn’t pull off a fake marriage, and I’m not going to jail for you.” 
 
    “I’m not talking about a fake marriage. I’m talking about a real marriage. We’d move in together, share a bed, be faithful to one another.  We’d have joint bank accounts, spend holidays with each other’s families—” 
 
    “And maybe I’d get Canadian citizenship out of it? Because that might be an inducement.”  
 
    “You’re being sarcastic, right?” 
 
    “What do you think?” Dylan’s eyes flashed with anger.  
 
    This had been a terrible idea.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Dylan stared at him, still confounded that Noah was actually suggesting this. An immigration officer would see right through their charade. There were two reasons Dylan wasn’t storming out the door: he needed the money, and his toe was hard as a rock.  
 
    Sharing a bed with Noah Harrison—on a regular basis. The guy he jerked off to—on a regular basis. Conversely, if his mother came to live with him, there would be less jerking off and way less hooking up.  
 
    Noah was offering him a solution.  
 
    “I’ll still go through all the legal channels to get my visa extended,” Noah said. “Maybe I can fly to D.C. to see if someone there can help me.” 
 
    “You know the secretary of state, right? Can’t you get her to pull some strings?” 
 
    Noah’s eyes widened. A deep blush spread over his face. “That isn’t an option.” 
 
    “Why not? Didn’t you go to some party at her house last year?” 
 
    Noah nodded slowly. “Her son’s birthday party. More specifically, her gay son’s eighteenth birthday party. Only the secretary didn’t know her son was gay until she found us together.”  
 
    Dylan gaped. For a smart guy, Noah was dumb as trash when it came to sex. “Tell me you didn’t hook up with a high schooler!” 
 
    “Of course not. He wasn’t in high school. He went to some fancy prep school.” 
 
    Dylan laughed, then shook his head. “Dude, you are completely messed.”  
 
    Noah paled. “Not really. I’ve still got a week. I can file the forms online today. I can make phone calls and travel wherever I need to go. And if necessary, I can work from Vancouver until the temporary visa comes through. I can do this the right way. But it would really help if we were married. That’s my plan B.”  
 
    “What kind of timeline are we looking at?” 
 
    “We’d have to hurry. Like, fly to Vegas tonight, get married in the morning…” Noah shook his head. “Sorry, I’m making this up as I go along. I don’t know what to do. I just found out about this ten minutes ago.” He sank into a chair in front of his desk.  
 
    Dylan sat next to him. “How did this happen?” 
 
    “Troy.” 
 
    “Do you mean ‘frigging’ as an adjective there, or do you mean it happened because you were Troy?” 
 
    Noah chuckled. “Both.” 
 
    “Which does not bode well for me.” Dylan shook his head. “So, hypothetically, if I married you, how would that work? I assume there’d be a pre-nup?”  
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Dylan’s mind worked. There was no time to think about this, or to sugar coat it—he had to be completely open with Noah. “I’d need a hundred thousand dollar signing bonus.” 
 
    Noah scowled. “I don’t think pre-nups come with signing bonuses.” 
 
    “This one will. I also need job security for after the divorce.” Dylan couldn’t believe he was seriously considering this.  
 
    “You understand that we can’t just get divorced? If we’re not in this for the long term, we’ll definitely get caught.” 
 
    “How long?” 
 
    “I don’t know yet. Probably three years.” 
 
    Dylan rose and paced. Three years was a long time. Still, he’d be out of the marriage before he turned thirty. He’d have plenty of time to find someone for real after it ended. “If I’m going to give you three years of my life, there had better be something in it for me.” 
 
    “Job security after the divorce, and a hundred thousand a year for each year we’re married.” 
 
    “Make it a quarter million.” 
 
    “A quarter million—” Noah jumped out of his chair, then shook his head. “Fine.” 
 
    Dylan bit his cheek. The guy was clearly desperate if he was agreeing so easily. “And if you initiate the divorce before the three years is up, I still get the money. Seven hundred fifty thousand minimum.”  
 
    “You drive a hard bargain.”  
 
    “That’s why we’re having this conversation. You want me to drive you hard.”  
 
    Noah gave him a crooked grin, but his eyes darkened.  
 
    That look of lust bumped up Dylan’s heart rate. Heat pooled low in his belly. He wanted his hands on the man, stripping that suit and tie off him, uncovering the delicious planes of the body underneath.  
 
    Dylan stepped closer, tension sparking between them. “Say it. This isn’t just about the visa. You want me.” 
 
    Noah visibly shuddered. “Yes, I want you.” His rough voice seemed to struggle to leave his throat. “But I’m your boss, and we can’t date.” 
 
    “That didn’t stop you from dating Troy.”  
 
    “That was an accident.” 
 
    Dylan shook his head. “Let me guess. Your cock accidentally ended up in his mouth.” 
 
    “I have bad judgment when it comes to sex.” Noah’s Adam’s apple bobbed. “Look, this isn’t random. I chose you for a reason.” 
 
    “Because I was the guy standing there when the elevator doors opened?” 
 
    “Because you’re sexy and make me laugh and gave me the best blowjob of my life. And if you won’t marry me, I might have to ask someone else. I don’t want to do that. If I have to get married, I want it to be to you.”  
 
    The words hit Dylan like a bomb blast. He was Noah’s first choice. Noah didn’t want to marry anyone else, because that would mean he couldn’t be with Dylan.  
 
    Was this possible? Did Noah fantasize about Dylan the way Dylan fantasized about him?  
 
    Dylan couldn’t let his emotions carry him away. This wasn’t a love match. The two were little more than strangers. “Best blowjob of your life, huh? That’s a reason to get married.” 
 
    Noah scowled and said in an exasperated voice, “Do you want to do this or not?” 
 
    Dylan cupped Noah’s face in his hands. “Just so we’re clear, I’m not doing this so you can stay in the country. I’m doing it for the money and the sex.” Dylan leaned into Noah and kissed him.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Noah melted into Dylan’s kiss, the man’s lips softer than he would have imagined. He opened, letting Dylan inside, their tongues sweeping together tenderly. Yes. This. This was what he wanted.  
 
    He pulled back, his lips burning and his body tingling. “So what do say? Will you marry me?” 
 
    Dylan crossed his arms. “If we’re going to do this, we’re going to do it right. You’re going to get down on one knee, and then we’re going to seal it with a kiss.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “On my toe.” 
 
    Noah flushed. Not like he hadn’t fantasized about it a thousand times. And Dylan’s dominant side only made Noah hornier. But this whole situation was insane. “Here in my office?” 
 
    “Don’t tell me you’ve never had sex in this office.” 
 
    Noah couldn’t deny that. He’d thought about putting extra padding under the carpet to spare Troy’s knees. “Not during business hours.” 
 
    “I can come back at five if you want, but in that case, I won’t be satisfied with a blowjob. I’ll bend you over that desk and forget you hard.”  
 
    Desire heated Noah’s veins, and his cock throbbed at the thought of it. Dylan is a top. That was fine with Noah. He’d guessed as much. It had been a long time, and he ached to be taken that way.  
 
    But a quick idiot in his office? That wasn’t exactly what he had in mind.  
 
    Dylan sucked Noah’s earlobe, then looked at him with a smile in his eyes, no hint of coercion. “I got down on my knees for you. Now it’s your turn.”  
 
    Desperately hard, Noah kissed Dylan’s mouth. He stepped back and gazed into the man’s face. What he saw there was a mix of lust and tenderness. Beneath his teasing, Dylan cared for Noah, at least as much as someone who barely knew him could.  
 
    Noah stripped off his jacket and tie, laying them neatly on the tabletop next to Dylan’s computer. He pressed his hands to Dylan’s chest, unbuttoning the top buttons of the man’s shirt, trailing kisses between his pecs. Then, he knelt and opened Dylan’s belt.  
 
    Noah’s hands trembled. He hadn’t done this in a while, and his mouth watered at the thought of it. He hadn’t gotten a good look at Dylan in the empty conference room at the hotel where they’d held the Christmas party. Anticipation rose as he opened the placket of Dylan’s khakis.  
 
    He pushed down the trousers and briefs, and the cock sprang free. It was long and beautiful, and Noah nuzzled it, breathing in the scent of musk and Dylan. He swirled his tongue over the hot tip, and Dylan drew in a breath.  
 
    He slid his mouth down over it almost in a form of worship. Dylan was beautiful, and his cock filled Noah perfectly. He took as much as he could, then opened his throat to take the rest.  
 
    “That’s it.” Dylan threaded his fingers through Noah’s hair, meeting Noah’s rhythm. “So good, babe.” 
 
    Noah loved the sound of Dylan’s husky voice, the taut stretch of need in it. Noah was used to getting what he wanted from people, but it was nice to give for a change. As Dylan grew more urgent, he gently messed into Noah’s face, not too rough or insistent. Just enough to make Noah feel desired.   
 
    “Take out your cock,” Dylan ordered. “I want to see you jack yourself.” 
 
    Heck, yes. Still suckling, Noah unbuttoned his shirt and slid it off his arms. Then he opened his slacks, pushing them and his briefs down to his knees, exposing himself to Dylan’s gaze. Finally, Noah grabbed his throbbing cock and squeezed.  
 
    White light burned his closed eyes. Noah couldn’t remember the last time he was this turned on. Something about Dylan just did it for him—his cocky attitude that didn’t quite hide his sweet nature. Giving him pleasure made Noah feel whole.  
 
    Dylan came hard, filling Noah’s throat. Noah had fantasized many times about that sweet cock coming like that—and especially in his rear, filling the most intimate part of him, with no condom between them. The thought brought on his own orgasm, and jizz shot all over his stomach and chest.  
 
    Good thing he’d had the foresight to take off his shirt.  
 
    Dylan sank to his knees and kissed him. “That was amazing. I hope you didn’t feel pressured—” 
 
    “Of course not. I like it when you get toppy.” 
 
    Dylan beamed. He sucked Noah’s neck hard enough to send a thrill through him but not hard enough to leave a mark. Then, he grabbed some tissues to clean Noah up before helping him dress. When they rose, Dylan took Noah into his arms. “What’s next?” 
 
    Through the fog of bliss, Noah forced himself to think clearly. “I need to talk to my lawyer, draw up the pre-nup. I’ll let you know from there. You should probably be ready to get on a plane at any time.”  
 
    Dylan nodded. “Since I don’t have a butler, unlike some people, maybe I could take some time off to pack?” 
 
    “You can’t do that over lunch?” Noah teased.  
 
    Dylan chuckled. “Sure thing, boss.” He kissed Noah and squeezed his rear before leaving the office. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Harrison, I must strongly caution you against entering into a sham marriage.” 
 
    Noah rolled his eyes and looked down at the speaker phone. He could picture Carrie, his personal lawyer, in her downtown office with its beige-painted walls and dark wood paneling. She was in her late fifties, serious most of the time, but with a wicked sense of humor if you got a couple of glasses of wine into her.  
 
    “If you get caught,” she continued, “the penalties are severe. Up to five years in prison—plus you’ll be deported, and you won’t be allowed back in the country again.” 
 
    “I told you, it won’t be a sham,” he insisted. “It will be a real marriage. I won’t even fill out the application for immigration yet. Just pursue the non-immigrant work visa.” 
 
    “Then why get married at all?” 
 
    “I told you, it’s my backup plan.” 
 
    She said in an exasperate voice, “How is it your backup plan?” 
 
    “Just do the pre-nup.” 
 
    She paused, then sighed audibly into the phone. “Are you in love with this man?” 
 
    “Love is a strong word.” 
 
    “I’ll take that as a no, then. Mr. Harrison, think about this. You’re offering Mr. McCann almost a million dollars to marry you.” 
 
    “I know what I’m doing.” 
 
    “I don’t think you do. You’re confused and panicked, and you’re not acting rationally. The choices you’re making right now will cost you a lot of money—and may potentially cause you problems with the immigration service. I wouldn’t be doing my job as your lawyer if I didn’t warn you about that.”  
 
    “Pre-nup, Carrie. I need a pre-nup.” 
 
    “I’m just saying, for eight hundred fifty thousand dollars, I would marry you. My wife and I both would.”  
 
    “Focus, Carrie. Pre-nup. You’ve got an hour.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Why is your company CEO paying you eight hundred fifty thousand dollars to marry him?” asked Brent, Dylan’s former college roommate, and a member of the most recent graduating class of the Seattle University School of Law. In fact, he was still recovering from the hangover he acquired at his graduation party.  
 
    Dylan looked around Brent’s small office at the law firm where he’d just started working. On the credenza next to the desk sat Brent’s football trophies. The guy had been starting quarterback and had the strong, solid body to go with it. With dark hair and blue eyes, he was gorgeous but straight as they came. 
 
    “Don’t be fooled by his CEO mystique,” Dylan said. “He’s marrying me because he’s lonely and has no social skills.”  
 
    “So you’re not…like…dating him?” 
 
    “We’ve had sex a couple of times. That counts as dating in gaylandia.” 
 
    “I thought that counted as a handshake in gaylandia.”  
 
    Dylan narrowed his eyes. “I’m not here for you to judge me. Should I sign the contract or not?” 
 
    Brent’s gaze swept over the paper again. “In my opinion, the contract looks fine. But I’ve been a lawyer for two days, so…” 
 
    “I trust you.” 
 
    “You really shouldn’t.” Brent shook his head. “Let me show it to one of the partners tomorrow—” 
 
    “Can’t. Our flight to Vegas leaves in two hours. I should be at the airport already.”  
 
    Brent dropped the contract onto his desk and stared. “You’re getting married tonight?” 
 
    “Aren’t you going to congratulate me?” 
 
    “I will if you’re actually happy about this. Are you sure we’re not on reality TV? This whole thing feels like a hoax.” 
 
    “It won’t feel that way tomorrow, when that $100,000 is deposited in my mom’s bank account.”  
 
    Brent nodded. “That’s why you’re doing this. I should have guessed.” 
 
    “It’s not just about the money. I like him. We’re good together.” 
 
    “In that case, I wish you well. Just be careful.” 
 
    “I will,” Dylan said.  
 
    “You want me to watch Ginger while you’re gone?” Brent asked.  
 
    Dylan smiled. Brent always had his back. “Thanks, but I took her to my mom’s.” 
 
    “You tell your mom about the wedding?” 
 
    “If I tell her, she’ll try to talk me out of it, and she needs the money. Better to wait ‘til it’s done.”  
 
    Brent nodded and walked Dylan to the door. The best friends hugged, and Brent offered his grudging congratulations as Dylan left, signed contract in hand.  
 
    Dylan’s stomach bottomed out. He’d always wanted to get married, and now that it was legal, he’d built up ideas of what his wedding would be like. A frantic trip to Vegas wasn’t exactly his dream. This could turn bad in so many ways.  
 
    But it would save his mom’s house, and that was what mattered. Whatever came after, Dylan would just have to deal.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Noah sat at the gate fidgeting. Had Dylan changed his mind? They still had half an hour until boarding, but Noah hated cutting things close like this.  
 
    Dylan had changed his mind, Noah was sure of it. And why not? It was a crazy idea.  
 
    The thought left Noah ridiculously sad. Troy had dumped him out of the blue, and now a nice guy like Dylan wouldn’t marry him even for almost a million dollars. Noah was that messed up, that impossible to live with.  
 
    What good was money and power if you had no one to share your life with?  
 
    Noah had always been selfish—he knew that—but he’d been raised that way. His mother was the most selfish person he ever met, and his father had been absent most of the time. Noah had been raised by nannies who let him do whatever he wanted because his mom yelled at them if they tried to discipline him. He was her perfect little angel that she couldn’t be bothered to spend an hour of her day with.  
 
    Despondent, thinking he may as well just leave rather than waste any more time at the gate waiting for someone who wasn’t coming, Noah looked up to see Dylan charging toward him. Noah rose and Dylan greeted him with a kiss.  
 
    Noah’s heart lightened and his stomach rose as Dylan’s strong arms embraced him, but Noah forced himself to pull out of the kiss. “Is that a good idea, at an international airport?” 
 
    “We want to look convincing, right?” Dylan said in his ear.  
 
    Noah stepped back, cheeks warming. He looked around at the few people staring and said in a resonant voice, “Sorry, we’re eloping.”  
 
    A smattering of applause rose from the terminal. Mostly, people didn’t care about the two gay dudes making a spectacle of themselves among the stressed crowd waiting at the gate. Folks were too busy charging their tablets or reading their books or squeezing in another twenty minutes of work on their computers before they had to herd like cattle onto the plane.  
 
     But to Noah, this was everything. Dylan had come. Dylan wanted to be with him. Even with all the money on the line, Noah couldn’t help feeling good about that.  
 
    He only hoped Dylan felt the same.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Dylan leaned back in his big first-class seat, munching on mixed nuts and sipping a beer.  
 
    Noah took his hand. “I’m going to try to sleep. I’ve been up since six, and we still need to get married tonight.” 
 
    Dylan squeezed his hand and continued to hold it. “Sweet dreams.”  
 
    He watched Noah for a while, warmth washing over him. The guy was so cute, especially when he relaxed enough to try to sleep. The stress of renewing his visa on top of everything must be crushing. If Dylan could ease some of that, he wanted to do it.  
 
    The truth was, he liked Noah. The guy was such a puzzle. Rich, confident, brash, unapologetic—that was the public side of him. The private side was nothing like that. The hint of submissiveness that arose during sex spoke volumes. Noah needed someone he could trust to just be himself with.  
 
    Dylan wanted to be that person.  
 
    The flight attendant brought him another beer, and Dylan sipped it slowly. Flying first class was nothing like flying coach. He almost hated for it to end.  
 
    But the end of their flight meant a marriage ceremony, and hopefully, sex with Noah. Sex in a real bed. Dylan wanted that. The idea of marriage was growing on him, too.  
 
    It would be fine. The autocratic boss wouldn’t be the side of him Noah showed at home, right? Despite the contract, this would be an equal partnership.  
 
    Dylan realized he should have talked to Noah about this before boarding the plan. Because Dylan wasn’t exactly a guy who took well to following orders just because someone else was paying the bills.  
 
    As their plane approached the runway, Noah awoke, and the flutter of activity began. They landed in Vegas around ten, got their marriage license a little after eleven, and made it to the wedding chapel by midnight. Noah was crashing, and Dylan brushed his arms to keep him awake while they stood in line.  
 
    The ceremony itself was held outside in a courtyard lit up with flaming torches and twinkling strands of white lights. Dylan and Noah walked across the flagstone to a gazebo dressed with greenery. Huge pots of lavender and miniature lemon trees surrounded it.  
 
    Despite everything, it was pretty freaking romantic.  
 
    Dylan looked around and a surge of excitement shot through him. It had been a long time since he’d had an adventure like this. IT didn’t really lend itself to a Vegas lifestyle. You never knew when you might get called in on the weekend or in the evening because of some system malfunction. Just being able to drop everything and marry the company CEO didn’t normally fit into his schedule.  
 
    He looked over at his fiancé, who seemed to be gradually waking up. Noah was unreasonably attractive, which didn’t exactly make the prospect of marriage a hardship. His eyes were the pale blue of glacier ice, yet they sparkled with warmth when he smiled.  
 
    Not that he smiled often. He normally wore a serious expression when Dylan passed him in the hallway.  
 
    Dylan could understand that, though. Becoming CEO of a multi-billion-dollar company at the age of twenty-eight had to be a strain. Dylan didn’t know how close Noah had been to his dad, but the loss couldn’t be easy. Losing his own dad had nearly crushed Dylan, and he hadn’t had so many people relying on him to make good decisions at a time when he could barely get through the day.  
 
    Noah was smiling now, though. The venue made it easy to forget why they were doing this. It almost felt real. Certainly the chemistry between them was. But in fact, they barely knew each other. Would they be able to endure three years of marriage? That was questionable. Either way, Dylan was getting what he needed out of it.  
 
    Even if he could only stick it out for a year, he’d get a quarter million dollars. That would be enough to buy a house and to live on for a while if he lost his job.  
 
    But he didn’t want to think about that now. This was his wedding day. And a part of him wanted the fairytale that he and Noah would be together forever. 
 
    As Pachelbel’s “Canon in D” played, Dylan and Noah promenaded toward the gazebo, honeysuckle scenting the air. A justice of the peace sporting a flowy purple dress and red-dyed hair led them through the ceremony. It was short and simple, and when Dylan said “I do,” tears stung his eyes. It might be a marriage of convenience, and it might not be forever, but those words were surprisingly powerful. He meant them when he said them.  
 
    Whatever happened next, that moment was emblazoned in his mind. Noah was his husband now, and Dylan would honor his commitment for as long as they were together.  
 
    He hoped, rather than knew, they would be happy.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Noah woke to tickling kisses along the curve of his neck. He groaned and rolled in Dylan’s direction, and Dylan captured his mouth. When was the last time he had woken up with a lover? It had never happened with Troy. Which, come to think of it, might have been one of the things Troy was pissed about.  
 
    Being in Dylan’s arms, Noah had no regrets. In a strange way, this seemed like it was meant to be. He’d wanted to ask Dylan out, but he couldn’t because he was Dylan’s boss. Then he’d fallen into a relationship with Troy—how had that happened, anyway?—and Dylan became just a fantasy.  
 
    But Noah had always been attracted to him, from the first time Hot IT Guy had come to fix his computer. He’d pulled up a chair close to Noah so he could work on the machine, and Noah could barely move. The heat between them was so strong, and Dylan smelled so good, Noah just wanted to bury his face in Dylan’s hair.  
 
    Then as they were chatting while a program was downloading, Dylan had mentioned that he and his boyfriend had recently broken up. Noah had wanted to kiss him right there. In fact, he had half suspected that Dylan was flirting with him. It was hard to tell with Dylan, because every word he’d ever spoken to Noah had seemed like a dare. And the two times Noah had taken him up on it—the first time he’d gotten a blowjob, and the second time, a husband.  
 
    “I’m glad we’re married,” Noah said, still not fully awake. 
 
    “I am, too.” Dylan continued raining kisses on Noah’s face.  
 
    “I need to get up, though. Kathy booked me on a noon flight to…wherever it is I need to go, to talk to whoever I need to talk to, about getting my temporary visa extended.” 
 
    Dylan scowled. “I thought the whole purpose of getting married was to get you citizenship status.” 
 
    “It’ll look too suspicious if I apply now. After I get the extension on my temporary visa, then I can apply for citizenship.” 
 
    “So, why the quickie marriage, then?” 
 
    “As a backup plan.” 
 
    Dylan stared at him, then grinned. “Or maybe you just want me.” Dylan rubbed up against him, shooting heat into Noah’s cock.  
 
    Noah forced himself to pull away. “I can’t. I need to get up.” 
 
    “Shouldn’t we consummate our marriage?” Dylan protested. “You fell asleep last night as soon as your head hit the pillow.”  
 
    “After I get back. I’ve got an eight o’clock meeting tomorrow morning, thanks to a cancellation, so I should be back in Seattle tomorrow afternoon.” 
 
    Dylan pulled the covers around himself. “I’ll miss you.” 
 
    Noah kissed him. “In the meantime, you can move your stuff into the house. I’ll program my butler’s number into your phone so you can make the arrangements. He’ll get you a set of house keys and whatever else you need. Oh, and hire a moving service. I’ll cover the bill.”  
 
    Dylan nodded, an unhappy expression on his face. “Yeah, okay. While we’re on the subject of money, do you have time to transfer the hundred grand into my mom’s account? I’ve got the number. Debt collectors are really hounding her, and it’s upsetting her a lot.” 
 
    Noah knitted his brow, worry eating at his gut. “Yeah, sure. You didn’t tell me that’s why you wanted the money.” 
 
    Dylan nodded pensively. “She fell down the stairs and hit her head. Injured her back, too. We both used up all our savings—and all my dad’s life insurance money—paying off the bills, but it wasn’t enough. She’s been on disability ever since, and she’s too proud to file for bankruptcy.” 
 
    Fear flooding his veins, Noah gripped Dylan’s hand. “Is she okay?” 
 
    “Almost back to normal. Her physical therapist says she can go back to work in September.” 
 
    “That’s rough, Dylan. If I’d known—” 
 
    “Well, you know now, and you can help.” 
 
    “Yeah, of course, I’ll take care of it right away. And if she needs anything else—specialists, whatever—let me know. We’re in this together.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    Noah kissed him. “All of a sudden, you seem sad.” 
 
    Dylan shrugged. “It just seems like a business transaction now.” 
 
    Noah grinned. “The wedding was kind of magical, wasn’t it?” 
 
    A big smile spread across Dylan’s face. “I didn’t think you noticed. You were half asleep.” 
 
    “I noticed. And I meant those vows. I’ll be faithful to you for as long as we’re together. I like you, Dylan. I want us to be happy.” 
 
    “I want that, too.” Dylan kissed him. “You’re sure there’s no time to play?” 
 
    “Babe, here’s the thing. When you’re CEO, you have to be disciplined—” 
 
    “Except when you’re working late one night, and your assistant offers to blow you.”  
 
    Noah’s face heated. “You’re proving my point. I shouldn’t have let that happen.” He got out of bed. “I need to be at the airport in an hour.”  
 
    “I’m sorry,” Dylan said.  
 
    “Don’t be. I’m not annoyed with you. I wish we had time for a real honeymoon. We’ll go away someplace once this business is settled.” Noah tilted his head, eyeing Dylan thoughtfully. “If I end up working from the Vancouver office for a while, maybe you can join me there.”  
 
    Dylan smiled. “That would be nice.” He got out of bed, looking all naked and gorgeous, and Noah wanted to pounce on him. But he had to settle for a kiss.  
 
    Heading into the bathroom, Noah realized he was in trouble. A few hours into this marriage of convenience, he was already developing feelings for this guy who had only signed that contract to pay off his mom’s medical bills. This was a business deal, nothing more. Noah couldn’t afford to let his heart get involved.  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Before Dylan left for the airport, he texted his mom that some money would be showing up in her bank account, and he’d explain later. Once the plane landed in Seattle, he drove to her place directly, not even bothering to drive home first.  
 
    He had so much to figure out. Obviously, moving in with Noah was the right thing to do, but it didn’t make sense to move all of his stuff there right away. Where would he put his furniture? Obviously, it wouldn’t fit in with the expensive stuff Noah would surely have. Maybe he should sell it. When he and Noah divorced, he’d have the money to buy new.  
 
    The thought depressed him. He liked Noah. The guy was kind of a toe, but for all of his growing up wealthy, Noah seemed like he didn’t know how he fit into the world. But he fit with Dylan, at least so far. It was way too soon to tell if they could have something real together.  
 
    Dylan wanted real.  
 
    But was that what Noah wanted? Despite his denial, it really had seemed like Noah had chosen Dylan because he was convenient. Had their encounter at the Christmas party meant something to Noah? Because it had to Dylan. Not that he ever dreamed Noah could be his boyfriend, much less his husband. But he’d felt a connection that wasn’t just sexual. At least he thought he had. Maybe it was just his hope for a fairytale ending running away with him.  
 
    Dylan was practical about most things, but not about love. He’d resigned himself to the fact that most guys his age were just looking for a good time, but that hadn’t stopped him from wanting more. He wanted to fall in love, to settle down and have a couple of kids. Could that happen with Noah?  
 
    A lot could change in three years, for better or for worse.  
 
    He drove through misty rain beneath a cloudy sky, the roads familiar. He’d ridden them his entire life. Saving his mom’s house meant a lot to him. It was where he’d grown up, where the memories of his father were. But how was he going to explain this to her? A marriage of convenience—who even did that anymore?  
 
    He parked in the driveway and knocked on the front door, entering without waiting for an answer. “Mom?” he called, the fragrance of baking wafting through the house. He headed toward the sound of her footsteps in the kitchen.  
 
    “Dylan! I’m so glad you’re here.” She set a pot of coffee and two mugs on the kitchen table, where a plate of her famous pecan chocolate chip cookies sat waiting. She hugged him before sitting. “Something is wrong. There’s a hundred thousand dollars in my account!” 
 
    “Nothing’s wrong, Mom.” He set down his computer bag and picked up his dog, who licked his face happily. He hugged her warm body close as he sat. “That’s what I came to talk to you about.” 
 
    His mother paled, a look of fear crossing her eyes. “What did you do? How could you possibly have come up with that kind of money?” 
 
    He sighed. He understood her worry, but she didn’t suspect he’d done anything illegal, did she? “You remember how I talked about the company CEO? You know, how I joked about him kind of having a crush on me?” 
 
    She scowled. “I guess.”  
 
    “And remember how I said I might use it to my advantage, to—” 
 
    “Blackmail him? Yes. But that was a joke.” The pitch of her voice rose. “You wouldn’t do that, even if you could—Dylan, what’s going on?” 
 
    “Well, he really does have a crush on me.” He scratched behind Ginger’s ears, wondering how much to tell his mom. “I wasn’t completely honest before. Something happened between us at the Christmas party. I mean, it didn’t turn into anything. He dated someone else for a while, but they broke up a couple of months ago. And now he…”  
 
    Dylan massaged his brow. How could he explain this? He couldn’t tell her about the immigration thing. The fewer people who knew that, the better.  
 
    In an urgent voice, his mom said, “Are you saying…you’re dating your company CEO?” 
 
    “I’m saying we flew to Vegas and got married last night.”  
 
    “Oh, Dylan, be serious.” She took a bite of a cookie and sipped her coffee.  
 
    He laughed, more in frustration than anything. Of course she didn’t believe him. The whole situation was absurd.  
 
    So he opened his computer bag, took out the marriage certificate, and handed it to her.  
 
    She looked at it and lurched forward, staring. Then, she sank back against her chair. “You got married.” 
 
    “We signed a pre-nup. That’s where the money came from.” 
 
    Horror broke over her face. “He paid you to marry him?” 
 
    “Not exactly. Instead of a share of the marital assets, I get a fixed amount for each year we’re married. The hundred thousand was a signing bonus.”  
 
    She shook her head and scowled. “You mean like professional athletes get when they sign with a team?” 
 
    “Kind of like that, yeah.” 
 
    She gripped the tabletop. “Dylan, tell me you didn’t marry some dirty old man just so I wouldn’t lose the house!” 
 
    He chuckled. “It’s okay, mom. He’s a couple of years older than me…not even thirty. And he’s hot. Seriously, he’s like the best-looking man I’ve ever met. And he’s rich. I mean, he’s got no social skills, but I work in IT, so I’m used to that.”  
 
    She narrowed her eyes. “You’ve got social skills.” 
 
    “Apparently. I just bagged myself a sugar daddy.” 
 
    “Don’t say that,” she said with a grin, then turned serious. “Honey, your happiness is worth more to me than this house. If you’re not a hundred percent sure, you can’t stay with a man you don’t love. Not for me.” 
 
    “I can leave whenever I want. The hundred grand is yours either way. It was conditional upon my signing the pre-nup, and I’ve fulfilled my contractual obligation. So you can pay off your bills and get your life back.” 
 
    She stared at him. “I don’t understand any of this.” 
 
    “You don’t believe the company CEO could fall for me?” 
 
    She brushed her fingers through her reddish-brown hair. She must have been to the salon recently, because there was no trace of gray. “Yes, of course, any man would be lucky to have you. This is just a surprise, I guess. I didn’t realize you were serious when you said he had a crush on you.”  
 
    “I wasn’t a hundred percent sure either.” He squeezed her hand. “I really like him, Mom. I want you to meet him as soon as possible. He has some business on the East Coast tomorrow, but he’ll be back tomorrow night. I’ll see what his schedule is.” 
 
    “That’s good. I want to ask what his intentions are.” 
 
    Dylan beamed. “He’ll be cool with that. I’m sure he wants to meet you, too. When I told him about your accident, he was genuinely concerned. He’ll be happy to see that you’re okay now.” 
 
    “If you feel even the least bit uncomfortable with him, I want you to come to me. Marriage isn’t easy, even if you’re crazy in love like your dad and I were. No amount of money is worth an unhappy marriage.” 
 
    “I know.” He picked up a cookie and broke it in half. “We took a leap of faith. Don’t you think it’s a little romantic?”  
 
    “You’re not romantic, Dylan.” 
 
    “Neither is Noah.” He dunked half a cookie into his coffee. “But when we’re together, we are.”  
 
    The truth of those words punched him in the chest. Together, he and Noah were different from the sum of their parts. Dylan bit into his cookie, enjoying the rich, sweet taste, a taste that reminded him of the comfort of home. Could he have that with Noah? Could they give that to children of their own?  
 
    Or was he a fool even to hope?  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Noah handed his paperwork to a harried-looking woman sitting behind a desk in a non-descript cube in a drab government building. Worry lines wrinkled her face, her skin the color of ebony, her short, curled hair a salt-and-pepper gray. How she could look so overworked when he was her first appointment of the day, he wasn’t sure.  
 
    “Mr. Harrison,” she said, looking at the papers he handed her, “good morning. Let me pull up your account on my computer. I’m afraid the system is very slow. So while we’re waiting, why don’t you tell me what the issue is?” 
 
    “My assistant quit right after we filled out the forms to renew my work visa. He told me he filed them, but yesterday he set them in an overnight package, saying he hadn’t. My visa expires next week.” 
 
    “I see,” she said, and turned to her computer screen, keys clicking.  
 
    “I’m CEO of a multi-billion dollar company. I’ve got all the paperwork filled out explaining my unique qualifications. I realize I’m at fault for letting this drop, but I really thought it had been taken care of. It would be very inconvenient if I had to work from the Vancouver office when the company headquarters is in Seattle. Is there any way my application could be expedited?”  
 
    She sat back, staring at the screen. Then she turned, eyes wide. “Mr. Harrison, I don’t know how to tell you this. I’m sorry you flew here all the way from Seattle, but your application was approved weeks ago. Your visa doesn’t expire for another three years.”  
 
    Noah lurched forward. “That can’t be. My former assistant sent me the paperwork with this note, saying it hadn’t been filed.”  
 
    She took the note and looked it over, then paged through his papers. “Everything was submitted online. These are just printouts.” She took off her reading glasses and looked him in the eye. “Mr. Harrison, do you keep printouts of your important papers in a filing cabinet, the old-fashioned way?” 
 
    He scowled at her. “Yes.”  
 
    “Could your assistant have meant that he didn’t file the papers in the filing cabinet, not that he didn’t file them with the immigration service?” 
 
    Noah covered his mouth with his hand. “You’ve got to be kidding me.” He slumped in his chair. “But I never got a confirmation that the application was approved.”  
 
    “Let me check.” After a few keystrokes, she said, “Is your former assistant named Troy Zwicki?”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “The application was submitted under his email address, so that’s where the approval would have been sent.”  
 
    He nodded. “Of course. I’ll have my new assistant check Troy’s account.”  
 
    “Is there anything else I can do for you?”  
 
    “You got a Valium on you?” 
 
    She laughed, a deep, warm, happy sound. “Afraid not, Mr. Harrison. You have a safe flight home, now.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Dylan loaded up his truck with his belongings after work and headed to the address Noah had given him. Ginger’s carrier was next to him on the front seat, and she was perched on her back legs watching out the window. She barked a couple of times, excited they were taking an unfamiliar route.  
 
    At the entrance, he keyed in the security code and the gate opened. He drove up the curved driveway. Unsure where to park, he pulled as close to the house as he could to unload.  
 
    The house was gorgeous of course, all brick, with gables and tall columns. Purple-red rhododendrons were in full bloom. Mature conifers and maples flanked the building, with glimpses of Lake Washington shimmering beyond.  
 
    With the dog carrier in one hand and a garment bag in the other, Dylan rang the doorbell with his elbow. The butler was expecting him.  
 
    “Welcome, Mr. McCann,” Flanders greeted as he opened the door. “We’re happy to have you.” He stepped aside so Dylan could enter.  
 
    “Mr. Harrison isn’t home yet,” the butler continued, “but we expect him presently. If you come this way, I’ll take your bag and show you to the master bedroom.” 
 
    Dylan handed him the garment bag but held onto Ginger’s carrier.  
 
    Flanders looked at it warily. “Mr. Harrison didn’t mention you had a dog.” 
 
    “I didn’t mention it to Mr. Harrison.” 
 
    “I see. If you’ll come with me, please.” 
 
    When they got to the bedroom, while the butler was hanging up Dylan’s clothes, Dylan took Ginger out of the carrier and held her in his arms. Noah probably wouldn’t want the dog in the bedroom, which was fine. She was accustomed to sleeping in her kennel. He’d need to figure out where he could set her up.  
 
    He hoped there would be a room where he could put his computers and gaming equipment, a place where he and Ginger could hang out without getting in anyone’s way. He understood Noah might not want the dog to have the run of the house, but she was Dylan’s baby. She needed a certain amount of freedom, plus lots of cuddles.  
 
    Stepping toward the window to look out, he stopped short. The view of Mount Rainier caught his breath. The lake, the forest, the mountain beyond—would he really be waking up to this sight every morning? He wished he could paint, because capturing that would be magical. He’d have to settle for photography.  
 
    Ginger squirmed in his arms. “I should take the dog for a walk,” Dylan said to Flanders, “and then I’ll unpack my truck.” 
 
    “The staff and I will take care of that. Mr. Harrison asked us to clear out a suite downstairs as your study. We’ll move everything in there, and if anything needs to come up here to the bedroom, let us know and we’ll carry it up.” 
 
    “Thank you. And is there a space with a tile floor where I can set up Ginger’s kennel and her food bowls?” 
 
    “I’ll find a space for you, sir.”  
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    The butler smiled gently. “It isn’t necessary for you to thank me every time, sir. Your appreciation is understood.” 
 
    Dylan scowled. “Oh.” 
 
    “You’ll get used to it.”  
 
    Dylan got Ginger’s leash from the truck and let her explore the grounds. The lawn was edged with false cypress and blue-tinged juniper. He took her to a clump of birch and red maple to do her business.  
 
    Once she’d tired herself, he took her inside, carrying her into his study. The place with huge, with two large desks and a sitting area with a big screen TV.  
 
    He reclined on the couch with the dog next to him. “Looks like we hit the jackpot, Gin.”  
 
    She curled into a ball, her body resting against his leg. He petted her with his left hand while he flipped through the TV channels with his right. He’d set up his computers later, but for now, he wanted to relax. 
 
    The sound of the front door opening caught his attention, and he headed out into the foyer. Ginger scurried behind. When he caught sight of Noah, Dylan smiled. “Hi honey, how was your day?”  
 
    “Don’t ask.” Noah handed his coat to the butler, who hung it in the hall closet. “Why is there a dog in my house?” 
 
    “Because I have a dog.” 
 
    “I didn’t know that.”  
 
    “Now you do,” Dylan said.  
 
    Noah crossed his arms and looked down at Ginger. He drew his brow, looking more pensive than annoyed. “Dogs shed.” 
 
    “She’s a short-haired dachshund. She hardly sheds at all.” 
 
    “Is it necessary for her to be inside the house?” 
 
    “Is it necessary for you to be inside the house?” Dylan asked Noah. “I mean, we could build you a box and put you out in the backyard.”  
 
    “There’s no need to be sarcastic.”  
 
    “Look, if you want me here, the dog is part of the package. But I’ll go if you like. I mean, that’s fine. I get seven hundred fifty thousand dollars either way.”  
 
    Noah stooped down and petted the dog. She wagged her tail, her whole behind wagging with it. “What’s her name?” 
 
    “Ginger.”  
 
    “That makes sense. Hello, Ginger. You’re a pretty girl, aren’t you.” 
 
    “So you don’t hate dogs?” 
 
    Noah stood upright. “I’m just not used to having them in my house. It’ll be an adjustment.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not used to servants waiting on me, so it’s an adjustment for me, too.”  
 
    Noah laughed. It was the first happy expression Dylan had seen from him since he got home. 
 
    Dylan stepped forward and kissed him. “I take it from your mood that things didn’t go well?” 
 
    Noah put his arm around Dylan’s waist and led him into the study, where the TV was still on. Noah turned it off and shut the door as Ginger jumped up onto the couch.  
 
    “She’s at home already.”  
 
    “Do you mind?” Dylan asked.  
 
    “No, this is your space. You can do whatever you want with it. My study is right next door.” 
 
    “Okay, thanks.” Dylan took his hand and led him to the couch, where they sat. “Tell me what happened.”  
 
    “Apparently Troy is not the vindictive little jerk I thought he was.”  
 
    As Noah explained what happened, Dylan’s jaw dropped. Then, he laughed. “Oh, man. Everything you went through!”  
 
    Including the marriage. Dylan’s stomach dropped. He said in a thin voice, “I guess it’s a good thing we didn’t consummate the marriage after all. Now we can just get an annulment instead of a divorce.” 
 
    Noah stiffened, eyes widening.  
 
    His whole body aching, Dylan continued in a rushed voice, “You can keep the money—I’ll leave of my own accord. My mom really needs that hundred grand, though. I hope that’s not a problem.”  
 
    Noah scowled at him. “You want an annulment?” 
 
    “Don’t you?” 
 
    “I don’t want to go through this mess again. I want citizenship.” Noah took Dylan’s hands. “And I want you. I was looking forward to consummating our marriage tonight.”  
 
    Dylan smiled and breathed deeply, the tightness in his chest dissipating. He slid an arm over Noah’s shoulder. “Me, too. This may sound stupid, but I missed you while you were gone.” 
 
    “Not as much as I missed you.” Noah leaned in and kissed him. “So is the marriage still on?”   
 
    “If that’s what you want.” Dylan drew Noah onto his lap, capturing his lips and tangling their tongues together. Heat built in his groin. “This is kind of weird to say, but if we want to convince federal investigators that this is a real marriage, then we’re legally obligated to have sex now.” 
 
    “That is what newlyweds would do.” Noah trailed kisses along the curve of Dylan’s neck. “Let me check with Flanders first to see when dinner will be ready.” 
 
    Dinner, as it turned out, would be served in ten minutes. Dylan wasn’t a hundred percent happy about that, because having Noah in his arms felt so good. But if they were going to get naked, it made more sense to eat first so they could spend the rest of the night in bed.  
 
    Dylan wasn’t sure what else Noah had planned for the evening—he probably had some email to catch up on, at least—but Dylan hoped Noah wouldn’t have to spend too much time working.  
 
    The dining room was apparently reserved for formal meals, so they headed to the sun room. It offered a gorgeous view of the lake. Birds played in a birdbath or grabbed sunflower seeds from a nearby feeder.  
 
    Flanders brought the first course, a peanut edamame salad, followed by linguine with wild mushroom sauce and chocolate zucchini bread for dessert. The meal was, in a word, spectacular. Dylan had no idea a vegan diet could taste so good.  
 
    “My chef prepares all my meals,” Noah explained, “unless I’m on the road. She works with my nutritionist to make sure I’m getting a balanced diet. She can do the same for you, or prepare you separate meals if you like.”  
 
    “Are all the meals this good?” 
 
    Noah smiled. “Pretty much.” 
 
    “Then I’m good with this.” 
 
    “You should see a doctor to find out if you have any dietary needs. The nutritionist can work to incorporate them.” 
 
    Dylan nodded. “Never having to cook again would definitely fit into my lifestyle.” 
 
    Noah chuckled. “I get up at six to work out before work. Want to join me?” 
 
    “Sure, why not?” 
 
    “My trainer comes three days a week. He could come up with a routine for you.” 
 
    “Is he going to kick my butt?” 
 
    “Probably. That’s his job.” 
 
    “Mr. McCann,” Flanders said as he refilled their cups of decaf, “I’ve prepared a temporary spot for Ginger in an out-of-the way area between the service entrance and the kitchen. It’s not a good spot long-term, because the activity will disturb her, but it will do until we find something else.”  
 
    “Thank you,” Dylan said. After finishing her own dinner, Ginger was sitting quietly by his chair, but he would put her into her kennel before he and Noah went up to bed.  
 
    Dylan would have to be careful not to get spoiled by Noah’s lifestyle. Otherwise, it would be difficult to get used to doing things for himself again in three years.  
 
    “So have you had money your whole life?” Dylan asked Noah. 
 
    “Lucky me.” 
 
    “So this all must seem normal to you.” 
 
    “When I was in college, I lived in a dorm. Learned how to cook and do laundry and that sort of thing.” Noah grinned. “I’m not completely useless.” 
 
    “What did you major in?”  
 
    “Double majored in economics and electrical engineering.” 
 
    Dylan raised his brows. “That must have been rigorous.” 
 
    “I knew what I would be doing for a living.” Noah shrugged. “I took the courses that made the most sense for my future.” 
 
    “Did you get to take anything fun?” 
 
    Noah narrowed his eyes. “I enjoyed both my majors.” 
 
    “That’s fortunate.” Dylan gave him a crooked smile.  
 
    “They prepared me well for my position.” Noah pursed his lips. “I just expected to have a longer apprenticeship.” 
 
    Dylan set his hand on top of Noah’s. “I lost my dad right before you did. I know how tough that is.” 
 
    “I lived with my mom most of the time I was growing up, especially after my dad decided to move the company headquarters to the U.S. Working so closely with him was like making up for lost time.” Noah shook his head. “It wasn’t enough. I miss him every day.”  
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    “Were you and your dad close?” 
 
    “For the most part,” Dylan said. “He had a tough time when I came out, but eventually came to terms with it. I mean, he wasn’t a homophobe, but he didn’t think his son would be gay. He blamed himself. I finally made him see that there was no blame. Being gay isn’t good or bad, it just is. I was born this way, and I’m happy with who I am.” 
 
    “I was fortunate that my parents were supportive from the beginning. Of course, with my mother, being supportive looks a lot like not giving a trash. It’s hard to tell which one it was. I was thirteen at the time, and I cried while I told her, so she took me out for ice cream. I guess that’s being supportive.” 
 
    Dylan’s chest hollowed out. He couldn’t imagine growing up like that. His parents, and especially his mom, were always there for him. “I’m sorry you and your mother aren’t closer. You should meet my mom. She’ll like you.” 
 
    “Do you have a set day of the week when you visit her?” 
 
    “Sunday after church.” 
 
    Noah nodded. “Maybe I should go to church with you. I haven’t since I was a kid, but it will look good to the immigration service if we celebrate religious traditions together.” 
 
    Dylan raised his brows and nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    Noah sighed. “Look, I’m not faking this. I’ve never really gone to church regularly, but I do consider myself a Christian. It would be nice to have some family traditions.” He scowled. “I assume it’s not one of those gay-hating churches.” 
 
    Dylan grinned. “It’s actually pretty cool. People take care of each other. After my mom’s fall, I don’t know how I’d have gotten through it without the people from church.” 
 
    “Sounds nice.” 
 
    “I think you’ll like it. It’s peaceful. Nice change of pace from working all week.” Dylan shook his head. “I’m sorry. You must think I’m a fanatic or something. I’m not. I just think it would be good for you. Most of the time when I’ve seen you at work, you’ve seemed pretty stressed, like you’re moving from one thing to another so fast you don’t have time to think.” 
 
    Noah nodded.  
 
    Dylan said, “I’m sorry, was that out of line?” 
 
    “You can talk openly to me.” 
 
    “Even about work-related stuff?” 
 
    “Sure,” Noah said. “Some people don’t understand boundaries, but you’ve always seemed like you have good instincts.” 
 
    “I hope so.” Dylan squeezed Noah’s hand. “I want to make your life easier. It’s good that you have a staff to do that for you, but I want to be your emotional support.” 
 
    “Emotional support from the IT guy.” 
 
    Dylan squinted at him. “Don’t stereotype me. I learned all about that stuff from my mom—she’s a high school guidance counselor.” 
 
    “In that case, I’ll give you a shot.” Noah gave him a heated look. 
 
    Dylan glanced at his empty plate, then back at his sexy, gorgeous husband. His cock took notice. “So should we retire to the bedroom?” 
 
    “Eager?” 
 
    “I want to help you relax. You’ve had a nasty day.” 
 
    Noah nodded pensively. “But I had you to come home to. It’s been a long time since I’ve lived with someone I wasn’t paying.” 
 
    Dylan’s cheeks warmed, and Noah paled.  
 
    “Maybe we should renegotiate the pre-nup,” Dylan said. “Neither of us was thinking clearly. The only thing I’m really concerned about is income security if this doesn’t work out, and I have to quit my job. A hundred thousand for each year we’re married is enough to do that.” 
 
    Noah shook his head. “I appreciate that, but to be honest…without the pre-nup, you’d be entitled to a lot more than what you agreed to. Washington is a community property state—normally, you’d get fifty percent of the marital assets if we divorced.”  
 
    Dylan rolled his eyes. “This is what I get for taking legal advice from someone who’s been a lawyer for two days.” 
 
    “Two days?” 
 
    “My college roommate graduated from law school on Saturday. When I met him after work on Monday, he’d been practicing law for eight hours.” 
 
    “If you don’t think the agreement is fair—” 
 
    “Dude, seriously,” Dylan said, punching Noah’s arm, “we’ve never even been on a date, and now I’m living in your mansion. You paid off my mom’s medical bills. I’m very happy with the pre-nup.” 
 
    “Good.” Noah leaned in and kissed him. “Let’s go upstairs.”  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Noah took Dylan’s hand and led him upstairs to the bedroom. The heat of his palm and his warm, smooth fingers sent a thrill through Noah. He didn’t know what Dylan had in mind, but Noah had some specific ideas about what he wanted Dylan to do to him.  
 
    Noah couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt so excited about being with anyone. Not just in a sexual way—his heart was in his throat. He’d wanted Dylan for a long time, and now he finally got to have him—not just for a rushed blowjob, but relaxing in a bed where they had all the time they wanted.  
 
    “Dylan, I want you to know,” Noah said as he opened the bedroom door, then closed it behind them, “this means something to me. You’re not just some guy, and this isn’t just sex. I care about you. I know this isn’t what you expected marriage to be, but I hope we’ll be happy together for as long as we’re together.” 
 
    “I know.” Dylan kissed him chastely. “You don’t have to feel bad about any of this. I’m happy to be here. I like you too, and I want to be a good husband to you.”  
 
    Noah kissed him more deeply. “Is it weird that I’m nervous?” 
 
    “Not weird at all. I guess we should talk about our status? I haven’t been with anyone but you since the last time I was tested, so I’m good to go.” 
 
    “I got tested after Troy and I broke up. No issues here, either.” 
 
    “So do you have any special requests, or do you want to play it by ear?” 
 
    “I think if I have to talk, I will die of embarrassment.”  
 
    Dylan scowled. “Why?” 
 
    “I feel like it’s prom night, and the most popular boy in class asked me to the dance.” 
 
    “I’ve never been the most popular anything ever.” 
 
    “Well, you are with me.” Noah pressed his palms to Dylan’s and intertwined their fingers. “I’ve been fantasizing about this for a year.” 
 
    The confusion on Dylan’s face deepened. “Then why didn’t you just ask me out?” 
 
    Noah shrugged. “Because H.R. told me it was a bad idea to date anyone in the company.” 
 
    “What about Troy?” 
 
    “Like I said, that was an accident. Yeah, he was cute, but I had no intention of getting involved with him. He initiated everything, and before I stopped to think, we were too far gone.” 
 
    “If you say so.” Dylan shook his head and grinned. “I don’t want to talk about him. I want to talk about us. And you said you don’t want to talk at all. So let’s get down to business.” 
 
    “I should take a shower first. I spent half the day on an airplane.” 
 
    “Would you like some company?” 
 
    Noah smiled. “I’d love some. Just don’t get carried away. I’ve been up since three this morning Pacific time. So if I come while we’re in the shower, I’ll want to sleep afterward. That’s not what I had in mind for tonight.” 
 
    “Me neither.” Dylan drew him close and kissed him deeply. “Let me take care of you.” 
 
    “I’ve got no objection to that.” 
 
    “I didn’t think you would.” Covering him with kisses, Dylan danced Noah into the bathroom and slowly undressed him, stopping to kiss each patch of skin as he exposed it. 
 
    Noah did the same for Dylan, enjoying the soft flesh, laving it with his tongue, nipping at his collarbone and the ball of his shoulder. Everything about Dylan was magnificent. The firm, defined muscles of his arms. The slant from his chest to his waist. The dip in his hipbone.  
 
    Noah wanted the man naked, but he took his time, savoring each moment. This wasn’t like any sexual encounter he had had before. He was consummating his marriage. He was making love to his husband. That was supposed to be special, even if it wasn’t happening quite the way he expected it to. It was Dylan, and this was a fantasy come true.  
 
    When he got to Dylan’s jeans, Noah pulled him in for a kiss while his hands worked the fly. It had only been two days since he’d gotten to handle that cock, but he couldn’t wait to touch it again, to slide his fingers down the shaft, to feel the heft of it in his palm. Eagerly, he pushed down the jeans and briefs, exposing the most intimate parts of his lover, the parts that were only for him.  
 
    He slid his hand along the underside of Dylan’s balls and got a sweet gasp in return. Noah explored each orb separately, enjoying the sensitive skin and the texture of the natural growth of hair. Dylan didn’t manscape, and Noah loved his masculine appearance. 
 
    He stroked the taint, pressing his fingers into the soft, pliant flesh. Dylan moaned and squirmed. Noah warmed with delight at the reaction.  
 
    Dylan’s mouth massaged Noah’s neck as he worked open Noah’s trousers. When that large, strong hand found Noah’s cock, he drew in a breath and shivered. Just like that. It was so perfect, he could have come on the spot, but he regained control.  
 
    “Let’s slow down,” Noah said. “I won’t last if we don’t.” 
 
    “Okay.” Dylan stripped off the rest of his clothes and turned on the water. Noah, stepping out of his slacks and socks, got a couple of towels out of the linen closet. They got into the shower.  
 
    Dylan grabbed the soap and lathered up Noah’s body. When was the last time anyone had done that for him? Noah couldn’t remember. Dylan’s hands slicked all over him, the feeling sensual more than sexual. The scent of bergamot and lemon awakened Noah’s senses while the touch of Dylan’s hands soothed his tired nerves.  
 
    Then, Dylan got out the shampoo, massaging Noah’s scalp while the suds streamed through his hair. When Dylan said he wanted to take care of him, Noah hadn’t imagined this. It was fantastic, so relaxing he thought he might float away. 
 
    While Noah rinsed the shampoo out of his hair, Dylan washed quickly at the other shower head. “I can do that,” Noah protested. 
 
    “Another time. I want to get you to bed.” 
 
    Noah couldn’t complain about that. 
 
    They made their way slowly, lost in kisses and exploring touches. Noah cupped the firm mounds of Dylan’s rear in his hands. They were round and as perfect as the rest of Dylan’s body.  
 
    Noah had never been attracted to bulging muscles. He much preferred Dylan’s lean form. And the guy smelled heavenly, a hint of soap and shampoo over Dylan’s clean, masculine scent.  
 
    They hit the mattress. “Do you prefer a particular side?” Dylan asked. 
 
    “I’m used to sleeping alone. You?” 
 
    “Not really. But maybe you should be on the side next to the alarm clock.” 
 
    Noah chuckled. “That’s me, slave to the clock. Seriously, it’s worse than having to punch in. I have to set an example. If I’m lax, it cascades down to the whole company.” Noah grinned sheepishly. “Sorry, I shouldn’t be talking shop.” 
 
    “It’s okay. I like learning about you.” Dylan flopped onto the bed and scooted over to make room. “So when we go on our honeymoon, we should go someplace where we can play it by ear. No plans. Just wherever the mood takes us.” 
 
    Noah lay beside him. “I’m thinking a tropical beach.” 
 
    “I’ve never been to Hawaii.” 
 
    “Oh, I’d love to take you to the Big Island so you can see the volcano erupting. Kathy can contact the travel agency.” 
 
    “Or we could look online together.” 
 
    Noah gave Dylan a skeptical look.  
 
    “Come on,” Dylan said, “half the fun of traveling is the planning—dreaming about what we can do.” 
 
    “Most of what I want to do involves you and a king-sized bed.” 
 
    “We’ve got that here.” 
 
    “But in Hawaii we can do it with a view of coconut palms and golden sand beaches.” 
 
    “We can talk about that later.” Dylan kissed him. “Right now, I have so many things I want to do to you, we won’t be able to get to them all tonight.” 
 
    “Fortunately, we’ve got lots of time. Years, even.”  
 
    Dylan nodded. “I do want to ask a favor.”  
 
    “Uh-oh. Why do you sound so serious?” 
 
    “Because I don’t want to disappoint you. And, I mean, if you don’t agree, I’m not going to make big issue of it.” 
 
    “Dylan, I want you to be happy. What is it?” 
 
    Dylan ran his hand over Noah’s chest. “I’d like to take it slow. Hold off on intercourse until we know each other better. There are other ways to explore and pleasure each other’s bodies.” 
 
    Noah narrowed his eyes. “Two days ago, you were talking about bending me over my desk.” 
 
    “I was joking around.” 
 
    “Too bad. I was kind of looking forward to it.” Noah grinned.  
 
    “If that’s what you want, we can do that—” 
 
    “If you’re not ready, that’s fine. Other things are good, too.” 
 
    Dylan raised his brows. “Just so you know, I’m not talking about blowjobs.” 
 
    Confusion rushed over Noah. “You’re not?” 
 
    “No. I mean, oral is fine, but that’s not all there is.” 
 
    “Well, no,” Noah said, “but I haven’t traded handjobs since high school.” 
 
    “Okay, one, that is a blasted shame. We will definitely be trading handjobs at some point in the future. And two, how sheltered are you? Is that really all you’ve done?”  
 
    “I haven’t had that many long-term relationships. Usually sex has been…perfunctory.” 
 
    Dylan grinned. “Well, it’s not going to be that way with us. I’m going to teach you all the things.”  
 
    “Good,” Noah said. “I would like to learn all the things from you.” He leaned against Dylan and captured him in a kiss.  
 
    It was as if the bed suddenly combusted, fire blazing all around them. Dylan’s touch was urgent but gentle, pressing into Noah and eliminating the space between them, the planes of their bodies molding together.  
 
    Dylan’s lips moved from Noah’s mouth to his neck and collarbone, then to his nipples. Noah writhed beneath his touch. Unhurried, Dylan continued downward, tongue tracing the hollows of Noah’s abdominal muscles. Desperate for attention, Noah’s cock bounced against his stomach.  
 
    “Please,” Noah begged, but Dylan ignored him, instead kissing and licking his hipbones. Noah had never had a lover so patient before.  
 
    After what seemed like an hour, but was probably only ten minutes, the tip of Dylan’s tongue glided against Noah’s cockhead, and he keened from the shock of the stimulation. Dylan knew exactly how to drive Noah crazy. He alternated between teasing Noah’s thighs and kissing his shaft. Then he took Noah’s balls into his mouth, one then the other, suckling tenderly.  
 
    Noah begged again, and Dylan ignored him again. He kissed the vulnerable flesh of Noah’s belly, then glided his tongue up Noah’s shaft and ran it along the edge of the head.  
 
    “Please suck me,” Noah finally said in frustration. 
 
    “If I do, you’ll come, and I don’t want this to end yet.” 
 
    Unfortunately, Noah couldn’t argue with that.  
 
    Instead, Dylan turned Noah over onto his stomach. Noah groaned, but the feeling of Dylan’s tongue gliding along his spine turned the sound to a gasp. A shiver rolled through his body. He gripped the pillow beneath him, breathing in pants as Dylan worked his way down to nip at Noah’s rear cheeks. Massaging the tender globes, Dylan spread them and lapped at the delicate flesh until his tongue found Noah’s hole.  
 
    Noah moaned and pushed into the contact, hungry for more. When was the last time a lover had done this for him? He let his mind go blank and just enjoyed Dylan’s ministrations. Desire coiled in his belly at the silky touch.  
 
    Dylan slid up to the head of the bed. “I love your body, babe. Can I try something?” He got out the vanilla-flavored lube and clicked it open. “If you hate it, we can stop.”  
 
    Noah said, “Wait. There’s something I want to do first.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Dylan snapped the lube back shut, looking at Noah in anticipation. Anything Noah wanted to do was pretty much fine with Dylan. He doubted the guy would be up for anything extreme. Noah seemed pretty vanilla and not particularly adventurous—something Dylan intended to change.  
 
    Noah slid down, kissing the head of Dylan’s cock and licking the slit. Dylan’s whole body shuddered. Maybe adventurousness was overrated, because nothing in the world could beat that feeling.  
 
    He gritted his teeth, forcing himself not to thrust hard and deep into that sweet mouth. He had something else planned for Noah and didn’t want to blow his load too quickly. Fortunately, Noah adopted the pace Dylan had started, suckling at the tip before slowly going deeper, lips sliding down Dylan’s shaft. 
 
    “So good,” Dylan said between gasps of breath, threading his fingers through Noah’s hair.  
 
    Noah’s lips, his tongue, even the slight graze of teeth drove Dylan wild. He’d been with enough guys to know the difference between someone who was into it and someone who was just hoping you’d return the favor, but he’d never been with anyone as eager as Noah. The guy seemed to love giving Dylan pleasure. Since Dylan loved doing the same for Noah, this boded well for their future.  
 
    Of course, sex didn’t make a relationship. Dylan had been involved with a couple of guys where they seemed compatible in the beginning, but they just couldn’t make it work. He hoped Noah would be different.  
 
    And not just because of the beautiful view of Mount Rainier that Dylan had while Noah was sucking him, although that didn’t hurt. No, something about Noah intrigued him. Dylan wanted to know everything about him.  
 
    Mostly, though, right now, he wanted to feel Noah’s soft palate. As if reading Dylan’s mind, Noah deep throated him, and Dylan cried out from the pleasure of it. Unless he wanted to come this way, he’d have to stop Noah now. 
 
    “So good, babe. I want to try something else, though.” Dylan gestured for Noah to come back up to the head of the bed, which Noah did. Between kisses, Dylan slicked up both their cocks. “Lie on your back and cross your ankles.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Just do it.” 
 
    Noah gave him a skeptical look, but obeyed without further questions. 
 
    Supporting his weight with one arm, Dylan positioned his cock between Noah’s thighs, rubbing against the balls. Noah hissed.  
 
    “You like that?” 
 
    “Amazing.” 
 
    It was awkward at first, but Dylan found a rhythm. “Hold your thighs tight,” he said.  
 
    Noah closed around him like a vise, freeing Dylan’s hand to stroke Noah’s cock. “Oh, Dylan.” Noah’s rough moan tugged at him. Dylan leaned down for a kiss, never breaking contact between them.  
 
    Waves of heat radiated between them, their bodies molding together. This was the reason Dylan wanted to wait. So many ways to enjoy each other without rushing to intercourse. This position created intimacy but felt more like play.  
 
    Dylan nibbled at Noah’s lips, then changed the angle so the blunt head of his cock massaged Noah’s taint. “Oh, heck,” Noah groaned. Dylan spread Noah wide, thrusting against his hole. The way the guy had writhed while Dylan was rimming him, he clearly liked being touched there.  
 
    For better access, Dylan slid a couple pillows underneath Noah. Unable to resist, Dylan leaned down and slicked his tongue against the hole. Noah shuddered. The vanilla flavor of the lube quickly washed away, and all Dylan could taste was Noah’s delicious musk. He prodded inside, spearing the delicate flesh with the tip of his tongue.  
 
    “Idiot!” Noah cried. “So good, babe.” 
 
    Dylan slicked himself up again. He cupped his hands beneath Noah and lifted him higher, rubbing his cock against Noah’s hole but resisting the urge to penetrate him. Despite what Dylan had said, he did want Noah that way. He just didn’t want to rush things.  
 
    The guy had the perfect rear, hard and toned with just enough cushioning. Dylan glided upward along Noah’s taint and hole, watching his cock move between those mounds. It was the sexiest thing Dylan had ever seen.  
 
    He was quickly becoming obsessed with that part of his husband’s anatomy. Visions of sex toys danced in his head. His shaft quickened, and he jacked Noah hard.  
 
    Noah shouted, gooseflesh rising on his skin, and Dylan picked up the pace until strands of cum painted Noah’s stomach. Dylan’s mind blanked as the currents of pleasure undulated through him, and Noah was all he could see. 
 
    Finally, he rolled onto his back, and they cleaned up. “What did you think?” Dylan asked.  
 
    “That was fantastic,” Noah said, eyes glazed.  
 
    “Good.” Dylan rolled onto his side and teased, “I want to earn my keep.” 
 
    “Don’t say that.” Noah kissed Dylan’s shoulder, his eyes as tender as his touch. “Not even jokingly. You’re more to me than sex, Dyl, and I don’t want you to think differently.” 
 
    “Okay.” Dylan rolled onto his back and held Noah’s hand. “Anything you need to do tonight? Catch up on email?” 
 
    “Probably, but I saw nothing pressing last time I checked. And technically, we’re on our honeymoon.” 
 
    “I’ll check with Riya, to see when a good time would be for me to get away for a real honeymoon. Wouldn’t want to do it while any system updates are scheduled. Not even with the CEO’s permission.”  
 
    Noah grinned. “I can’t really think about it until after the distributor meeting next week, but let Kathy know your schedule.” 
 
    “This is weird, talking about work right after sex.” 
 
    Noah chuckled. “Yeah, it is. We’ll have to figure out how to find the right balance.” 
 
    “I want your time with me to be a break from all that.” 
 
    Noah rested his head on Dylan’s chest. “Me, too.”  
 
    Dylan wrapped his arms around him, an affection he’d never felt before filling his chest. This wasn’t supposed to happen, but he didn’t know how to stop it. He was falling for Noah, and it was only a matter of time until he hit the ground hard.  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    When Dylan arrived at work the next morning, his boss, Riya Shah, showed up in his cube a few minutes later. She was about forty with sleek, black, shoulder-length hair. The bright colors of her fashionable clothes and makeup disguised her reserved nature.  
 
    “Good morning, Dylan, is everything okay?” she asked in a lilting Indian accent. “Your personal business is taken care of?” 
 
    Dylan bit back a smile. “Everything’s great. Sorry if I worried you.” 
 
    “Oh, good. No problems with your mother, then?” 
 
    “Nothing like that.” Dylan bit his cheek. No point in belaboring it. “I, um…I got married.” 
 
    She blinked several times. “Congratulations! I didn’t realize you were seeing someone.” 
 
    “We’ve been dancing around each other for a while. The whole thing was completely impulsive—he proposed on Monday. We flew to Vegas and got married at midnight.” 
 
    She stiffened, looking unsure what to think about the situation. “That’s great, Dylan. I’m happy for you. Obviously, getting married is an exceptional event, but you know Mr. Harrison likes us to schedule things in advance when possible.” 
 
    “Yeah, he kicked my rear out of bed at six this morning so we wouldn’t be late meeting the trainer at six-fifteen.” 
 
    Riya stared at him blankly.  
 
    Dylan grinned, knowing he shouldn’t mess with her. He liked Riya, but she didn’t understand his sense of humor. He explained, “Noah Harrison is my new husband.” 
 
    Her mouth fell open. “You mean…that’s why he called you out of the meeting on Monday? It wasn’t a problem with his computer?” 
 
    “Sorry I couldn’t be more explicit. The whole thing happened so fast…I wasn’t sure we’d really go through with it until it happened.” 
 
    She gasped. “Does this mean you own half the company now?” 
 
    Dylan thought about that a moment. The company wasn’t a marital asset. Still, he scowled and shook his head, teasing her. “I knew I shouldn’t have signed that pre-nup.” 
 
    She laughed nervously, seeming unsure whether he was joking.  
 
    “It’s okay. I didn’t marry him for his money. Well, I did, but not so I could get all his money. I’m a cheap date.”  
 
    She looked at him again as if she couldn’t quite make out his tone.  
 
    “I’m joking, Riya. It happened fast, but Noah and I are serious about making the marriage work.” 
 
    With a smile, she said, “I think perhaps we have gone back in time? April Fool’s Day was last month, yes?” 
 
    He arched his brows at her joke. “Noah’s assistant will be sending out an email soon,” he explained. “I’ll need time off for a honeymoon, but I don’t know when. I’ll schedule my vacation in advance next time.”  
 
    “Yes, I would appreciate that.”  
 
    He said hurriedly, “If my absence caused a problem—if we’re backed up and I need to work extra hours the rest of this week—” 
 
    “No, we’re fine. Besides, you just got married. You deserve to take it easy for a few days.” 
 
    “I’m sure Noah needs to catch up after two days away. I’ll probably have plenty of time on my hands.” 
 
    “I’ll let you know if anything comes up.” 
 
    By the time Dylan got to the cafeteria to pick up some coffee, news had spread all over the building. He was receiving congratulations from everyone he knew—which was basically everyone in the company, since he’d worked with them on computer issues at one point or another.  
 
    Was that how it would be from now on? People kissing up to him because he married the CEO? Of course it would. How had he not seen that coming? 
 
    He didn’t want his marriage to change things. He liked his job. It was a nice combination of challenges to stimulate him and routine tasks that let his mind wander. 
 
    And he was good at it. He could see himself making a career at the company. Had he just ruined it by marrying Noah? 
 
    His gut churned. He probably had. If by some miracle he and Noah were able to make the marriage work long-term, it wouldn’t make sense for him to keep his job as a systems analyst. Noah would probably want him on a career path to an executive position—something he had no desire or talent for. 
 
    And if the relationship didn’t work out, how could he continue working for Noah’s company? It would be awkward and weird. No, it was only a matter of time. One way or another, Dylan would have to give up the job he loved. 
 
    As he headed out of the cafeteria, he heard the whispers behind him—queers, and worse. He didn’t talk much about his sexuality at work, because it wasn’t anyone’s business. Still, he shouldn’t have assumed that because the CEO was gay, the people working there were cool with it. 
 
    How dumb was he, that he hadn’t realized his work life would change completely because of this? People were going to treat him differently, and not in a good way. What was he thinking, getting married on a whim?  
 
    And then he remembered. He was thinking that his mom would lose her house. Now, her future was secure. He could even help her rebuild her retirement savings.  
 
    It was worth it. Whatever sacrifices he had to make, he had no regrets. Plus, he had Noah—and that was pretty great.  
 
    But how long would that part last?  
 
    Dylan walked down the corridor that ran along the manufacturing floor, the clacking and hissing of industrial tools and robots rising through the air. The ceiling twenty feet overhead was crisscrossed by steel beams. Bright fluorescents shone their harsh light.  
 
    All of this belonged to Noah, including the land it was built on. The company was private, and he was the sole shareholder. What must it have been like growing up, knowing that this would be his one day? Dylan couldn’t fathom it.  
 
    He and Noah were practically strangers. They had no foundation on which to build a lasting relationship. And for that matter, Dylan didn’t even know whether Noah wanted one. Maybe Noah was already planning to end it after three years.  
 
    Of course he is. Noah would want to make a life with someone who shared his background. Why had Dylan started thinking anything different? This wasn’t a love match. Noah had never done anything to indicate that the relationship was more than a marriage of convenience. 
 
    But after last night, Dylan’s feelings had changed. How could two people who were so well suited in bed not figure out a way to make things work in the rest of their lives?  
 
    Was that crazy? It was probably crazy. Still, Dylan wanted it.  
 
    By the time he got back to his desk, the email from Kathy had appeared in his inbox—along with a dozen notes from well-wishers. Which was nice, but he could only imagine the number he would have by the end of the day. Seeing those greetings mixed in with work-related stuff would be a distraction.  
 
    He wished he could talk to Noah about the complicated emotions he felt, but that was out of the question. The CEO didn’t have time for his moods during working hours, even if they were married now.  
 
    Dylan was alone in this, and there was no one in the company he could talk to. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    At lunch, Dylan met with Brent at a café near the law firm. They sat inside near the windows, people strolling by with umbrellas in hand in case the fine mist turned to rain. “How’s your first week going?” Dylan asked.  
 
    “Insane. They’re piling more work on me than a person could possibly handle. I think they’re hazing me. And every time I walk past one of the female partners, I swear she checks out my rear. It’s total sexual harassment. But I won’t let them break me.” 
 
    “Stay strong, my man.”  
 
    Brent grinned. “You know me. I don’t give a hoot about people.”  
 
    “That’s why you became a lawyer.”  
 
    “Exactly.” Brent sipped his raspberry iced tea. “So what’s up with you? How’s married life?” 
 
    “Married life is awesome. It’s my work life that’s turned upside-down. Everyone in the company is kissing up to me now.”  
 
    “Congratulations!” Brent said.  
 
    “That’s not a good thing,” Dylan said drily. “I’m not a heartless, power-hungry mongrel like you.”  
 
    “Look. You’ve been married for what, thirty-six hours now?” 
 
    “Almost to the minute.” 
 
    “So maybe it’s too soon to be freaking out?” Brent suggested.  
 
    “I think it’s too late. I was supposed to freak out about all this stuff before we got married. But since we skipped the engagement and went right to the wedding, I’m doing it all backwards.” 
 
    “So you’re like, a groom-to-be that’s already been.” 
 
    Dylan nodded distractedly. “The reality of marriage is finally hitting me. It’s not just about Noah and me. It’s a social contract. It affects how other people see us, how they treat us.” 
 
    “It means more status for you, which isn’t a bad thing?” 
 
    “I don’t want status. I want to be left alone to do my job.” The sadness of that statement washed over him. He liked his identity as the IT guy, and now it was overshadowed by his identity as the CEO’s husband. Maybe that reaction would die down over time. But he certainly didn’t like the idea of being viewed according to his relationship with Noah, rather than his own accomplishments.  
 
    “I’ve become a 1950s housewife,” he complained.  
 
    Brent grinned. “It’s not that bad.”  
 
    “It is. Maybe not forever, but for now, this is my life. I’m not my own person anymore. I’m Noah’s husband.” 
 
    “Can you look at it as a good thing? Enjoy the attention and the compliments?” 
 
    “People are going to want an explanation about how this happened. I don’t want to lie about it. That could get us into big trouble with the immigration service if we can’t keep our stories straight—” 
 
    Dylan clamped his mouth shut, forgetting he’d kept that bit of information from Brent.  
 
    “Jerk!” Brent cried. “That’s why you married him? You should have told me that beforehand, so I could have advised you. Mother idiot!” 
 
    “I figured the fewer people who knew, the better.” 
 
    “I’m your lawyer. It’s privileged information. Dylan, you could be in so much trouble—” 
 
    “He hasn’t applied for citizenship yet. His work visa was just renewed, so everything is legal. It’s a real marriage, Brent.” 
 
    “Idiot. I need to talk to one of the partners about this.” 
 
    “Noah is talking to his lawyer. It’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Did he propose to you so he could stay in the country?” 
 
    “No,” Dylan insisted. “That was sort of the catalyst, but it wouldn’t have made any difference.” He pulled the toothpick out of the remaining half of his BLT. “Whether he was applying for a temporary visa or for citizenship, he might still have had to move back to Vancouver for a couple of months while the paperwork was processed. If it hadn’t all been a misunderstanding, that is.”  
 
    Brent looked at him with a dark expression, arms crossed over his chest. “I need to hear the whole story.” 
 
    Dylan explained about the mix-up with the package from Troy, and Noah’s subsequent panic. “When Noah found out the truth, we could have gotten an annulment. He could have gone through normal channels to get a green card—he’d be approved with no problem. He decided not to do that. He wants to stay married to me.” 
 
    “Well, sure. It’s a much faster route to citizenship.” 
 
    “And a much riskier one, if we’re accused of having a sham marriage. It wouldn’t be worth it unless he wanted to be with me. He says he’s committed, that he wants a real marriage, and I believe him.”   
 
    “What about you? What do you want?” 
 
    “Number one was saving Mom’s house. But the truth is…I’ve had a crush on him for a year. We’re good together. And if a quickie marriage was the only way to find out if we could have a future together—”  
 
    “Why would you need a quickie marriage to figure that out?” 
 
    “HR didn’t want him to date me. I don’t really know the whole story—Noah hasn’t told me everything. But it started last fall.” 
 
    The memory floated through his mind, and the same breathless excitement tightened his stomach. He couldn’t help smiling. “I was in his office, sitting next to him, working on his computer. While we were waiting for a program to download, we were talking and laughing—and we had this moment. You know what I mean? When you look at each other and realize the attraction is mutual.” 
 
    Brent gave him a smile and nod of understanding. 
 
    “In that moment,” Dylan continued, “he kissed me. He immediately pulled away and apologized. But I wasn’t sorry, so I kissed him back. And suddenly our hands were all over each other. We couldn’t get enough. We made out for a good five minutes before his assistant called and interrupted us.” 
 
    “Did he follow up with you after that?” 
 
    “Yeah, that must be when he discussed the situation with HR? Because we talked after work one day, and he said dating wasn’t a good idea because he was my boss. He apologized and said he really liked me, but that’s the way things had to be. He wasn’t a toe about it. He was really sweet and nice, and got emotional a couple of times.  
 
    “But you had sex.” 
 
    “We were both drinking at the Christmas party. It shouldn’t have happened, but it did, and I’m not sorry.” 
 
    “Were you drunk?” 
 
    “No. Not too drunk to consent. He didn’t take advantage of me.” 
 
    “So what did he say to you after that?” 
 
    Dylan shrugged. “He didn’t. He avoided me. Maybe he was afraid to acknowledge that it had happened, so he pretended he was too drunk to remember.” 
 
    “That’s a nice frat boy move.” 
 
    “It’s okay. It was a hookup. No strings. I got what I wanted out of it. I never had any expectations.” 
 
    Brent raised his brows.  
 
    “No, seriously. He’s the CEO. I had no reason to think he’d want to marry me or anything. That’s what makes this so weird.” 
 
    Dylan’s chest hurt thinking about it. From the beginning, he hadn’t been honest with himself. He liked Noah. When Noah had told him they couldn’t date, it had hurt. When they hooked up, Dylan had been hoping for more. So when Noah blew him off, a little part of him had been crushed. Not surprised, but crushed anyway. 
 
    He’d told himself it didn’t matter. That a relationship with Noah would never work out. Denial was better than hoping for something could never be.  
 
    His emotions were catching up with him. He had to focus on something else, or he’d be useless at work that afternoon. 
 
    He changed the subject to Brent’s new job, and that occupied them for the rest of the meal. His friend lifted Dylan’s spirits. Brent was charismatic and a good storyteller—along with his analytical mind, those were good characteristics for a litigator. Brent had found the perfect career for himself, just as Dylan had.  
 
    Whatever happened with Noah, Dylan wasn’t about to let that go.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A few minutes before five, Kathy stepped into Noah’s office. “I’ve transcribed the notes from your meeting with Dan. In a few places, the voice recorder missed some words.” 
 
    “Email the notes to me and I’ll take a look. I might be able to fill in the blanks from memory, or if not, I can check the security footage. I turned on the mic for the meeting.”  
 
    “Thanks. I’ll do that.”  
 
    She stepped back to her desk, and Noah massaged his temples. Dan still wasn’t happy with him about the price increase. Apparently, instituting a one percent increase across-the-board wasn’t as easy as it sounded, because the systems couldn’t talk to each other. Which made no sense to Noah. He’d have to talk to IT—Mikhail—to see what the problem was. 
 
    But that would have to wait until tomorrow.  
 
    Right now, Noah had other priorities. He headed down to Dylan’s cube. A flush of heat rolled over him at the sight of his sexy, dark-haired husband. Dylan’s companionship was a nice break after a long day of rescheduled meetings and a backlog of emails.  
 
    Dylan rose and smiled, taking Noah’s outstretched hand. Noah was tempted to kiss him, but it wouldn’t be professional. The two of them would have enough to deal with, without making a spectacle of themselves.  
 
    “I’ve got some stuff to finish up,” Noah said. “You can take the limo home, or come hang with me.” 
 
    Dylan gave him a heated look. “Hanging with you sounds better.” 
 
    Butterflies fluttered in Noah’s chest. “I was hoping you’d say that.” 
 
    “I’m in the middle of something, but I’ll be up in ten.” 
 
    Noah went back to his office and looked around. For some weird reason, he felt like he was getting ready for a date, and he wanted everything to be perfect.  
 
    The space was large, the cherry desk looking across the four-seater conference table to the picture windows beyond. Against the wall opposite the door sat a black leather couch that opened into a queen-sized bed. On one side of it was a closet where he kept a spare suit and some casual clothes, and on the other the door to his private bath.  
 
    Nothing was out of his place, the desk empty except for his PC. Just the way he liked it, with no clutter to distract him.  
 
    When Dylan showed up and shut the door behind him, Noah took him in his arms and kissed him deeply. “I’ve wanted to do that all day. Already I’m addicted to you.” 
 
    “Keep it up and I’m going to need a cold shower.” 
 
    Noah kissed down Dylan’s throat. “My private bathroom has a shower. But if you were to use it, I’d be tempted to join you.” 
 
    “So maybe you’d better finish your work so we can get home.” 
 
    “If you insist.” 
 
    Dylan set up his computer at the small conference table while Noah worked at his desk. Every once in a while, Noah’s gaze would travel in Dylan’s direction and admire the intelligent look in his dark, shining eyes. Noah’s stomach somersaulted and his chest tightened with desire.  
 
    He’d never felt this way before about anyone. He couldn’t explain it. Something about Dylan drew him, and the physical connection between them spurred the emotional connection. 
 
    Noah turned his attention back to the financials on the company he was thinking of acquiring. It was no use. With his husband so close, all he could think about was breathing the man’s scent, running his hands over that firm body.  
 
    Noah’s mind wandered again to what Dylan had said about bending him over the desk. Instantly, he turned rock hard. He tried to work, but his balls just ached.  
 
    Why resist it? His husband was right there. It was after hours, the door could be locked, and the office had a private bathroom where they could clean up.  
 
    Noah rose and took off his tie. “I need a break. Do you need a break?” 
 
    “Did you want to take a walk around the building?” Dylan teased as he stood.  
 
    “Not exactly.” Noah stalked toward him.  
 
    “Get a snack from the vending machine?” 
 
    Noah crushed his lips against Dylan’s and cupped his rear. He was met by Dylan’s equally passionate touch, one hand sliding down Noah’s back, the other gripping the nape of his neck to deepen the kiss. “Do what you threatened to do on Monday,” Noah said.  
 
    Dylan pulled back. “You mean…” He tilted his head toward the desk.  
 
    Noah’s whole body clenched with want. He nodded. 
 
    “Take off your clothes,” Dylan ordered. “Every stitch. Even your socks.” 
 
    Noah’s insides turned to molten liquid. The thought of being naked while Dylan had his clothes on…nothing had aroused him like that before. Dylan awakened the hidden desires Noah didn’t even know he had.  
 
    While Noah undressed, Dylan locked the door and moved the computer off the desk. He trusted Dylan not to read anything he shouldn’t. Dylan already had access to the company systems—if he wanted to spy on Noah, he probably could.  
 
    “There’s hand lotion and tissues in the bottom desk drawer,” Noah offered. 
 
    Dylan smiled and got them out.  
 
    Noah folded up his clothes neatly and set them in a pile on the couch. He looked at Dylan, unsure what to do next. Dylan seemed to like giving orders, and Noah was happy to take them, so he waited.  
 
    Dylan raked his eyes over Noah’s nude form. “You’re beautiful. I’m the luckiest man in the world, that I get to touch you.” He drew him into a kiss, hands exploring Noah’s bare flesh. Noah pressed into him, wanting more contact than he could get through Dylan’s clothes.  
 
    Noah was so aroused that his brain was short circuiting. “Please,” was all he could say, “please.”  
 
    Dylan took his hand and led him to the desk. He stood behind Noah and said, “Get into position for me.”  
 
    Noah did, unsure what to expect. With his rear exposed like this, he was completely vulnerable. Strangely, he liked that feeling. But only with Dylan.  
 
    Noah’s breath grew heavy and his heartbeat quickened. Anticipation was maddening. Desire was torture.  
 
    Dylan’s belt buckle jingled and his fly unzipped. Noah moaned and trembled. When had he ever wanted anything this much? When had he ever let another man take him, use him even? Noah was accustomed to being in charge, but he loved when Dylan took control.  
 
    Dylan spurted lotion onto his hand, then rubbed it over Noah’s cock. Noah wanted to shout with pleasure, but he kept his voice down, the sound escaping as little more than a whimper. Dylan slathered on more lotion, coating Noah’s balls and thighs and rear.  
 
    Then, with one hand, he parted Noah’s rear cheeks, and with the other, he positioned his toe between them. Once he was in place, he squeezed the cheeks together, forming a tunnel. 
 
    Dylan slid his cock between Noah’s rear cheeks, rubbing against the hole like he had done the night before. It was teasing and torturous when Noah wanted Dylan inside him.  
 
    Instead of entering him, Dylan thrust down along Noah’s taint. Noah cried out again, staying as quiet as he could. The building of tension there was different than in his cock but just as addicting. It was like Dylan was rubbing against his P-spot, but from the outside.  
 
    Dylan nipped Noah’s earlobe. “Can you hold your thighs together, babe? Tight as possible.” Noah did, and Dylan groaned, the sound a low rumble. He thrust lower, teasing Noah’s balls.  
 
    Dylan reached around for Noah’s cock, squeezing and sliding his palm down the length. The cacophony of sensation overwhelmed him, blocking conscious thought, so all that mattered was Dylan playing his body like a maestro.  
 
    Noah closed his eyes, and everything was white. The eruption of pleasure started as a small kernel of heat that built and spread until it wracked his body and shot out of him. He couldn’t silence himself this time. He shouted with unadulterated bliss, his neurons all firing at once, his system flooding with sex hormones and painting over any doubt with joy.  
 
    Dylan’s body shuddered and his hot fluid mixed with Noah’s own. Noah reached around to gentle his fingers along the soft skin of Dylan’s rear. Noah had never felt this perfect, never felt this loved.  
 
    And on some level he knew it was an illusion, that it was the sex hormones that made him feel that way. Dylan wasn’t in love with him. A nice guy like that wouldn’t want a selfish, difficult man like Noah. But for now, in that moment, Noah was happy in the illusion. Even if he knew it couldn’t last.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    In bed that night, Dylan lay sleepily in Noah’s arms. After a delicious dinner and more amazing sex, he was spent. He still wanted to talk to Noah about his role in the company, but now wasn’t the time. It could wait. And like Brent said, it had only been a couple of days. Maybe Dylan was overreacting.  
 
    Noah trailed kisses along Dylan’s neck. “Can I ask you something?” 
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    “Why is it so difficult to institute a one percent across-the-board price increase?” 
 
    Dylan laughed. “That’s not what I was expecting.” 
 
    “Sorry, I shouldn’t bring it up now.” 
 
    “No, it’s fine.” Dylan turned and faced him. “Marketing owns the product database, and finance owns the pricing database, and the two were built on different infrastructures. They’re incompatible.” 
 
    “Well, that’s an interesting perspective. Let’s step back for a moment and try again. Who owns the product database?” 
 
    “Marketing.” 
 
    “Hmm. Do you see the fundamental flaw in that answer?” 
 
    Dylan scowled. He was tired, and distracted by Noah’s flaccid penis pressing against his own. He wondered if he could suck it back to life. 
 
    Noah nipped at Dylan’s shoulder. “Who owns the product database?” 
 
    Dylan smiled, understanding what Noah was getting at. “You do.” 
 
    “And who owns the pricing database?” 
 
    “You do.” 
 
    “So what would it take to combine them into one database?” 
 
    “The pricing database is a dinosaur. We could probably migrate pricing to the product database over a weekend, but then product managers would be able to change pricing.” 
 
    “Is that a problem?” 
 
    “Finance thinks it is.” 
 
    Noah glided his hands along Dylan’s chest. “Can the product database be set up so that only Finance can change the pricing, but they can’t change anything else?” 
 
    “Of course. We could set permissions based on the login IDs.” 
 
    “Then why haven’t we done that?” 
 
    “Because no one’s asked for it?” 
 
    Noah picked up his phone. “Well, I’m asking for it right now.” 
 
    Dylan gently took the phone from his hands and set it back on the nightstand. “Right now, you’re going to sleep. T0morrow, you can talk to Mikhail about the best way to handle this. Because the chief information officer is the one who should help you make this decision, not a systems analyst who’s been with the company a year.”  
 
    Noah pulled him close and kissed his temple. “You’re right.” 
 
    “Babe, I don’t want you to treat me differently at work because I’m your husband. And I don’t want other people to do that, either. I still want them to think of me as the IT guy. Which means we need to play down the marriage thing.” 
 
    “Okay,” Noah said. “That’s fair.”  
 
    “People are kissing up to me now, and I don’t like it. It’s not like I can actually do anything for them.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, babe. I know it sucks. I’ve had to deal with it my whole life.” Noah kissed him deeply. “Except with you.”  
 
    Dylan lazily wove his fingers through Noah’s hair, drifting toward sleep. It was him and Noah against the world now, and they would be stronger together.  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    At dinner on Sunday, Noah sat in the dining room of Dylan’s mom’s home eating vegan black-bean lasagna. She had apparently found the recipe online, with tofu substituted for the cheese. It wasn’t the best meal Noah had ever had, but he appreciated Lisa’s effort to welcome him into the family.  
 
    The rambler-style house had seen better days, but it was clean and neat. With a few updates, it could be quite comfortable. The neighborhood seemed quiet, a good place to grow up, with sidewalks and tree-lined streets. Noah loved the modest simplicity of it. 
 
    Lisa set down her fork and said, “Noah, I understand your mother lives in Canada?” 
 
    He nodded absently. “She’s based in Vancouver, but she never stays in one place very long. She jets off to wherever her latest boy toy wants to go.”  
 
    Lisa continued to smile. “Do you think her latest boy toy might want to come to Seattle? I’d love to meet her.” 
 
    Noah laughed. “Sorry, I’m being rude. She does have some redeeming qualities. Her charity benefits, for example. Although I’m never sure whether her motivation is the charity, or the excuse to wear her jewelry.”  
 
    Dylan grinned at him. “Still rude.”  
 
    “I know. I shouldn’t color your opinion of her before you’ve had a chance to meet her.” 
 
    “It sounds like you have a difficult relationship with her,” Lisa said.  
 
    “I think she’s one of those people who have a child because they think they’re supposed to, rather than because they want one.” 
 
    “What makes you say that?” Lisa asked. “If you don’t mind discussing it.”  
 
    Noah shrugged. “I spent more time with nannies than I did with her. And when we were together, it was awkward. Like she didn’t know what to do with me.” 
 
    “Do you think she may have been insecure about her parenting skills?”  
 
    Noah hadn’t really thought about it that way. “Possibly?” 
 
    “Since other caregivers were available, maybe she didn’t want to risk making a mistake. So she never gained a sense of self-confidence, and that made it difficult for her to bond with you.” 
 
    Noah nodded. “I forgot for a minute that you’re a counselor.”  
 
    He didn’t want to think too much about this stuff, asking himself why his mother didn’t want him around. Noah had wondered that his entire life. The moment he realized she would always let him down, his life became more peaceful. No more expecting her to change or wishing things were different. Just acceptance.  
 
    “Well, I don’t want to pressure you,” Lisa said. “If you’re not comfortable introducing her to Dylan and me—” 
 
    “I haven’t told her I got married,” Noah confessed. “I wasn’t really planning to. She’s sure to have an opinion about it, and I don’t really care to hear it. But that’s not realistic, is it?—of course my mother needs to know I’m married.” 
 
    “Oh, honey,” Lisa said. “Are things really that bad?” 
 
    “They’re not bad. She’s just not part of my life.” 
 
    Dylan took his hand. “I wonder if she says the same thing about you.” 
 
    Noah pulled his hand away as if shocked by an electrical current. How could Dylan even suggest that? Noah had made every attempt to include her in his life, and she blew him off time after time. Was it his fault he didn’t bother trying anymore?  
 
    “I’ll invite her to come visit. I don’t know whether she’ll accept, but at least she won’t be able to say I didn’t make an effort.”  
 
    “Noah,” Lisa said, speaking slowly, “perhaps you should make a point of calling your mother soon? I can’t speak for her, of course, but if it were me…I’d be terribly hurt if Dylan had been married a week before telling me.” 
 
    Noah nodded. “You’re right. I’ll call her after lunch.” For a moment, he almost felt bad about waiting so long.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    While the coffee was brewing, Noah went out to the back deck to call his mother. The yard was larger than he expected, maybe a quarter acre, lined with spruce. Rose of Sharon bloomed in white and shades of pink, basking in the rays of sunshine that broke through the clouds. As the phone rang, Noah straightened his spine, bracing for his mother’s reaction.  
 
    “Darling, what a surprise,” she said in a tone he couldn’t read. Her old-money accent tended to hide her emotions.  
 
    “Hello, mother, how are you?” 
 
    “I’m in the south of France, so I’m fabulous, of course. And you? Keeping yourself busy?” 
 
    “As usual.” He hated to be terse, but there was no point dancing around it. “I have some news. I realize this is coming out of the blue, but I got married.” He held his breath, waiting for her response. 
 
    “Oh, that!” She paused a beat, then said crisply, “I’ve been getting calls all week congratulating me, darling. I don’t really mind that my only child got married, and I found out from a Google alert. It was just so awkward, not knowing what to tell people. So I laughed and said it was all very hush-hush, and that you’d always been impulsive. Can you imagine? My son, impulsive! What a great joke that is!”  
 
    He paused to let his emotions settle. “I didn’t realize it was on the Internet.” 
 
    “My dear, you’re a high-profile person. You’ve got a Wikipedia page. Of course it was on the Internet.”  
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for you to find out that way.” 
 
    Soundlessly, a breeze fluttered the leaves of a tall oak that shaded the yard. A robin broke the silence, rustling through the leaf litter, searching for insects. A squirrel scampered across the grass and jumped onto the trunk.  
 
    “I hope you got a pre-nup, at least?” his mother said at last.  
 
    “Yes, of course.” 
 
    “Noah, you didn’t tell your own mother you got married. There’s no ‘of course’ in this situation.” Her voice was sharp, but it softened when she spoke again. “Considering the last young man you dated…Well, it’s done. I’ll keep an open mind.” 
 
    “We’re hoping you can come to Seattle soon. Dylan wants to meet you. So does his mother.” 
 
    “It is traditional for the families to meet, so I suppose I should find the time.” Was that sarcasm in her tone? “I’ll be in France the rest of the month, though,” she said, “then I’m off to Rome. Enrique has never seen Italy.” 
 
    “I didn’t realize he’d seen anything other than the cradle you robbed.” 
 
    “Don’t be absurd. He’s twenty-five.” 
 
    “My husband is twenty-six.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, dear. I’m not foolish enough to marry Enrique.” She sighed audibly. “Oh Noah, what have you gotten yourself into?” 
 
    “Dylan is a good man.” 
 
    “I hope that’s true. It’s none of my concern, of course. I wish you all the best, darling.”  
 
    The call disconnected, and Noah hit the End button. He stared for a while, hardly believing it. That had gone better than he expected. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The following week, Dylan was sitting at his gaming computer with Ginger on his lap. The distributor meeting was closing up with a big dinner, and Noah hadn’t been able to say how late he would be.  
 
    Dylan scratched the top of Ginger’s head. “How crazy is it that I miss him? Ten days ago, we weren’t even involved. Now, my heart is so empty without him here.” 
 
    The front door opened and closed. Dylan rose to his feet with Ginger in his arms, but she jumped down and ran out to the foyer. Her back end wagged as she circled around Noah. As Flanders hung up Noah’s coat, Noah took Ginger into his arms.  
 
    “How’s my girl?” he said, snuggling her against his chest. “Are you getting dog hair all over my cashmere suit? I should change at the office from now on, shouldn’t I.”  
 
    Dylan took Ginger and kissed Noah’s lips chastely. “You go change. I’ll put her in her kennel and come up in a minute.”  
 
    “No, I’ll come down and hang with you guys for a while before bed. It’s been a long day, and I want a little time with my Ginger-snap.”  
 
    Dylan watched Noah climb the spiral staircase, then headed back toward the study. Ginger jumped down and followed at his heels. 
 
    He sat on the couch, and she jumped up beside him. “It didn’t take you long to wrap Daddy Noah around your little paw, did it?” 
 
    She curled into a ball and rested her head against him. 
 
    Noah entered, upbeat and eyes shining. He sat next to Dylan and set Ginger in his lap. “Everything went perfectly today. Better than I could have hoped. Marketing was completely on her game—” 
 
    “You mean Alicia?” 
 
    “Yes. Alicia. Sorry. And Sales—Benoit—had them laughing in the aisles. We didn’t do any hard selling. Just made them feel like part of the family, and showed how our products solve problems for their customers. It was amazing. I love it when things come together like that.” 
 
    “I’m glad you had a good day.” Dylan kissed him.  
 
    “And the best part? You and I have got tickets to Hawaii. It’s only for a week, but Mikhail approved your time off.” 
 
    “Did he check with Riya?” 
 
    “I think so?” 
 
    “Good enough,” Dylan said, not wanting anything to get in their way. “When do we leave?” 
 
    “Two weeks from Friday.” 
 
    Dylan raised his brows. “That’s soon.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. We need to convince the immigration service that this is a real marriage. Real couples take their honeymoon as soon as possible after they get married.”  
 
    Dylan gave him a look.  
 
    “Also,” Noah said, setting Ginger down and straddling Dylan’s lap, “I don’t want to wait any longer to spend a week naked in bed with you.” 
 
    “I thought you wanted to take me to the volcano.”  
 
    “I do. By the way, I checked, and it’s an eight-mile walk round-trip to see the lava. So we should do some time on the treadmill to get ready.” 
 
    “Or we could go for actual walks outside during the daylight when it’s sunny.”  
 
    “It’s Seattle. It’s never sunny.” 
 
    “Sometimes it’s sunny.” 
 
    Noah kissed him hard. “When we get to Hawaii, I want you to mess me.” 
 
    “That goes without—oh.” Dylan got hard just thinking about it. Of course he wanted to do that—and of course they should, on their official honeymoon. But only because it made sense for them, not because it would make their marriage seem more real to the immigration service.  
 
    “If I’m going to forget you, then I need to get you ready.” 
 
    “Ready, how?”  
 
    “Take your cute rear upstairs and I’ll show you. I just need to put Ginger in her kennel first.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    In the bedroom, Noah bounced on the balls of his feet, nervous energy flowing through him. He hadn’t bottomed in so long, he was desperate for it. What did Dylan have in mind? Whatever it was, Noah wanted it now. 
 
    He stripped off his clothes and went into the bathroom to wash up. When he reentered the bedroom, Dylan was in bed waiting.  
 
    Noah kissed his way down Dylan’s body as he pushed off the covers. “I can’t get enough of you.” When he reached Dylan’s cock, he licked down to the base, nuzzling the nest of hair there. 
 
    “Love it, babe,” Dylan said. 
 
    Noah swallowed him down, and a tangle of emotions wove through him. Sucking another man had always made Noah feel vulnerable, submissive even. But it was different with Dylan. Giving his husband pleasure made Noah feel powerful.   
 
    Dylan placed his hand at the nape of Noah’s neck, not forcing him but holding him firmly in place, a possessive gesture Noah loved. The flesh was hot, with a hint of salt, and so delicious Noah could barely restrain himself. He took as much as he could, the blunt head massaging his soft palate.  
 
    “Just like that,” Dylan murmured, his voice taut. “You’re so good at that. You give me just what I need.” 
 
    Noah warmed at the praise. Opening his throat, he went even deeper. It was a source of pride for him that he could take so much of that length.  
 
    “Yes, babe.” Dylan held him in place for a second on each down-stroke. “Give me all of you. Show me you’re mine.” 
 
    It was so perfect, being used by Dylan this way. He would never have tolerated it from anyone else, but with Dylan, he craved it. He came up for air and rolled onto his back. “Idiot my face.”  
 
    Dylan straddled him, slapping his toe against Noah’s cheeks. “Take it,” he said, and shoved into Noah’s mouth.  
 
    Noah’s tongue worked furiously to keep up with Dylan’s pace. He licked and sucked that glorious cock, so smooth and silky against his lips.  
 
    “That’s it,” Dylan cried. “So close.” Body trembling, he pulled out and jacked himself. Noah closed his eyes as Dylan shot on Noah’s lips and cheeks, anointing him.  
 
    As Dylan cleaned him up, Noah lay panting. No man had ever done that to him before. It should have felt demeaning, but Noah had loved every second of it. Taking Dylan’s cum seemed like a privilege.  
 
    Dylan pulled him close and kissed him deeply. “Did you like that?” 
 
    “So good, Dyl.” 
 
    “I think you deserve a reward. Roll over and show me that rear.” 
 
    Noah did so eagerly. He was so thoroughly turned on, he was ready for anything Dylan wanted to dish out.  
 
    Dylan opened the nightstand drawer, pulling out the lube and a string of anal beads. Noah’s stomach thrilled at the sight of the toy, then clenched. Could he handle it?  
 
    “Babe, I’m not sure—” 
 
    “Shh, it’s okay.” Dylan ran a comforting hand along Noah’s back. “We’ll go as slow as you need to.” 
 
    Noah whimpered. The string was about six inches long, the beads close together, almost like a butt plug. The beads were graduated in size, the largest about the circumference of Dylan’s toe. It made sense that if Noah wanted Dylan, he ought to be able to handle the beads.  
 
    Noah’s cock filled to throbbing. He wanted to please Dylan. After all, Dylan was doing this to please Noah. 
 
    Dylan spread Noah’s legs wide and positioned himself between them. He slicked lube over Noah’s hole and glided a finger inside. “Ah!” Noah cried, his body greedy for more of the sensation.  
 
    Dylan chuckled. “Sensitive.” 
 
    “Need it. I’ve been wanting you for so long, babe.”  
 
    “You’re going to love this, then.” Dylan lubed up the beads and positioned them at Noah’s entrance. Noah breathed, and the first narrow bead popped inside. It was just enough to tease.  
 
    “More,” he pleaded.  
 
    Dylan pushed in until Noah’s body resisted. Noah bore down and took a little more. The stretch wasn’t nearly enough, and the depth hadn’t reached his gland. Dylan harassed the beads in and out of him to loosen him and help him relax. 
 
    Dylan lay beside him, kissing his cheek. “It’s okay, babe. We’ll get you there. I’m in no hurry.” 
 
    “It’s just been so long…” 
 
    “I keep thinking about taking you for the first time, how it’s going to be special for both of us. Because we waited. My cock will fill you so full. I’ll thrust against your gland over and over, until you come without me even touching your cock.” 
 
    “Yes, Dyl, please, I want that.”  
 
    The beads sank further inside, and Dylan kept Noah with them. As he thrust deeper, he found Noah’s gland. But the touch was so light, it was more torture than pleasure.  
 
    Dylan got behind him again and picked up the pace. “You’re going to take it all, Noah. Everything I have to give you, even if we stay up all night.”  
 
    “More. Please!”  
 
    Dylan added a little pressure, not enough to force anything, but it increased the stretch. Noah liked the sensation. He pushed back. Dylan messed him harder, and another bead popped inside.  
 
    The pressure on his prostate increased. Noah shuddered, greedy for more. He pushed back into the sensation. 
 
    Dylan’s fingers threaded in Noah’s hair and pulled. “I own this rear,” Dylan said, thrusting at a punishing pace. Something shifted in Noah’s body, and the toy sank deeper.  
 
    Noah cried out in something that wasn’t quite pain. Stretched so wide now, almost to his limit, he could only babble. “Please don’t stop,” he finally said, once he could form coherent words. 
 
    “Get on your knees,” Dylan said. 
 
    As Noah did so, Dylan lubed up his hand. Continuing to play with the strand of beads, he pumped Noah with his fist. The combination of sensations left Noah panting, desperate for more. 
 
    On the brink, his shaft tightened. Dylan pulled out the beads in a single motion, intensifying the pleasure. Noah erupted, coating Dylan’s hand with his seed. Wave after wave rushed over him until he collapsed onto the bed.  
 
    He rolled onto his back and gazed up at Dylan, whose eyes beamed with delight. Dylan kissed him and said, “We are going to have so much fun on our honeymoon.” He cleaned up and turned off the light, then lay with his head on Noah’s chest.  
 
    “I knew we’d be good together,” Noah said. “From the first time we met, I just knew.”  
 
    “Me, too.” 
 
    “Marrying you was the best idea I ever had.” 
 
    Dylan chuckled. “It was the craziest idea you ever had.”  
 
    “But you’re happy, right?” 
 
    “Honestly? I’ve never been so happy.” 
 
    Noah wrapped him in his arms and kissed him deeply. “I never want to let you go.” 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Thanks to an early morning flight, Dylan and Noah landed in Kona a little after noon and arrived at the hotel complex around one. The lobby was open air, completely covered against any threat of rain but with cool sea breezes flowing through.  
 
    The bellman, a stocky Polynesian man in a green Hawaiian shirt and khaki shorts, led them to the penthouse. He unloaded their luggage while Noah got out the tip. Dylan could only stare. 
 
    The place was bigger than his apartment, with a full eat-in kitchen, sitting room, and separate bedroom suite. The floors were dark wood, the counters granite, and the bed piled with fluffy white pillows. 
 
    The view from the big picture window in the sitting room was so pretty, Dylan couldn’t steal his eyes away. The beach had the promised golden sand and coconut palms, feathery fronds waving like heron’s wings. The water, turquoise near the shore, quickly transitioned to a rich sapphire blue. It seemed to stretch forever. 
 
    Once the bellman had gone, Noah took out his phone. “I’m going to record this moment for posterity.” He tapped a few times and, looking into the screen, said, “I’m Noah, and this is my sexy husband Dylan.”  
 
    He turned the phone, and Dylan waved. 
 
    Noah continued, “We’re here in Kona on our honeymoon, and this is the view from our hotel room.”  
 
    “We are so lucky,” Dylan said.  
 
    “We are, babe.” Noah stood with his back to the window, the phone turned so he and Dylan were both in the frame, then kissed Dylan’s lips before stopping the recording.  
 
    “What do you want to do first?” Dylan asked.  
 
    “We’ve got this king-sized bed just waiting for us to mess up the sheets,” Noah suggested.  
 
    Dylan raised his brows in a mocking expression. “We’ve also got the Pacific Ocean and a protected beach perfect for snorkeling.” He kissed Noah’s pouting lips. “The bed will still be waiting after dark.” 
 
    “Okay, but only because it’s your first time in Hawaii.” 
 
    They went down to the beach and got lunch, then rented some snorkel gear and cabana chairs for an exorbitant hourly rate. Dylan found it hard to justify in his mind, but Noah’s pale skin needed protection from the tropical rays. They played in the water for a while, then returned to their chairs and slathered themselves in sunscreen. 
 
    They sat relaxing, but Dylan’s mind couldn’t stop working. He almost felt guilty enjoying this beautiful setting when so many people were struggling. He turned to Noah. “You said your mom is involved with charity events?” 
 
    “Yes, mainly spinal cord research and LGBT organizations.” 
 
    “That’s kind of awesome, though, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I guess,” Noah said without enthusiasm.  
 
    “Did she spend a lot of time doing that when you were a kid, instead of spending time with you?” 
 
    “You could say that.” Noah’s tone had an edge that warned Dylan to tread carefully. 
 
    “I wonder if she’d be interested in helping us plan an event in Seattle.” 
 
    Noah scowled. “Why?” 
 
    “Because what you’re spending on this honeymoon would feed, clothe, and shelter a family of four for three months.” 
 
    Noah turned his attention back to his trade magazine. “I don’t think that’s true.” 
 
    “Even if it’s not…Don’t you think it would be good PR to sponsor an event like that?” 
 
    Noah’s expression darkened. “The company sponsors a lot of things, most of them related to renewable energy, which is a field where we’re a player. That’s what makes sense for us.” 
 
    “What about you, then, individually? Or rather, us as a couple? Wouldn’t it make sense for us to contribute toward, I don’t know, an LGBT charity? Something benefitting homeless youth, maybe? If we’re out there in the community as a high-profile couple, that’s got to work in our favor, right?” 
 
    Noah shrugged. “That’s a good point.” 
 
    “I realize it would be your money, and you don’t have time to put into it, but I do. All those nights when I’m home alone while you’re working late…It’s that or play games on the computer.” 
 
    Noah looked at him with wide eyes. “You seriously want to contact my mother about planning a charity event in Seattle?” 
 
    “It would be good for you. And for us as a couple. And for her.” 
 
    “So it’s a win/win/win.” 
 
    “If you have to put everything in business jargon, instead of communicating like a human being, then yes.” 
 
    Noah grinned. “You’ve got a smart mouth on you.” 
 
    “And you love it.” 
 
    Noah gave him a tolerant smile.  
 
    Dylan was still navigating his role as Noah’s husband. Noah was submissive in the bedroom but competitive outside it. At work, he was unquestionably in charge. Any perceived challenge to his authority was treated as an affront.  
 
    Noah might like Dylan’s teasing, but it was a fine line. Dylan was careful to avoid the appearance that he was criticizing Noah’s judgment or seeking undue influence when it came to company business.  
 
    In many ways, this was the best romantic relationship Dylan had ever had. Because he and Noah worked together, respect and a certain degree of objectivity were built into their relationship. There were no games, no petty jealousies. They both knew why they were together and what they sought to gain. The fact that they were sexually compatible and enjoyed each other’s company was a bonus. 
 
    But that was also a big complication. Dylan cared about Noah. Living with him, sleeping with him, it was hard to keep an emotional distance. But if Dylan raised the possibility of them becoming something more, wouldn’t he just look like a gold digger? Anyway, it was too soon to talk about falling in love. They’d only been together three weeks.  
 
    They’d agreed to take their relationship to the next level on this trip, and Dylan had never done that with someone he wasn’t in love with. Although, to be honest, what he’d considered love in the past couldn’t compare to what he had with Noah. The care and respect Noah showed him was on a different level from the immature frat boys Dylan had dated in the past.  
 
    Dylan looked over at Noah, his heart so full it hurt his chest. He didn’t dare fall in love. Not when they’d been together such a short time. Not when he didn’t know how Noah felt or what his future plans were.  
 
    Could Noah really make a lifetime commitment to someone like Dylan, someone from a completely different social class? Maybe Noah’s mom would think Dylan was a joke. Maybe that’s why Noah had been reluctant to tell her they were married in the first place.  
 
    Dylan didn’t like dealing with these complex emotions. He preferred it when he could compartmentalize his life. As long as this was a marriage of convenience, it could stay neatly in its box. Now it was bleeding into places where it didn’t belong. And the sex would just complicate things even more.  
 
    They stayed on the beach until sunset. Everyone had their camera phones out, and it made Dylan sad that people spent so much time recording their lives that they couldn’t just enjoy the moment. A digital image couldn’t compare to the genuine article.  
 
    In the twilight, he and Noah gathered up their things and headed into the hotel. They showered and dressed for dinner at the swanky hotel restaurant.  
 
    Noah smoothed the placket of Dylan’s golf shirt. “We need to get you some Hawaiian shirts,” he said, his own a deep blue with yellow and green parrots.  
 
    “So we can be one of those gay couples who dress alike?” 
 
    “I don’t mean we should match. If you keep up these smart aleck remarks, I’m going to have to spank you.” 
 
    “If there’s any spanking to be done, I’ll be the one who does it.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Dylan asked. “It might be fun.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “That sounds like a hard limit.” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    Dylan stroked Noah’s cheek. “Did someone hurt you?” 
 
    “Nothing like that. It’s just not my thing.” Noah kissed him, then, his eyes widened. “Is it your thing?” 
 
    “I’m more into bondage,” Dylan said with a shrug. 
 
    Noah’s brows rose. “Oh, we can definitely try that.” 
 
    Holding hands, they took the elevator down to the restaurant. Tiki torches lit the courtyard, and plumeria trees scented the air. Darkness had settled over the ocean, but the slow percussion of the waves penetrated the low noise of the dining room. 
 
    Dylan looked through the menu, stomach growling. He hadn’t eaten anything since the sushi sampler he got for lunch. Noah ordered them each a glass of pinot noir. With the activities they had planned for later, they didn’t want to be impaired by drinking a whole bottle. 
 
    The thought heated Dylan’s cheeks. He bit his lip, averting his eyes from Noah’s gaze. Maybe he shouldn’t have made an issue of this. Now it seemed somehow…momentous. If things didn’t go as hoped, they might both be embarrassed and reluctant to try again. 
 
    “You okay?” Noah asked. 
 
    “A little nervous about later.” 
 
    Noah took his hand. “No pressure. We’ll play it by ear.” 
 
    “Thank you. I know I’ve been putting you off—” 
 
    “You haven’t. You wanted to take it slow. That’s nice, actually. No one’s ever asked me to do that before.” 
 
    Dylan smiled, the thought warming him. It seemed as if Noah hadn’t had much romance in his life before, and Dylan was happy to be able to inject some. “I’m glad you feel that way. I am looking forward to it, you know.” 
 
    “I certainly hope so.” 
 
    “Maybe we should just get something light to eat,” Dylan suggested, “and head back to the room.” 
 
    A light rose in Noah’s eyes. “I won’t argue with that.” 
 
    After a soup and salad, they walked the winding path through the courtyard to the lobby. As the elevator car lurched upward, a wave of dizziness swept over Dylan. By the time he reached the penthouse, he could barely stand.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Mr. Harrison,” said the hotel manager, a silver-haired man in a perfectly tailored suit, as Noah paced through the sitting room of the penthouse. “The restaurant is investigating right now to make sure the fish was handled according to protocol. And my staff is contacting your airline carrier and the airports you traveled through today.”  
 
    “Don’t you think the sushi is the most likely culprit?” 
 
    “It’s one of many possibilities. None of the other guests have complained, but of course we’re taking the necessary precautions. This might also be a virus rather than food poisoning. I’ll be happy to send for a physician if you like.” 
 
    “Not yet. His symptoms are better than they were, now that some of the poison is out of his system.” 
 
    “Can we do anything else for you?” 
 
    Noah wanted to yell. He had no doubt that someone—probably at the hotel—had handled food improperly, and that’s why Dylan was sick. But they’d been through two airports that day along with thousands of other people, so an infectious illness couldn’t be ruled out. “Not at the moment.” 
 
    “Do let us know how he progresses, and if you need anything further. Again, my apologies.” He exited with a nod. 
 
    Noah crossed his arms, rage burning in his chest. The man’s obsequiousness coupled with his refusal to acknowledge culpability was maddening. The truth was, Dylan was hurting, and Noah was looking for someone to blame. He wasn’t acting rationally, but then, he never did where Dylan was concerned.  
 
    Noah got some ice chips out of the freezer in the kitchen, and took them to Dylan. The poor guy was still sitting on the floor next to the toilet, head resting in his hands. Noah sat next to him and said, “I brought you more ice chips.”   
 
    “Thanks,” Dylan replied weakly. 
 
    “You hanging in there?” 
 
    “At least the room isn’t spinning anymore.” 
 
    Noah ran his hands over Dylan’s bare legs. “Are the ice chips helping?” 
 
    Dylan nodded. “Seem to be. I’m keeping them down so far.” 
 
    “Can I get you a book or anything? Maybe your tablet?” 
 
    “I don’t want to contaminate anything in case it’s a virus.” 
 
    Noah nodded. He loved how Dylan could stay rational at a time like this. “I could go down to the lobby and get you a magazine.” 
 
    “You’re sweet. But it’s late. You should go to bed.” 
 
    “No way.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Dylan said. “I can sleep here.” 
 
    “Then I’m staying with you.” 
 
    “You don’t have to do that.” 
 
    Worry tightened Noah’s chest. “What if you get worse? I’m not taking that chance. I’ll stay up all night if I have to.” 
 
    “I’m sure I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Sometimes people with food poisoning need to be hospitalized. Sometimes they die.” Noah’s voice broke. “I’m not leaving you.” 
 
    “Dude, I’m not going to die.” 
 
    “Not on my watch.” 
 
    Dylan chuckled. “Fine. Maybe you could get us a couple of pillows. This tile is dang hard.” 
 
    Noah got the duvet from the bed to create a nest for them, then brought in a couple of pillows and blankets. He sat and laid a pillow on his lap. “Lie down,” he said to Dylan. 
 
    “You need to sleep.” 
 
    “I need to take care of you.” 
 
    “If it’s a virus, you could get sick, too.” But Dylan lay down with his head in Noah’s lap and didn’t argue any further.  
 
    As Dylan’s breath grew slow and even, Noah stroked his husband’s hair. Dylan’s illness had scared him in a way Noah hadn’t been scared in a long time. It came on so fast and so violently that Noah had been ready to call an ambulance. But after an hour or so, the worst seemed to be over, with the bouts of sickness occurring at more distant intervals. 
 
    One thing was for sure—he wouldn’t let Dylan eat sushi at a beachside restaurant again. Even at a five-star hotel, that was a bad idea.  
 
    In sleep, Dylan looked young and vulnerable. His color seemed to be better, though. Noah caressed his cheek, emotion flooding through him. 
 
    He’d been such an idiot to listen to HR when they told him not to date an employee. He should have fought for Dylan even then. It was easy to tell himself it was just a physical attraction. His heart had known differently, though.  
 
    Dylan was his soul mate. 
 
    Not that Noah actually believed in that stuff. He wasn’t a spiritual person. His mother had been into that New Age garbage, and Noah had never been able to take it seriously. All that talk of crystals and energy was too insubstantial for him.  
 
    But the first time he’d met Dylan, he’d felt something. And every time he saw him after that, the feeling grew stronger. He didn’t know what that meant. But in the three weeks he and Dylan had been together, all the scattered pieces in his life had come together. Dylan grounded him. He could picture his future.  
 
    But was that what Dylan wanted? A future with Noah? He wasn’t an easy guy to get along with, as Troy had made very clear.  
 
    He had no empathy—that’s what Troy had said. And it must have been true, because Noah didn’t even really understand what it meant. How could you project yourself into another person’s shoes and feel what they felt? People were all so different. Other people didn’t see the world the way he did, that was for sure. So if he tried to imagine what other people were feeling, he was almost sure to get it wrong.  
 
    Noah relied on facts, things that could be proven. He liked people. He cared about them. But people made bad assumptions sometimes or acted on impulse. He tried never to do that.  
 
    Look how badly he had gotten things wrong when he had received that package from Troy with his visa papers. If he’d taken time to think rationally, all that craziness could have been avoided. But then he wouldn’t be sitting here on the bathroom floor of an oceanfront hotel in Kona nursing his sick husband. And he wouldn’t trade that for the world.  
 
    He leaned over and kissed Dylan’s cheek, rousing him. “Sorry,” Noah said as Dylan’s eyes fluttered open.  
 
    “That’s okay. How long was I out?” 
 
    “About an hour. How are you feeling?”  
 
    “Better. Hungry.” 
 
    “That’s a good sign. But no solid food for you. We’ve got some sports drinks in the fridge.” 
 
    “That would be good.” 
 
    They went into the kitchen, and Noah got him a drink from the fridge. “Sip it slowly.” 
 
    “I will.” Dylan sat at the table. “Sorry I ruined your evening.” 
 
    “You didn’t ruin anything.” 
 
    “It was supposed to be our big night.” 
 
    “We’ve still got six more nights to go. I’m just glad you’re feeling better.” 
 
    “I’d really like to take a shower, and try sleeping in the bed.” He scowled. “But the bedding is all in the contamination zone.” 
 
    “You go take a shower. I’ll call housekeeping to make up the bed.”  
 
    “At this time of night?” 
 
    “For what we’re paying for this room, they’ll handle it for us. And I’ll give them a nice tip besides.” 
 
    Dylan sighed. “I’m sorry to be such a bother.” 
 
    Noah looked at him gently, his heart full. “You’re not a bother. Go take a shower while I make the call.” 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Dylan woke to tender kisses on his cheek. Bright light streamed through the bedroom window. He sat up, and Noah sat beside him, fully dressed.  
 
    “I ordered you some tea and toast for breakfast if you want it. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Fine, I think.” 
 
    “Did you sleep through the night?” 
 
    “Yep. I didn’t even hear you get up.” 
 
    Noah took Dylan’s hand and kissed it. “Your body needed the rest.” 
 
    Dylan put on a robe, and Noah led him into the kitchen. They sat, and Dylan took some tentative sips of his tea while Noah cut up a banana into his own bowl of oatmeal.  
 
    “When was the last time you had bacon and eggs?” Dylan asked.  
 
    “College.” 
 
    “Do you miss it?” 
 
    Noah smirked. “I don’t miss sushi, that’s for sure.” 
 
    Dylan bit his cheeks. “Now who’s being a smart aleck?” 
 
    Dylan spent the morning in bed recuperating while Noah worked on the computer. In the afternoon, they went and lay on the beach. Dylan sipped sports drinks and lazily watched the waves.  
 
    The night before, he’d been too sick to think about much of anything else. But now that he’d had time to reflect, he was amazed by the way Noah had taken care of him. He didn’t expect that. Noah kept his nurturing side pretty well hidden. Dylan felt privileged to be the one who got to see it.  
 
    They took it easy that night, and Noah made Dylan go to bed early. Dylan knew better than to challenge Noah when he gave a direct order unless it was a battle worth fighting. In this case, Dylan was tired. He appreciated that Noah understood.  
 
    Noah joined him a couple of hours later, rousing him from sleep with kisses to his nape and shoulders. Dylan moaned, turning to face him. In the darkness, he pulled Noah close and kissed him. 
 
    “I didn’t mean to wake you,” Noah said softly.   
 
    “Two days of our honeymoon down, and we haven’t had sex yet.” 
 
    “You’ve been sick. You’re not up for it.” 
 
    “I beg to differ.” Dylan guided Noah’s hand to his very hard cock.  
 
    Noah let out a growl. “I’ve got an idea. You stay there.” He sat up, and the drawer to the nightstand scraped against its track. In the moonlight, Noah’s silhouetted form took out a bottle, clicking it open and then closed. He rubbed his hands together, then slid his well-lubed fist down Dylan’s length.  
 
    Dylan gasped, the slick, firm grip like heaven, chasing the cobwebs of sleep from his mind. “Oh, babe, that’s so perfect.” 
 
    Noah ran his thumb over the tip, the sensitive skin flaming to life. “I remembered what you said about handjobs. Figured this was a good opportunity.”  
 
    “Unless you want to ride me.”  
 
    Noah whimpered. “I’d love to, but I don’t want you to exert yourself.” 
 
    “If you’re on top, you can do all the work,” Dylan teased.  
 
    Noah leaned over and kissed him. “Are you sure?”  
 
    “Completely sure. If you want to.” 
 
    “Heck, Dyl, you have no idea how much I want you inside me. I’ll get a condom—” 
 
    “You don’t have to.” 
 
    “I’ve never gone without,” Noah said. “But I guess we don’t need them?” 
 
    “A perk of marriage.” Dylan sat up. “Turn on the light. I want to watch you get yourself ready.” 
 
    Noah let out a ragged breath. He switched on the reading lamp.  
 
    Dylan tossed a pillow toward the foot of the bed. “Lie down so I can see you with your legs spread wide for me. Lube up that tight rear so it’s nice and slippery.” 
 
    Noah’s eyes hooded. He stared at Dylan as if transfixed, then did as he was told. Tossing the bedspread to one side, he grabbed the lube and lay with his head at the foot of the bed and his legs open.  
 
    Dylan eyed him impassively. Noah’s dusky pink balls were pulled in tight, his hard cock flat against his belly. His hand found his pucker and massaged the lube around it, then pushed a finger inside.  
 
    Noah bit his lip, looking sweet and vulnerable. Dylan wanted to kiss him, but he was enjoying the show too much. Plus, this submissive posture was clearly turning Noah on. Dylan doubted anyone had ever asked him to do this before.  
 
    “Can you take more?” Dylan asked.  
 
    Noah nodded, and a second finger disappeared inside his body. The sight sent a shock of desire through Dylan. He’d never seen anything so hot in his life as his husband finger-himself.  
 
    Noah’s body was beautiful, but more than that, the sharp edges of his executive persona disappeared during sex. He grew pliant and trusting, the weight of responsibility falling away. Dylan was glad to do that for him, giving him a chance to relax and just be.  
 
    “I love watching you, babe,” Dylan said. “I could do this all night.” 
 
    “I want you,” Noah said. “I’m ready.”  
 
    Dylan grinned and motioned for Noah to come back up to the head of the bed. Noah smiled, his eyes beaming like he’d just won an award. World’s sexiest husband. He definitely won that in Dylan’s eyes.  
 
    Dylan lay back down and said, “Lube me up good. I want this to be perfect for you.” 
 
    “It will be.” Noah slicked his hand over Dylan’s aching cock. “Because it’s you.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Noah straddled Dylan, his stomach taut with a mix of anxiety and desire. It had been a while since he’d been with a man this way, and he was out of practice. Noah usually topped because that’s what his partners expected of him, but it wasn’t his preference. 
 
    He looked down and met the honey-brown eyes looking back at him, dark with lust. Noah positioned Dylan’s cock at his entrance. It was impossibly thick. He’d never been with anyone this big before.  
 
    Dylan rested his hands at Noah’s waist. “Go as slow as you need to.”  
 
    Dylan’s embrace was tender, not greedy, as if Noah was a dish to be savored. Noah wasn’t used to that. Sex for him had mostly been a means to an end. But with Dylan, it was an experience. The thought of his sexy husband taking him at the same slow pace he usually did had Noah achingly hard.  
 
    Noah exhaled and bore down, and the tip popped inside. He clenched his teeth, the stretch more than he expected. 
 
    “We don’t have to do this, babe,” Dylan said. “I don’t want to hurt you.” 
 
    “It doesn’t hurt—it’s just a lot. I need a minute to adjust.”  
 
    Dylan’s hands ran up and down Noah’s sides, soothing him. The palms were warm and smooth, the fingers light as they ghosted over his flesh. The tenderness undid something in Noah’s chest, and warmth flooded him. He couldn’t imagine his life without Dylan in it.  
 
    With a few deep breaths, Noah glided down on that sweet cock, letting it fill him. When it grazed his gland, he gasped with the sudden pleasure of it. “Yes,” he murmured. “I want all of you, babe.” 
 
    “Take it,” Dylan cried, massaging Noah’s rear cheeks. He thrust into him with tentative strokes.  
 
    “Just like that.” Noah undulated on top of him, feeling every inch of him. This man owned him, body and soul, and he owned Dylan in return. Warmth flooded Noah as ripples of ecstasy washed over Dylan’s face. He’d never known a man so handsome, his body strong and well-defined. He wanted to make Dylan’s every wish come true.  
 
    Dylan thrust harder, and Noah’s whole body sparked with pleasure. Dylan’s hands moved up Noah’s body, twisting his nipples. Heat like a solar flare scorched his skin.  
 
    Noah grabbed the headboard and increased his pace, using the mattress as a springboard. Dylan cried out and writhed beneath him. Reading Dylan’s face, Noah rode and rode and rode, giving Dylan what he seemed to ache for.  
 
    Dylan grimaced and arched off the bed as his orgasm rocked him. Noah grabbed himself and thrust into his palm until cum arched over Dylan’s chest. Wrapping his arms around Noah, Dylan pulled him in for a kiss.  
 
    At first desperate and needy, the kiss soon became a soft tangling of tongues and suckling of lips. Noah’s soul flowed out of him and into Dylan, then back again in a continuous loop. They were one flesh.  
 
    Noah had never known what that meant before that moment. But he realized now that the union between them could never be broken. They were joined at a cellular level and could never be separated again. No matter what path they took, or where in the world they ended up, a part of the other would always live inside them.  
 
    Noah lifted himself from Dylan’s body and cleaned them up. Then, he turned off the light. Lying on his back, he held Dylan’s hand and wondered what the heck to do next. He wasn’t supposed to fall in love. Love was complicated and messy and always tore you apart.  
 
    He felt like he’d been tricked somehow. Noah’s duplicitous heart had planned this all along—had chosen Dylan because Dylan was everything he wanted and seemed like, just maybe, he could love Noah back.  
 
    But Dylan had said he was marrying Noah for sex and money. No mention of love. Noah had to stop feeling like this. He wanted to be in control, and a person in love was always vulnerable.  
 
    Dylan cuddled up next to him, resting his head on Noah’s chest. Noah kissed his forehead and stroked his hair. He didn’t want a marriage of convenience anymore. He wanted this to be real.  
 
    Did he dare tell Dylan that? What if Dylan didn’t feel the same way? After so much rejection in his life, trusting people who turned out to be using him, Noah couldn’t go there. He couldn’t risk his heart again.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next morning, while Noah was in the shower, Dylan stepped out onto the balcony and called Noah’s mother. Given the eleven-hour time difference, this was the best time of day to do it. He hoped she wasn’t busy. Email seemed too impersonal for their first contact. 
 
    As the phone rang, he watched the dive boats just offshore, racing to get the best moorings. Noah said he’d once seem hammerhead sharks while scuba diving in those waters. That sounded awesome—Dylan would have to get certified before they vacationed there again.  
 
    A female voice answered, and his heart sped up. “Mrs. Harrison? This is Dylan McCann, your son-in-law.” 
 
    “Oh, of course, the husband,” she said drily, the words followed by a lilting laugh. “It’s nice to speak with you, Dylan. To what do I owe the pleasure?” 
 
    “Well, first, I’m eager to meet you. My mother is, too. I hope we can grow into a real family.” 
 
    “You’re very kind. I’ll come to Seattle as soon as my schedule allows—I’m looking forward to it.” 
 
    “Me, too. Also, Noah mentioned something that…well, it kind of inspired me. I understand you raise money for LGBT charities. That’s something I’d like to take on too, but I don’t know anything about it.” He forced himself to continue, “I wonder if you’d consider mentoring me?” 
 
    “Why, Dylan, I’d be delighted! I’m so pleased you asked. I was afraid you were like that last young man Noah dated.” 
 
    “Uh, no. That guy is a jerk.” 
 
    “Indeed,” she said. 
 
    Heat flooded his cheeks. “Sorry, I shouldn’t use that language—” 
 
    “Darling, I swear like a drunken sailor. It’s fine.” 
 
    Dylan laughed. “It sounds like we’ll get along great, then, Mrs. Harrison.” 
 
    “Do call me Naomi. Truly, Dylan, I’m so pleased you got in touch.” 
 
    “Don’t tell Noah I said this, but I’d like for you to play a bigger role in our lives, if that’s what you want. Noah wouldn’t want me to interfere, but…sometimes he needs prodding.” 
 
    Silence stretched on a little too long. “Naomi?” 
 
    The sound of a sniffle came through the line, then her taut voice said, “I’m here.” 
 
    Dylan’s heart melted. “I’ll let you go, then, but I’ll be in touch once I’ve got more details. It was good talking to you.” 
 
    “You, too.”  
 
    He ended the call, then found Noah in the bedroom. The guy looked uber-sexy in his swim trunks and still-damp hair. Dylan said, “Your mother is lovely.” 
 
    “Don’t fall for it.” 
 
    He gave Noah a sloppy wet kiss on his cheek. “Maybe you just don’t understand her sense of humor.” 
 
    Noah scowled. “She doesn’t have a sense of humor.”  
 
    Dylan cracked up. Once he caught his breath, he shook his head at Noah. “Your poor mom.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Dylan walked with Noah along a dusty gravel road, nothing visible but the sky and the acres of black lava fields sloping down the cliff into the bright blue sea. With an hour before sunset, they were heading toward Kamokuna, where the lava flow entered the ocean. Noah had explained that during the day, you could mostly see steam and smoke. The red glow only became visible at dusk.  
 
    Noah stopped and took out his cell. “Let’s get a video.” He tapped his phone and said, “Hi, Noah again, here on my honeymoon with my husband Dylan. We’re at Kilauea Volcano, hiking in from the Kalapana side. It’s hot and dry, so we’re carrying a ton of water in our backpacks, plus flashlights so we can see during the walk back to the road after dark.  
 
    “A lot of people think this place looks desolate, but to me, it’s the most exciting place on earth. New land is being created here as we speak. I’ll post videos of the lava once we make it back to civilization.” He made a shaka sign with his hand, and Dylan did the same as Noah stopped recording.  
 
    They started walking again, and Dylan asked, “Do you really think all these videos are necessary?” 
 
    “They’re not just for the immigration service. They’re also a chronicle for us.” Noah took his hand. “I want to remember this. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Of course. This week has been amazing—well, other than that first night. Snorkeling in the morning, relaxing on the beach in the afternoon, sex into the night—who could ask for a better honeymoon?” 
 
    “Or a better husband,” Noah said. 
 
    Dylan squeezed his hand, buoyed by his words. Dylan couldn’t deny anymore that his heart was involved. He was falling in love, more every day. Noah’s confidence and charisma out in the world made Dylan feel secure and protected, while his tenderness and vulnerability in the bedroom made Dylan feel cared for and appreciated.  
 
    Still, he didn’t dare tell Noah he loved him. Noah would have to be the first to say it. He was the one who had started this thing. Dylan was just along for the ride.  
 
    The road ended, blocked by lava rock from decades-old eruptions. For the last few hundred feet, they scrambled over tall, irregular mounds, rough and sharp as glass. They reached the rope line that the park service had put up to keep tourists off the newly formed lava delta, unstable sheets of new rock that could collapse without warning into the ocean.  
 
    They had arrived early enough to get a clear view of the “firehose flow.” Tall plumes of white steam erupted from the sea, hiding the cascade of hot, red lava spewing forth from the break in the black rock. As the sun lowered in the sky, an orange glow became visible, and occasional bursts of molten lava shot out.  
 
    As they waited for sunset, Noah took videos and still shots until Dylan convinced him to put the camera down. “This is one of the most amazing sights on earth,” Dylan said. “Enjoy the moment.” 
 
    Around them, people spoke in countless languages and accents. Dylan’s heart swelled to think how extraordinary it was to be in this gathering place for people from all over the world. Here there were no politics or ethnicity. Just human beings sharing this unique experience.  
 
    Dylan held Noah’s hand as the sun sank toward the horizon. He had no words. He was joined with the solar system and watching the act of creation. As the encroaching darkness hid the pillar of smoke and steam, a pillar of flame and molten rock glowed behind it.  
 
    The last rays disappeared behind the distant mountains. Dylan squeezed Noah’s hands. “Best sunset ever.” 
 
    “It is. Because I’m with you.”  
 
    Dylan wanted to kiss him, but this wasn’t the place.  
 
    They stayed for another half hour, mesmerized by the preternatural sight.  Reluctantly, they rose before complete darkness set in to avoid a dangerous fall on the jagged rock. They reached the gravel road, their flashlights the only beacons through the night.  
 
    Noah leaned in and murmured in Dylan’s ear, “Look up.”  
 
    Dylan did. He turned off his torch, and Noah did the same. Above them was a sky unrecognizable, more stars than Dylan had ever seen. He searched for Orion’s Belt and could barely spot it with so many other distant orbs shining through.  
 
    “It’s because Hawaii is so isolated, here in the middle of the Pacific,” Noah explained. “Plus, the state works to minimize light pollution because of the observatory on Mauna Kea.”  
 
    Dylan watched the sky as they continued on their way, until the full moon rose and outcompeted all but the brightest stars. Still, it was incredibly romantic, walking hand-in-hand with his husband in the moonlight.  
 
    Cloaked in the inky night, they seemed almost to be moving through a dream, yet this was the most real experience Dylan had ever had. For the first time, the earth itself, the ground underneath his feet, felt like a living organism. Dylan would never see the world quite the same way again.  
 
    Emboldened, he vowed he wouldn’t take a passive role in his own life anymore. Purple blood pumped through his veins, and he would seize every moment. He wasn’t going to spend the next three years waiting for his marriage to end. It was too soon to talk about forever, but he couldn’t endure the idea that his marriage was dying even before it had gotten to live.  
 
    Now wasn’t the time to talk to Noah. They still had a long drive back to Kona. Tomorrow, once they were rested from their busy day, he would tell Noah he wanted a real marriage, or at least to give it a shot.  
 
    The worst Noah could do was say no, which would put Dylan right back to where he was at that moment. Dylan had nothing to lose, nothing but the romantic dream that he and Noah might have a future together.  
 
    And if the dream had to die, better sooner than later.  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Exhausted from their late night, Noah and Dylan slept in the next morning, then rose for a late breakfast. Noah looked disapprovingly at the bacon and eggs Dylan had ordered from room service, apparently to torture him. It smelled heavenly. But he hadn’t eaten animal products in so long, he wasn’t sure his body could handle it. He’d probably feel sick the rest of the day if he took even one bite. 
 
    “Is it me you’re lusting after,” Dylan asked, “or my breakfast?” 
 
    “Maybe both?” Noah slid his chair closer and rubbed Dylan’s thigh. “Sometimes I wish I could forget my responsibilities and just live a life of pleasure.” 
 
    “Sell the company, move to Hawaii…” Dylan kissed him. “Sounds like a plan.” 
 
    Noah grinned. “Don’t tempt me.” 
 
    Dylan’s brow knitted, his teasing expression turning serious. “I know you’ve got a business to run. I hope you didn’t mind taking the time away?” 
 
    “Mind? This week has been amazing.” Noah squeezed Dylan’s hand, looking at him intently. “You know that, right? You make me happy, Dyl.” 
 
    “You make me happy, too.” The muscles of Dylan’s face softened, but his eyes grew more intense. “In fact…that’s something I want to talk to you about. I’ve been thinking about this a lot, and things have changed for me.” 
 
    Noah’s breathing grew labored. Dylan had never looked at him this way before, with so much raw need. And it wasn’t physical desire—more like an all-encompassing passion, so deep Noah thought he could get lost in it.  
 
    The thought terrified him. He didn’t want to get lost. But he didn’t want to lose Dylan, either. This thing was out of control, and he didn’t know how to handle it. He held on to Dylan’s hand like a lifeline. 
 
    “Before we got married,” Dylan continued, “we discussed it as a short-term thing. But this doesn’t feel like a marriage of convenience to me anymore.” His Adam’s apple dipped. “I know it’s too soon to talk about forever, but I’d like to keep it open-ended, you know? See where life takes us.”  
 
    A fire rose in Noah’s chest. Appetite gone, he pulled away from the table and paced, the hotel suite feeling impossibly small. This was what he had hoped for—that Dylan would want more from the marriage, too. But now that Dylan had brought it up, Noah didn’t know where they stood. He didn’t know whether Dylan was falling in love with him, or with the lifestyle Noah offered.  
 
    It was better when the rules were laid out, and he didn’t have to worry about misunderstandings. When he didn’t have to worry about giving his heart, only to have it rejected. As long as the expectations were clear, no one would get hurt. 
 
    Noah’s jaw tightened and he eyed his husband. He couldn’t find the words. He didn’t know where to go from here.  
 
    Dylan’s expression crumbled, and he stood with his hands in his pockets. “Sorry. I shouldn’t have brought it up.” His eyes flickered, and his lips trembled before he clamped them firmly shut. 
 
    His sad expression melted the steel in Noah’s spine. He was crazy to think that having rules would keep them from getting hurt. Noah’s heart wasn’t following the rules, and clearly, neither was Dylan’s. He couldn’t stand seeing someone so sweet and open in pain like this.  
 
    Noah rushed to Dylan and took his hand again. “I’m sorry. I’m glad you brought it up. My feelings have changed, too. We need to talk through it, to make sure there aren’t any misconceptions.” 
 
    “In other words, I need to remember my place.” 
 
    “I’m not saying that.” Noah wrapped his arms around him and kissed his cheek, then stepped back. “If we’re changing the terms of the agreement, we need to discuss what that means.” 
 
    Dylan’s eyes misted. “I started falling in love with you the first time we met. This was never going to be just a business agreement for me.” 
 
    Noah absorbed that new information. He set his jaw firmly, trying to ignore how upset Dylan was. But he couldn’t. He was responsible for Dylan’s pain, and he didn’t want that. A good man wouldn’t do what Noah was doing.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” Noah said. “I do have feelings for you. I’ve never been good with emotion. It makes me shut down, somehow. A defense mechanism, I guess. I grew up without much love in my life. I learned to close myself off from it, as a way of closing out the pain.” 
 
    “I won’t hurt you.” 
 
    “You don’t know that.” Noah pulled away and hugged himself. “I’m not an easy person. I still have no idea why Troy broke up with me. I must have done something wrong, but I don’t know what. Do you really want a man like me?” 
 
    “Don’t compare me to Troy. He’s a jerk.”  
 
    “I’m damaged, Dylan. The worst thing is, I don’t feel like there’s anything wrong with me. I only know because of the way other people react. People think that I’m heartless, that I’m cold.” 
 
    “I don’t think that.” Dylan strode toward him. “No one could have been more loving than you were when I got sick. You took care of me. You were more scared than I was.” 
 
    Noah’s throat tightened. A switch flicked back on, connecting him to his emotions again. “I was afraid of losing you.”  
 
    And now, that same fear grew inside him again, squeezing his solar plexus. He gathered Dylan into his arms. “Please don’t ever leave me. I’m sorry I’m such a prick. But I love you, Dyl. I’m a mess, but I love you.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Dylan rested in Noah’s arms, unsure what to make of the Jekyll and Hyde. Noah’s sudden coldness had torn his guts out, but now things seemed back to normal.  
 
    Better than that. Noah had just said he loved him. Dylan hadn’t realized how much he wanted to hear those words until Noah said them. 
 
    Relief washed over him, and he pulled Noah closer. He traced his finger along the hairline over Noah’s ear, then pressed kisses into his neck. How could someone so sweet become so distant sometimes?  
 
    Dylan pulled back and looked at Noah. “Are you hiding something from me? I asked once before whether someone had hurt you—” 
 
    “No. Nothing like that. My dad abandoned me when I was ten, left the country—” 
 
    “Isn’t that a little melodramatic? Your father moved from Vancouver to Seattle. That’s a hundred fifty miles. You saw him every other weekend and for two months in the summer.” 
 
    “And I saw more of him than I did of my mother, who lived in the same house with me. She didn’t love me, Dylan. Do you have any idea what that’s like, growing up knowing your own mother doesn’t love you?” 
 
    Dylan scowled in confusion. “Why do you think she doesn’t love you?” 
 
    “After my dad left, she started dating. And the older she got, the younger the men got. She stopped hugging me, stopped spending time with me. Just gave me more and more freedom until eventually I went off to college. And when I came home on my first break, she had moved all my stuff out of my bedroom into a separate wing. So I could have space, she said. Invite friends over. But she just didn’t want me interfering with her and her latest boy toy.”  
 
    Dylan shook his head, trying to understand but failing. That sounded to him like Naomi being a supportive mom, raising a teenage son on her own. Obviously Noah didn’t see it that way. In fact, it was pretty clear that what he resented most was the fact that she had started dating after her husband left. Why wouldn’t she?  
 
    But Dylan wasn’t qualified to advise Noah about his relationship with his mom, and he wasn’t going to risk pushing the guy any more than he already had that morning. So he nodded thoughtfully and said, “Have you been to therapy?” 
 
    “I don’t need therapy.” 
 
    “You just said that your mother doesn’t love you. That your father abandoned you. Regardless of whether either of those things is true, that’s the narrative you’ve created in your mind. It might do you some good to get help untangling all that.”  
 
    Noah scoffed.  
 
    “And frankly,” Dylan continued, hoping he wasn’t throwing away all his leverage, “if you want us to stay together, I might have to insist. The coldness you show at work?—I can deal with it in that environment. But at the breakfast table? I don’t think so. I deserve better from you.” 
 
    Noah paled. “I’m sorry. I know I’m a prick.” 
 
    Dylan hugged him tight and shushed him. “You’re not. You’re a little messed up. You could probably use some help with that.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to make you mad.” 
 
    “I’ll get over it.” Dylan kissed his cheek. “Noah, I love you. I want to be with you. We haven’t been together long, and we’ve got stuff to work out, but I want us to try. I want us to be a real couple.”  
 
    “I want that, too.” Noah cupped Dylan’s face and kissed him hard. “Let’s tear up the pre-nup. I want this to be an egalitarian marriage.” 
 
    “I’m happy with the pre-nup.  I think it’s fair. If something changes—like, if I give up my job to raise our kids—then we can talk about it.” 
 
    “You want to have kids with me?” 
 
    Dylan shrugged. “I’ve been thinking about it. You’d be a good dad, and it would be good for you. You’re so alone, Noah. You don’t have an emotional support system. Kids would help you feel more grounded, more in touch with the world. And with your own heart.”  
 
    A warm smile broke over Noah’s face. “Let’s do it. Let’s make babies together.”  
 
    Dylan chuckled. Noah was adorable when he got excited like this. “You realize this is a life-altering decision, right?” Dylan asked. “You should maybe spend time thinking about it.” 
 
    “I don’t need to think about it.” Incandescent, Noah paced through the room. “I spent almost no time considering whether to propose to you, and that was the best decision I ever made.” 
 
    “You’re sure of that? After only a month of marriage?” 
 
    “Best month of my life.” 
 
    Dylan laid his hands on Noah’s shoulders and pressed their foreheads together. “I’m not going to argue with you, because it’s pointless, but we’re not starting a family until we’ve been married at least a year.” 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    Dylan stepped back and raised his brows. “What, no argument?” 
 
    Noah shrugged. “It’s a reasonable proposition. No point spending more time on it. We’ve got other things to do.” He took Dylan’s hand and led him back to the breakfast table, then sat and dug into his fruit compote.  
 
    Dylan reheated his plate in the microwave and wondered what he had gotten into. Once the sex wore off, could he truly be happy with someone so different from him? He didn’t know—but looking over at his young, powerful, messed-up husband, Dylan wanted to try.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Noah’s first day back at work was brutal. He’d kept up as well as he could, but some issues could only be handled at the office. A steady stream of people flowed in all day with questions that required his personal attention. He usually liked that part of the job, but it was a lot at once, and by five, his brain was full.  
 
    He sent Kathy home and packed up his computer. He had calls to make and emails to answer, but they could be handled back at the house. He wanted to take a long walk with Dylan and Ginger to clear his mind first.  
 
    At the chime of the elevator, he glanced out into the reception area. He startled at the sight of Troy. The guy looked the same—designer clothes and straight dark hair, bangs brushing the tops of his hipster glasses. His short, narrow build had appealed Noah once, but after Dylan, Noah couldn’t imagine himself with another man. 
 
    Warily, Noah stepped toward him. “What brings you here?” 
 
    Troy gave him a sultry look and a smile. “Is that any way to greet me, after everything we meant to each other?” 
 
    Noah’s stance grew rigid. Was he kidding? “The last time I saw you, you said I was a self-centered prick who would die alone.” 
 
    Troy waved his hand, as if his poisonous words were nothing, even though Noah had agonized over them for months. “I was angry.”  
 
    “Apparently. You never even told me why.” The old pain came back, not because of any lingering feelings for Troy, but because Noah had failed somehow. “I thought I treated you well. I had no idea there was a problem between us.” 
 
    Troy rolled his eyes like a teenager. “I overreacted. I should never have broken up with you.” 
 
    Were they in some kind of weird time warp, where past events changed at will? “You were seeing someone else!” 
 
    “He was a mistake.” Troy stalked toward him. “He never meant to me what you do, baby.” 
 
    “Wait. What?” Why was Troy calling him baby? 
 
    “We were good together. Let me remind you of that.” 
 
    So that’s what this was about. “Troy, I’m sorry. I just assumed you’d heard. I’m married.” 
 
    “Yes, you eloped with that computer nerd. Poor baby.” He ran his fingertip along the placket of Noah’s button-down shirt.  
 
    Noah jumped back and glared.  
 
    “When I sent those immigration papers,” Troy said, “I never dreamed you’d marry the first gay man you saw. You don’t need him now that I’m back. He’s not a third of the man I am.” 
 
    Fury ignited in Noah’s chest, burning away his confusion. First, Dylan wasn’t a nerd—he was a geek. There was a difference. Second, Noah wouldn’t have considered marrying a manipulative, two-timing jerk like Troy, no matter how desperate he was to stay in the country.  
 
    “You’ve got that backwards,” Noah said. “He’s three times the man you are. Did you think I was in love with you? We had a fling, Troy.” 
 
    “You don’t mean that—” 
 
    “And I’m pretty sure that when you started it, I had fallen asleep on the couch in my office—which is technically assault.” 
 
    Troy crossed his arms, giving him a bored look. “You could have stopped me.” 
 
    “You’re right—after I woke up, I could have. The fact that I didn’t is on me. I didn’t say no because it was easy sex. The only thing you ever were to me was convenient.”  
 
    “You’re just angry,” Troy purred. “Once you cool down, you’ll realize what we had together. I can make you happy, unlike that jeans-wearing bumpkin.”  
 
    Noah was too startled to be angry, or even to laugh in Troy’s face. “After cheating on me and quitting without notice, you come back here three months later, insult my husband, and try to break up my marriage? What even is that? Why would you think I want you, after the way you left?” 
 
    Troy’s eyes narrowed and his face flushed. “I could sue you for sexual harassment.” 
 
    “Good luck with that. You signed a contract after the first time we hooked up, remember? And you got a quarter million dollar settlement when you left.” 
 
    The loathing expression came back, the one Troy had worn the day he quit. The pieces fell into place. This had been nothing but a ploy—Troy’s boyfriend had probably dumped him, and he was looking for a new sugar daddy.  
 
    Noah shook his head, too mortified to be angry. “I am so stupid. Here I thought you left because of something I had done, but you just wanted the money. It was always about the money, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “It certainly wasn’t about the sex.” Troy tossed his head and stormed off—or rather, stormed the five feet to the elevator bank and stood waiting for the car to arrive.  
 
    Noah stepped back into his office. He closed the door and laughed. Why had he ever wasted his time with Troy when Dylan was around? Not like he could really have any regrets. If it weren’t for the debacle with Troy, he and Dylan wouldn’t be married now.  
 
    And in love. Noah was finally starting to accept that. It was scary, but Dylan was worth the risk. 
 
    As ugly as that scene with Troy had been, Noah was glad it happened. Now he didn’t have to wonder what he had done to drive the guy away. Troy had been using him all along. Which was fine, because Noah had been using him, too.  
 
    He could move on with his life now without that baggage dragging him down. Troy would be nothing more than a bad memory. But even as the thought crossed his mind, a sick filling settled in the pit of Noah’s stomach.  
 
    A vindictive guy like Troy might not go away so easily.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Dylan stood in the middle of his study, scanning the room. He’d looked everywhere for his phone charger, which he hadn’t seen since they’d left Hawaii. He’d been using the car charger, but the phone was pretty well drained now. Had he left the charger at the hotel? Or had it gotten mixed up with Noah’s stuff? 
 
    Noah might be at work for hours. He wouldn’t mind if Dylan took a quick look in his office, would he? Dylan had already searched the bedroom and scoured through their suitcases.  
 
    He wouldn’t snoop through Noah’s stuff. He valued his own privacy and wouldn’t violate his husband’s. He’d take a quick look around, just in case.  
 
    The office was as neat as always, nothing on the desktop. Noah kept his chargers inside, Dylan was sure. He found them in the second drawer, and yes, one of them appeared to be Dylan’s. Even if it wasn’t, Noah wouldn’t mind if he borrowed it.  
 
    He picked up the charger, and a tangled bunch of cords came with it. As he separated them, he noticed that the drawer also contained a DVD labeled “Marriage Proof.” Dylan wasn’t surprised—he knew Noah was keeping a video diary of their marriage in case the immigration service investigated them—but why would he back up the files on DVD? That seemed odd.  
 
    Maybe it was the video of their wedding. That made more sense.  
 
    Dylan hadn’t seen the wedding video yet. It might be fun to take a look. Noah had been so wiped out that night—the poor guy worked twelve hours a day, but Dylan supposed that was the life of a CEO.  
 
    He took the DVD into his study and loaded it on the one PC he had left with a DVD drive. Except…it wasn’t the wedding video. Dylan realized that even before the grainy image came up on screen. The chapel had given them a thumb drive.  
 
    So what was he looking at? It took him a moment to realize it was Noah’s office, and to his horror, the footage was of him and Noah. On the day Noah had proposed, getting down on one knee, and… 
 
    Dylan’s brain froze. Noah had a camera in his office, and he’d kept a sex tape.  
 
    Dylan’s heart jolted, the memory of what else they’d done in Noah’s office sending alarm through his system. He fast forwarded through the video, and sure enough—at the end was footage from a couple of days later, when he’d bent Noah over his desk.  
 
    Surely Noah wouldn’t show this to the immigration service? What was he thinking? 
 
    Or maybe this was for his spank bank. Did he get off on watching the two of them together? Were there also videos somewhere of him and Troy together? Him and other guys?  
 
    How many had there been?  
 
    Dylan kept fast forwarding, but the video ended. Nothing else was on the DVD. So maybe this really was for the immigration service. But they wouldn’t want to see that, would they? 
 
    Dylan knew the risk of storing media like this. Even worse, what if Noah had backed it up to the cloud? This DVD couldn’t be the only copy.  
 
    No way could Dylan allow this to be floating around out there. Someone could get hold of it and try to blackmail them. If one of the cable news networks received this footage, who knew what they would do with it? 
 
    Rage filled Dylan’s chest to aching. How could Noah do this without discussing it with him? Just having that camera in his office had to be illegal.  
 
    He removed the DVD from the computer and slid it back into its sleeve. He didn’t know what to do with it next. His impulse was to destroy it, but he wouldn’t do that without talking to Noah first.  
 
    He sat with his head in his hand but sat up when he heard Noah in the foyer. He breathed to calm his anger. Footsteps approached, followed by a knock on the door. 
 
    Without waiting for an answer, Noah entered Dylan’s study. “You’ll never guess who showed up—” 
 
    “What is this?” Dylan asked, handing him the DVD.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Noah gazed at the disk, his face heating. He looked up at Dylan and stared, a sense of betrayal pressing his chest, choking him. “You went through my desk?” 
 
    “I was looking for my phone charger. I’m just glad it was me who found it, and not one of the staff. You didn’t even lock the drawer!” 
 
    “I trust the staff.” Hot anger built in his belly. “But apparently I can’t trust you.” 
 
    “You want to talk about trust? You recorded me without permission. That’s not even legal.” 
 
    “There’s a sign at every entrance to the building saying it’s protected by video surveillance.” 
 
    Dylan gaped, his eyes darkening. “And yet you have no qualms about having sex in your office, knowing there’s a camera in there.” 
 
    “It’s on a seventy-two-hour loop. If the disk isn’t removed, it’s automatically recorded over.” 
 
    Dylan gave him a condescending grin. “And you removed it to prove to the immigration service that we’re having sex.” 
 
    “I did it to protect you!” Why couldn’t Dylan understand that?  
 
    Dylan’s eyes narrowed, his lips curling in disgust. Noah’s rage quickly gave way to fear. Cold fingers squeezed at his gut. He couldn’t lose Dylan over this.  
 
    “I got you into this,” Noah said frantically. “If immigration thinks this is a sham marriage, we could be prosecuted. I don’t want you to go to jail.” 
 
    Dylan closed his eyes a moment, then shook his head. He came over and took Noah’s hand. “You’re a high profile person. If the wrong person got ahold of this video, it could be used to blackmail you or to ruin the company. Can’t you see that?” 
 
    Slowly, Noah nodded his head. “You’re right. I was careless. I should have locked the drawer.” 
 
    Dylan looked skyward. “You shouldn’t have kept the recording. Its very existence is a threat to us. Please tell me it’s not backed up to the cloud.” 
 
    “No, it’s only on my external drive, my personal one. Nowhere else.” 
 
    Dylan paced. “Here’s what we’re going to do. I’m going to destroy this DVD. I’m going to wipe your external drive using a program that will prevent the data from being recoverable—don’t worry, I’ll back up your other data first. And we’re never having sex in front of a video camera again.” 
 
    Noah nodded. “I wasn’t trying to make a sex tape.” 
 
    “But you did,” Dylan said. “And you knew that you were. And you saved the recordings without telling me.” 
 
    “You’re right.” Noah’s heart pounded. He’d screwed this up badly. “I should have told you.” 
 
    “What about Troy?” Dylan asked in a mocking tone. “Any recordings of him lying around?” 
 
    Noah’s eyes widened. How could Dylan even ask that question? “I never saved any recordings of him and me together.” 
 
    Dylan scowled, crossing his arms.  
 
    “You don’t believe me?” Noah asked.  
 
    “I don’t know what to think. This is insane, Noah. I don’t understand how someone can be so smart and so dumb at the same time.” 
 
    “Please don’t be angry with me,” Noah begged. 
 
    “Do you not understand what a violation of my trust this is?” Dylan’s eyes were cold, unyielding. 
 
    Noah eyed him, horror tightening his chest. What would Dylan do? Surely he wouldn’t leave? “I made a mistake. I’m sorry.” 
 
    Dylan slid his hands into his pockets, staring at the floor. “I need some time. We should sleep in separate bedrooms for a while.” 
 
    Noah rushed toward him, pain shooting through every muscle, his limbs growing heavy. “Don’t say that. I can fix this. Besides, the immigration service—” 
 
    “They know that real couples fight.” 
 
    “Please. I love you. I’ve never felt this way about anyone before.” 
 
    Dylan’s eyes darkened again. “Don’t use emotional blackmail with me. It’s going to be a while before I feel safe with you again.” He stepped toward the door to the hallway. “I’m taking Ginger for a walk. You should eat dinner without me.” 
 
    With a lump forming in his throat, Noah watched Dylan go. It was just like when he was a kid, and had to eat meals by himself because his mother was busy with her charity events.  
 
    He should have known it couldn’t last, the whirlwind romance he’d had with Dylan. No one could ever love Noah. He was bound to end up alone.  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Brent squeezed lemon juice into his unsweetened iced tea at an outdoor café at lunchtime later that week. “I’m just saying, if I were Noah, I’d have kept the sex tape, too.” 
 
    Dylan narrowed his eyes and gave his best friend a smirk. “You’re not a high-profile CEO who hangs out with major politicians. He can’t afford that kind of risk. Also, he should have told me.” 
 
    “And if he’d told you, you would have said no.” 
 
    “Why are you on his side?” Dylan asked.  
 
    “Because not going to jail takes priority over everything else.” 
 
    Dylan squeezed ketchup onto his French fries. With all the healthy trash he had to eat at home, he liked to splurge when he went out. “We’re not going to jail. We didn’t file the citizenship papers until we were both sure we could make this marriage work for real.”   
 
    “Literally the day after you got back from your honeymoon, you started sleeping in separate bedrooms.” 
 
    “That’s temporary.” 
 
    “Is it? You seem pretty pissed.” 
 
    “I am. Noah should have trusted me.” 
 
    “And maybe you should have trusted Noah. He was trying to protect you—in fact, he was so intent on protecting you, he was willing to take a huge risk.” 
 
    “Look, I understand his motives.” He stared down at his gourmet burger with bacon and gorgonzola. “This is how it’s always going to be with him. He’s great at giving speeches, at connecting with strangers. But when it comes to people he loves, it’s a struggle for him.”  
 
    “Is he worth it?” 
 
    Dylan shrugged. “Probably?” 
 
    “Sleeping in separate bedrooms is bad. You need to make up with him.”  
 
    Dylan sat back in his chair. He knew Brent was right, but he wasn’t ready to forgive Noah. Not yet. 
 
    After Dylan went back to work, Brent’s words continued to reverberate through his head. The question was simple. Did he mean it when he said for better or for worse? Did he love Noah enough to accept the bad with the good?  
 
    Noah had a good heart. That was what mattered most. Not like Dylan was perfect, either. He couldn’t expect them to agree on everything.  
 
    He stopped to see his mom after work, hoping she might have some words of wisdom. He didn’t tell her about the tape, only that he and Noah were fighting.  
 
    “Look, sweetheart,” she said, opening a bag of lemon cookies and setting it in front of him to go with his coffee, “marriage isn’t easy. You and Noah made it harder by jumping into it so fast. Living together comes with a whole new set of challenges, and it can be hard to get through when you don’t already have a strong foundation of love and trust to build on.” 
 
    He nodded. Now that the honeymoon phase was over, the relationship would get more complicated, he realized.  
 
    “This may sound counter-intuitive,” she said, “but it’s important to maintain the physical part of your relationship during the difficult times. It helps your brain produce oxytocin, the bonding hormone. As long as you feel bonded, you can get through this. If you lose that, it’s just a matter of time before the rest of the relationship falls apart, too.” 
 
    “So you agree with Brent.”  
 
    “That separate bedrooms are bad? Yes, I do. Withholding sex is hurtful.”  
 
    “It’s not about that,” Dylan said. “It’s about honesty and trust.” 
 
    “How do you expect to restore those things by putting distance between you?” 
 
    He wanted to argue, but she had a point.  
 
    When he got home, he entered through the back and took Ginger for a walk around the property. The purple hydrangeas were just coming into bloom. It was a beautiful place, like being on vacation all the time. But he couldn’t let that influence him.  
 
    He looked out over the lake, wondering what life with Noah would be like five years from now, ten years, twenty. The thought made him smile. He could see them as an old married couple, falling into a rhythm, bickering over the familiar disagreements, maybe even raising children together.  
 
    And then he tried to imagine life without Noah. The picture was much less clear.  
 
    He walked Ginger back to the house, keeping pace with her short doggy legs. She’d fallen in love with this place, too. He’d hate to take her away from it. 
 
    As he opened the door to the kitchen, Flanders greeted him, a taut look on his face. The man picked up a letter from the countertop and handed it to him. “This came for you today by registered mail. One for Mr. Harrison, too.” 
 
    Dylan looked at the return address. His stomach dropped. It was from the immigration service.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    In a fog, Noah read the letter the butler had handed him the moment he walked in through the front door. The immigration service had set up an appointment for the following week to interview him and Dylan about his citizenship application. The letter said they could have an attorney present. That doesn’t sound good. 
 
    Noah walked to the door of Dylan’s study. The two had hardly spoken since their fight on Monday. Dylan wasn’t being a toe or anything, he spoke kindly, but the lack of contact was eating Noah alive. They were drifting apart, and Noah didn’t know how much longer that could continue before there was no going back.  
 
    Tentatively, he knocked and entered. “I’m sorry to bother you.” He closed the door behind him. Dylan looked adorable sitting on the couch with Ginger cuddled in his lap. Noah ached to touch his sweet, sexy husband, but he wouldn’t do anything Dylan didn’t feel comfortable with. “I understand that you might not want to talk to me, but we need to get our stories straight.” 
 
    Dylan shrugged. “I’m going to tell the truth.” 
 
    Panic pulsed through Noah’s body. “The truth could get us thrown in jail.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” Dylan scratched Ginger’s head, then looked back at Noah. “And if it comes down to it, we could always give them a live sex show.” 
 
    “Don’t be flippant. This is serious.” 
 
    Dylan rolled his eyes. “We’ve got a real marriage, Noah.” 
 
    The words lanced Noah’s heart. “Do we?” Losing Dylan would be worse than anything the immigration service could do to him.  
 
    “I love you, Noah. I’m not planning to file for divorce. But I don’t really know you, and at the moment, I don’t trust you.” 
 
    Noah slumped down on the couch. “I was trying to protect you.” 
 
    “I get that, I do. But you could have hurt both of us. You could have lost your company.” Dylan’s hand snaked over, his fingers intertwining with Noah’s. “You’re too trusting. You trusted your staff to not go through your desk. You trusted Troy to submit your visa extension—” 
 
    Noah jumped up. “Troy. Dang it!” 
 
    Dylan looked at him, his brow knitted.  
 
    This was exactly what Noah had been afraid of, the little prick out to get revenge because Noah didn’t want him anymore. “I’ll bet he reported us to immigration.” 
 
    “Why would he do that?” 
 
    Ginger jumped down and trotted over to Noah. He picked her up and scratched behind her floppy ears, the fur soft and sleek there. “Troy came to see me.”  
 
    “When?” 
 
    “Right around the time you found the sex tapes. I was going to tell you, but it slipped my mind after that.” 
 
    Dylan rose, a smirk on his face. He was enjoying this ordeal entirely too much. “What did you say to him?” 
 
    Noah sighed. He’d been so stupid. “I said that I had only been with him because he was convenient. And that you’re three times the man he is.” 
 
    “Really—three times?” 
 
    “Well, in the toe department, you’re twice the man he is. But in everything else…yeah, three times.” Noah gave him a desperate little grin.  
 
    Ginger jumped down as Dylan leaned in and kissed Noah’s cheek. “Look, I just need time. I’m not punishing you—” 
 
    “It feels like you are.” Noah’s voice cracked.  
 
    Dylan cupped Noah’s face and kissed him tenderly. The contact did powerful things to Noah’s body. He wrapped his arms around Dylan, nipping at his lips and gliding their tongues together. 
 
    Gently, Dylan pulled away. “We’ll work it out. This marriage happened so fast, I need to catch up.” 
 
    Noah felt empty, aching for more of Dylan’s touch. “It’s okay. I get it.” He couldn’t keep the sorrow out of his voice. 
 
    Dylan squeezed Noah’s hand. “I don’t want you to feel bad. Once I process this, hopefully, it’ll make our marriage stronger.” 
 
    Noah picked up Ginger and held her close. “Or maybe you won’t want to be married to me at all.” 
 
    “We need to slow down, get to know each other better, before we make a lifelong commitment.” 
 
    “Maybe you need to slow down. I already know what I want.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “There’s no reason to be nervous, Mr. Harrison,” said Carrie, Noah’s lawyer, as they sat waiting for his interview. Her medium-gray suit matched the color of her sleek, shoulder-length hair. An orange Prada bag gave her outfit a pop of color.  “These interviews are routine.” 
 
    “Unless your ex-boyfriend reports you as having a sham marriage out of spite.” 
 
    She shook her head. “You don’t know he did that.” 
 
    “Then why the rush to see us? If it were routine, they’d have scheduled this weeks in advance.” 
 
    “Regardless, you’re ready. Mr. McCann is ready. You’ve got nothing to hide. If you go into this with that attitude, you’ll be fine.” 
 
    An agent entered and introduced himself as Ira Schoenmann. After a few moments of small talk, he said, “I’ve got some questions to ask you, Mr. Harrison, about your relationship with your husband. If at any point you feel I’m getting too personal, feel free to stop me.”  
 
    They started with the basics, about how Noah and Dylan had met and become involved. Noah answered them honestly.  
 
    “What led to your decision to get married?” Ira asked. 
 
    “It seems impulsive, I know. HR said I shouldn’t date an employee, but they never said I shouldn’t marry one. Once the idea entered my head, I couldn’t let it go. So we eloped. We waited before filing the citizenship application, because we wanted to make sure we weren’t totally crazy.” 
 
    Ira jotted down some notes, then said, “Two weeks isn’t very long to wait.”  
 
    “I’m a CEO. It’s my job to make decisions quickly. Choosing a path and moving forward is often more important than which path you choose. You can course-correct later if you have to, when more information comes in.”  
 
    “And you made the decision to get married the same way?” 
 
    Emotion tugged at Noah’s chest. “The more I knew Dylan, the more I liked him. I was interested in a physical relationship with him, but my feelings went deeper than that. We fell in love on our honeymoon. I think we’ve got as good a chance as any couple to stay together for the long term.”  
 
    “You paid Mr. McCann a large sum of money before you married him, as part of the pre-nuptial contract. Are you sure that isn’t the only reason he married you?” 
 
    “No, it’s not the only reason. He says he married me for the money and the sex.” Noah grinned. “But I know he loves me.” 
 
    “How often do you and Mr. McCann have marital relations?” 
 
    “At first it was every day, sometimes more. This past week, things have been tense between us because of the sex tape.” 
 
    That got Ira’s attention. “Would you mind elaborating?” 
 
    Noah explained. He tried to keep a straight face, but the situation was so absurd, he slipped a few times. What had ever made him think that was a good idea?  
 
    “Mr. Harrison, did you really think this office would want to see a video as evidence of your intimate relations?” 
 
    “No, but I thought it might help if I offered.” 
 
    Ira scowled at him and jotted down some more notes. “So how have things been between you and Mr. McCann since he found out about the sex tape?” 
 
    “We’ve been sleeping in separate bedrooms.” Noah’s voice broke as he said, “We’re talking, though. He says he doesn’t want a divorce.” 
 
    “That’s very concerning.” 
 
    “All couples fight,” Noah said intently. “We’ll get through this. I love him, and I want this marriage to work.” 
 
    “I’m sure you do.” Ira’s expression looked skeptical. “When you and Mr. McCann are intimate, which of you is the top?” 
 
    “Mr. Schoenmann,” Carrie stepped in, “that’s far too personal a question.” 
 
    “It’s okay, I’ll answer.” Noah turned to the agent. “I’m versatile. Mr. McCann prefers to top. But we enjoy a variety of activities that don’t require that sort of designation. Frankly, it’s one I find offensive. We have an egalitarian relationship.” 
 
     Ira nodded and rose. “That’s all I have for you right now. Please wait here.” He gathered up his notes and exited.  
 
    Noah stood and paced, his hands and feet growing cold. “Did I screw that up?” 
 
    Carrie shrugged. “You were honest.” 
 
    “Too honest?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” she said, setting her pen down on the table. “He tried to bait you, and you kept your cool.”  
 
    “Do you think they’re listening to us right now?” 
 
    She chuckled. “Possibly.”  
 
    “There’s no way they can hurt me worse than Dylan can if he leaves me.” 
 
    “They can hurt you pretty badly, though.” 
 
    He glared at her.  
 
    Carrie raised her brows. “I’m just saying.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    With Brent at his side, Dylan looked across the table at Sophia Mendez, a pretty Latina in a red suit. She was maybe a little older than Noah, and seemed non-threatening, but Dylan didn’t trust that. Still, he was finding it difficult to take this whole process seriously. He and Noah had a real marriage, even if things weren’t ideal at the moment. 
 
    “What religion is Mr. Harrison?” she asked, going down her list. 
 
    “He’s been going to church with me and my mom since we got married.”  
 
    “Before that?”  
 
    “He’s Christian, but as far as I know, he didn’t go to church much.”  
 
    She nodded and took notes. “Which side of the bed do you sleep on?”  
 
    “I sleep on the left. Noah sleeps next to the alarm clock.” 
 
    “What size bed?” 
 
    “King. Or, maybe a California king. I don’t really know the difference. It’s big.” 
 
    “California king is longer but narrower,” she explained. “Standard king is more square.” 
 
    “Standard king, then.”  
 
    “What direction does the bedroom face?” 
 
    Dylan scowled. “What?” 
 
    “Sun rises in the east, right? Which direction does the bedroom face?” 
 
    “That’s not a fair question,” Brent said. “I’ve been on road trips with this guy. He has no sense of direction.” 
 
    “Dude,” Dylan said, “that is not helpful.” He turned back to Sophia. “The bed faces the lake, with a view of Mount Rainier. That’s…southeast, I think?” 
 
    “Do you have any pets?” 
 
    “Ginger, my dachshund. Noah wasn’t too thrilled about having her in the house at first, but she’s stolen his heart.” 
 
    “Who walks her?” 
 
    “I do, three times a day. Sometimes Noah comes with us. At lunchtime, the butler takes her out if I’m at work.”  
 
    “What do Mr. Harrison’s parents do for a living?” 
 
    “Before he died, Noah’s father was CEO of the company Noah now owns. His mother does charity work? I don’t know whether she ever had a profession. She travels a lot now. Noah’s not close with her.” 
 
    “And your parents?”  
 
    “My father was an engineer. My mother is on disability, but she’s planning to go back to work as a high school guidance counselor in the fall.”  
 
    “What’s your favorite color?” 
 
    He grinned. “Blue, like Noah’s eyes.” 
 
    She shook her head. “That is so corny.”  
 
    Corny, maybe, but it was true. Nothing in the world was more beautiful to him than Noah’s eyes. Something shifted in Dylan’s chest as he thought about it. He remembered their honeymoon, how sweet Noah had been when Dylan was sick, how he’d struggled to let himself be vulnerable and admit he had fallen in love.  
 
    A knock came on the door, and a tall man in his forties entered. “Sophie? You ready?” 
 
    “Yes.” She turned her eyes back to Dylan. “Mr. McCann, my colleague, Mr. Schoenmann, will finish the interview while I go speak with Mr. Harrison.” 
 
    “Comparing notes, huh?” 
 
    “That’s how it works,” the man said. “I’m Ira.” He reached his hand across the table, and Dylan shook it. 
 
    When Sophia left, Dylan looked at Ira and said in a mock serious tone, “Did Noah tell you about the sex tape?” 
 
    Ira laughed, his eyes shining.  
 
    “I didn’t want to mention it in front of Ms. Mendez,” he continued in the same grave tone. “But oh yeah, he recorded a sex tape. It was embarrassing to see. But super hot.”  
 
    “That’s not helpful,” Brent said. 
 
    Dylan scowled at him, then looked back at Ira. “You’ll have to excuse him. He’s uncomfortable talking about this sort of thing. He’s bi-curious and worries about what that means for him.”  
 
    “Dude!” Brent said in a warning tone. “You need to take this seriously. You’re too pretty to go to prison.” 
 
    “That’s true. I prefer to top.”  
 
    “Strange.” Ira scowled. “That’s not what Mr. Harrison said.” 
 
    Dylan stared. Why would Noah…? 
 
    Then, he smirked. “Oh, I get it. You’re trying to trip me up. Sorry, that won’t work. Noah may be CEO at work, but I’m CEO of the bedroom.”  
 
    Brent sank his face into his hands. “Dude. TMI.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Noah watched anxiously, waiting for Dylan to come out of his interview. When he did, he and Brent were joking around. That had to be a good sign, right?  
 
    “Hey, babe.” Dylan took Noah in his arms and kissed him hard. Noah sank into the embrace, weak-kneed at the contact. It had been too long since they had been close like this, and every part of his body reacted. 
 
    Noah said in his ear, “Don’t give me a boner in a federal office building.” 
 
    “Oops, too late.” Dylan trained his eyes at Noah’s crotch. Noah scowled, and Dylan added, “Don’t judge me. You made a sex tape.”  
 
    “I will never live that down.” 
 
    Dylan threaded his fingers through Noah’s hair. “Take me to dinner someplace fabulous where I can get a big steak, and I’ll forget it ever happened.”  
 
    Noah grabbed the lapel of Dylan’s suit, a rush of happiness skittering through him. “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah. All those mundane questions made me realize how much I love being your husband. Stupid, right?” 
 
    “Not at all. I love being your husband, too.” He stepped back. “I don’t get to see you dressed up very often. You look hot.” 
 
    “Maybe sometime we could turn off the camera in your office, and play a game that I’m CEO.” Dylan leaned in and said in Noah’s ear, “And you could be an employee who’s been brought in for disciplinary action. I’ll have to punish you by tying you up and filling you with my cock.” 
 
    Noah’s body ignited. His toe turned to stone and his balls ached. “Can we play that game right now?” 
 
    “You promised me dinner.” 
 
    Noah narrowed his eyes. “Okay, but I’m expecting you to put out afterward.” 
 
    Dylan grinned and kissed him. “Deal.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Riding to the restaurant in the back of the limo, they compared notes. The ordeal had been exhausting, and it was impossible to relax. Dylan wouldn’t feel secure until they got the paperwork giving Noah conditional resident status.  
 
    Dylan said, “I wasn’t sure I’d mentioned to you that my dad was an engineer.” 
 
    “You did, or maybe it was your mom? Either way, I knew the answer to the question.” 
 
    Dylan nodded. “I feel like we did okay.”  
 
    “Me, too. If we didn’t, they’ll call us in for a second interview. But we’ve got a staff living in the house with us who can testify that it’s a real marriage. Our coworkers tell us how disgustingly cute we are together. People at church see us together. And if we start the adoption process—” 
 
    “Noah, seriously, that is no reason to adopt a child. And it’s way too soon.” 
 
    “Adoption takes a long time, right?” 
 
    “It takes time, yes,” Dylan conceded.  
 
    “Then we should get our name on the waiting list.”  
 
    “You don’t want to use a surrogate?” 
 
    Noah shrugged. “There are already children in the world who need homes. Older kids. Babies with disabilities. Twins where the birth mother wants them adopted together. Siblings in foster care at risk for being split up.” 
 
    Noah was way ahead of him, as usual. Dylan said, “That’s a whole litany of things for us to consider.” 
 
    “We should still get our name on the waiting list.”  
 
    Dylan chuckled. “Okay, Mr. Chief Executive, we’ll do it your way. Being on the list isn’t a commitment, right?” 
 
    “Exactly. Whereas, if we don’t get on the waiting list now, we’re committing to waiting even longer.” 
 
    “That’s not a terrible point.” 
 
    Noah arched his brows. “Are you saying I’m right?” 
 
    Dylan leaned in and kissed him. Despite the mild discomfort of the seat belts, the contact with his husband was totally worth it. He couldn’t wait to get the guy naked. They had a lot of lost time to make up for.  
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Noah took Dylan’s hand as they walked toward the front door of their home. The evening was clear and cool, and gardenia scented the air. The last time they had held hands this way was during their hike back to the car after seeing the lava. He couldn’t help remembering how brilliant the sky had been, how unlike anywhere else on earth.  
 
    As they entered the house, Flanders was waiting. “Welcome home, sirs,” he said as he placed kukui nut leis around their necks. Noah stopped and stared, then turned to Dylan. “Did you do this?” 
 
    Dylan shrugged. “I may have called ahead.” 
 
    “Dessert will be served in the sunroom in five minutes.” Flanders nodded and withdrew.  
 
    “Let’s go into your office,” Dylan said. “I want to make a video, and your office is much neater than mine.” 
 
    Noah followed, unsure exactly what was going on.  
 
    Dylan turned on all the lights in the office, and they stood together with their backs to the bookshelf. He took out his phone. “Dylan here with my husband Noah. For the past week, I’ve behaved like a total rear. We had a disagreement, and instead of honoring my marriage vows and working through it with him, I backed away and made him feel unloved.  
 
    “Today I’m making this commitment to always put our marriage first. Anger is a legitimate emotion, but it should never put love at risk.” He turned to Noah. “I love you, babe. Always. I know you were just trying to protect me. You’ve made my life better in a thousand ways, and I will never take you for granted again.” 
 
    Dylan kissed him, and Noah thrilled at the touch. As Dylan pulled away, Noah said, “And I promise to be completely honest with you from now on, so we can make decisions together. Love you.” 
 
    They kissed again, and Dylan stopped recording.  
 
    “Thank you,” Noah said. 
 
    “Thanks for putting up with me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry about the tape.” 
 
    “Never mind about that.” Dylan pocketed his phone and drew Noah close. “I told you, it’s forgotten. What I did was much worse.” 
 
    Noah scowled. “What did you do?” 
 
    “I convinced myself that I had the moral high ground, and lost sight of my compassion. If that tape had ended up on cable news or on the Internet, yeah, that would have been mortifying. But prison would be worse.” Dylan kissed him. “I was wrong. And I’m sorry I made you suffer for it.”  
 
    Noah arched his brows. “So I’m not a complete idiot?” 
 
    “You’re a good husband. And from now on I’ll do a better job of appreciating you.”  
 
    They went into the sunroom. Even though it was after eight, they still had an hour until sunset. Light shimmered on the lake, and the blue-spired flowers of butterfly bushes swayed in the breeze. 
 
    They sat, and Ginger curled up at Dylan’s feet. Flanders served vegan rum cake with pineapple sauce. The scent took Noah back to breakfast on the balcony at the hotel in Kona, drinking the world’s best coffee as they looked out over the palm trees and deep blue Pacific.  
 
    The cake was light and sweet and full of flavor. Noah savored every bite. He looked across the table at Dylan and smiled.  
 
    “What?” Dylan asked.  
 
    “Marrying you was the smartest thing I ever did. Even I didn’t understand my motives at first. We were meant to be—I knew that last fall, when I kissed you in my office. Love hasn’t always been kind to me, and I wasn’t sure where I stood on it. And while I was processing that, Troy happened. But this is where we belong. The journey might have taken some wrong turns, but we reached our destination.” 
 
    Dylan tilted his head and looked at him pensively. “Unless you get deported, and we have to move to Vancouver.” 
 
    Noah wasn’t quite ready to joke about that, but he said, “There are worse places to live.”  
 
    “Justin Trudeau is hot,” Dylan said, nodding enthusiastically.  
 
    Noah grinned. “I can introduce you if you like.” 
 
    Dylan’s eyes widened. “Oh, we will definitely be doing that.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    They finished their dessert and talked for a while before heading to the bedroom. As they reached the doorway, the scent of plumeria sweetened the air. Dylan smiled. He hadn’t been sure Flanders would be able to find the fresh flowers on short notice.  
 
    Noah turned on the light. The creamy star-shaped blossoms with yellow centers were scattered across the bedspread. He turned to Dylan. “You’re amazing.” 
 
    “I made a phone call. Flanders did the work.”  
 
    “It was your idea.” 
 
    “I wanted to spoil you. You deserve that.”  
 
    Dylan closed the door and kissed Noah deeply. His fingers deftly opened the buttons of Noah’s shirt, giving Dylan access to that delectable throat. His mouth teased the tender skin there, and Noah moaned.  
 
    Eager for full contact, they shucked off their clothes. Dylan could not stop tasting Noah’s flesh. He kissed across Noah’s chest, along his armpits and down his abs. He knelt and took that beautiful cock in his mouth, wanting to pleasure every inch of his husband’s body.  
 
    He teased with tongue and lips, evoking moans and gasps, the pace a slow torture. This wasn’t about culmination. Dylan had much more planned.  
 
    Once he had Noah begging, Dylan rose and kissed his mouth. “I’m just getting started,” he said in Noah’s ear. He walked to his side of the bed, opened the nightstand, and pulled out a length of nylon rope.  
 
    “Oh, hell.” Noah’s voice was soft and throaty. His eyes darkened with lust. The sight of him so willing and eager engorged Dylan’s cock to aching.  
 
    As Dylan tied Noah’s wrists together in front of his body, Noah’s breathing grew heavy and ragged. “Have you ever done this before?” Dylan asked. 
 
    “Not from this side of the equation.” 
 
    Dylan shook his head at that. The idea of Noah taking on the dominant role seemed ludicrous to him. Not that he wouldn’t be good at it—but he was a submissive at heart, at least when it came to sex.  
 
    “To be cautious,” Dylan said, “we should have a safe word. Yellow if you want me to slow down, red if you want me to stop.” 
 
    “Okay. But I doubt I’ll want you to stop.” 
 
    Dylan ran his lips along the curve of Noah’s neck. “I’m going to torture you with pleasure. You’ll want to come, and I won’t let you. Promise me you won’t come until I say so.” 
 
    Noah’s Adam’s apple bobbed. “I promise.”  
 
    Dylan kissed Noah’s mouth and danced him to the bed. He bent Noah over it, arms stretched in front of him, and knelt on the floor. Cupping those cheeks in his hands, Dylan said, “I own this rear,” and licked from Noah’s balls to his hole.  
 
    Noah gasped at the touch, and the earthy flavor tantalized Dylan’s taste buds. He laved the seam between Noah’s balls, enjoying the hint of salt there, then focused on teasing Noah’s taint. He found the soft, sensitive spot and added pressure there with his knuckle while feasting on Noah’s pucker.  
 
    Noah squirmed and moaned, his reactions heating Dylan’s cock. Dylan breached him with the tip of his tongue, enjoying the slick skin, wishing he could go deeper. He wanted to immerse Noah in delight and show him he was loved.  
 
    Noah had gone without deep connections for too long. He deserved this kind of worship and care. Dylan loved Noah’s body, but it was the man’s heart that had bonded them forever.  
 
    Dylan suckled Noah’s balls, and Noah swore. Dylan wanted more of that. He wanted Noah desperate and begging. Dylan was coming to understand the CEO part of Noah, the part that needed to be in control—but as much he respected that, it was the tender part that got under his skin. The part that trusted and obeyed. Dylan would never betray that trust, or take it for granted again. It was the greatest gift he had ever received.  
 
    “Please,” Noah cried as Dylan thrust his tongue along Noah’s hole and taint. “Need to come.” 
 
    “Not yet, babe.” Dylan blew his warm breath over Noah’s tender flesh, then rose. He got out the lube and slathered it over himself, then slicked up his fingers. He pressed two digits inside Noah, seeking and finding his gland. Noah messed himself on Dylan’s hand, and it was a beautiful sight.  
 
    Dylan pulled out, then aligned his cock with Noah’s sweet rosette. He pushed inside, taking as much as he could, that tight, round rear becoming the focus of his existence. He deepened the strokes until he was fully seated, Noah’s body hot and pliant beneath him.  
 
    He’d never wanted anything as much as he did Noah at that moment. The hard muscles of his rear, the long plane of his back, the girth of his shoulders. Dylan skated his hands over Noah’s skin, then settled at his hips, holding him there to guide his motion. It was pure decadence, watching his bare cock disappear inside his lover, watching that rear receive him and undulate with him. Noah was everything, his universe, his future.  
 
    And Dylan wasn’t done tormenting him yet.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Noah gritted his teeth at the feel of Dylan’s thick cock inside him. Nothing had ever filled him like this before. And the way he slid across Noah’s gland so slowly, in a pace designed to drive him crazy, had every nerve ending on high alert.  
 
    Dylan sped up gradually until he was jackhammering into him. The pleasure took Noah right to the edge of pain but not over it. The stretch seemed impossible, yet felt so good, he wished he could stroke himself off. With his hands bound, he couldn’t reach.  
 
    “Touch my cock,” he pleaded.  
 
    “Not now, babe, I want you to come like this.” 
 
    That had never worked for Noah before, but for Dylan, he wanted to try. He concentrated on the sensation in his gland, feeling the tension build with each of Dylan’s punishing strokes. He needed this from Dylan—to be taken with abandon, as if nothing existed but the joining of their bodies and souls. 
 
    “So good, babe,” Dylan said in a voice ragged with lust. “Come for me. Come for me now.”  
 
    The deep, hard strokes took Noah into infinity. His whole body shook with the power of his orgasm. Dylan cried out and collapsed onto Noah’s back, wrapping his arms around Noah’s waist.  
 
    They stayed there a while, Dylan kissing Noah’s shoulders and nape, whispering I love you over and over. Noah could only breathe. Living in Dylan’s love, he knew himself for the first time. All the things he was hiding inside himself were finally able to come out.  
 
    Dylan untied him and they cleaned up, then crawled under the covers together. Noah relaxed into Dylan’s arms, knowing he would always be taken care of. Without even realizing it, they had come to each other’s rescue—giving what the other had needed most. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Dressed in a black tie and tux, Dylan looked around the hotel ballroom. The crowd of donors were seated at round tables covered with gold and purple tablecloths. The wait staff delivered plates of beef bourguignon, salmon in dill sauce, or Thai green curry vegetables. The savory smells of the entrees filled the air.  
 
    The heart of the program wouldn’t start until after dinner. Noah would be the emcee, and Dylan was desperate for it to go well. This was his first foray into Noah’s social world. Anxiety rushed over him, but he turned to Naomi, and her smile calmed him.  
 
    Naomi’s sequined navy sheath dress showed off her striking blue eyes and long blond hair. Her ivory skin was as lustrous as that of a much younger woman. She credited that to the weather of the Pacific Northwest, with its lack of sunshine. But Dylan had to think genes had something to do with it.  
 
    Dylan hadn’t expected her to be so beautiful. Noah’s references to her “boy toys” had made her sound predatory somehow. But now, after meeting her, it seemed clear to Dylan that even without her money, she would be just as likely to be the prey.  
 
    Enrique, at her side, had dark hair and eyes, his skin a warm terra cotta brown. He spoke with a faint Mexican accent, and she smiled often at his playful sense of humor. With a master’s in geophysics, he planned to get his doctorate after they finished their world tour. Next on their list was the Great Rift Valley.  
 
    At Dylan’s other side was his mother and her date, the new football coach at the high school. He looked the part, tall and broad-shouldered, but he was soft-spoken and respectful. They’d been seeing each other about a month and had the sweet shyness of teenagers in their first grown-up relationship.  
 
    It had been a long time since he’d seen his mother dressed in evening wear, her gown a tan and rose tea-length brocade that was conservative and flattering at the same time. A part of his heart mourned to see her with a man other than his father. But mostly, he wanted her to be happy. And this was the happiest she’d been in years.  
 
    The catering director came up to Dylan and said they’d be serving dessert soon. Dylan whispered in Noah’s ear, “It’s show time.” 
 
    Noah smiled and wagged his brows, then went to the podium. 
 
    He said a few words of greeting before getting into the heart of his speech. “Captains of industry get the attention, but it’s their spouses who often do the hard work of making the world a better place. My mother has supported LGBT charities since I came out fifteen years ago. And now, I’m proud that my husband has joined her in making this event possible. I’m happy to say that tonight, we’ve raised almost twenty thousand dollars to help homeless LGBT youth. Everyone, please give a round of applause for Naomi Harrison and Dylan McCann.” 
 
    When the applause died down, Noah introduced the director of the charity, then came and sat back down next to Dylan. “That was sweet,” Dylan whispered in Noah’s ear. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Thank you for organizing this.” 
 
    It had been a challenge, working with Naomi while she and Enrique were traveling the Mediterranean. Still, the Internet made it easy to communicate from anywhere in the world. Apart from time zone issues and occasional Wi-Fi or cellular outages, things went pretty smoothly.  
 
    As it turned out, Naomi was a hoot, just as Dylan had suspected. He liked her right away. She was a free spirit, and Dylan could understand how she and Noah clashed. When they disagreed, she withdrew to give him space, and Noah felt abandoned. Dylan was trying to help him see that the issue between them was a lack of communication, not a lack of love.  
 
    They were taking small steps in the right direction. Dylan was hoping that when he and Noah would adopt their first child, that would bring Noah and his mother closer. Maybe she would even want to settle down in Seattle for a while.  
 
    Now that Noah had his conditional resident status, Naomi would eventually be able to apply for a green card. Until then, she could only stay in the U.S. for six months at a time. Not that visiting her in Vancouver would be such a terrible hardship. Still, Dylan didn’t like the idea of a border separating his family.  
 
    As Noah continued his emcee duties, Dylan watched with pride. The man was a natural, charming the crowd. The evening went more smoothly than Dylan could have hoped.  
 
    As the night wound down, Noah and Dylan said their good nights and were the last to leave. On their way to the parking lot, they stopped at the men’s room. Dylan couldn’t help thinking about the first time he’d been at this hotel. It had been in this very restroom that Noah had suggested… 
 
    Apparently, Noah was thinking the same thing. Because when they stepped into the corridor, he nodded his head toward the little conference room that they’d snuck into the night of the Christmas party.  
 
    “No way,” Dylan said.  
 
    “Not like it would be the first time.” 
 
    “Yes, but I’m sober now.” 
 
    Noah looked up and down the hallway, then grabbed Dylan’s hand and pulled him into the dark room, locking the door behind them. A distant streetlamp offered just enough light to see by. This was a stupid idea, but Dylan’s toe was too hard to even contemplate resisting.  
 
    They took off their jackets. Dylan pressed Noah against the wall, kissing him while unbuttoning Noah’s shirt. His husband’s scent filled Dylan’s nostril’s, familiar and addictive.  
 
    Noah went straight for Dylan’s fly. Fingers wrapped around Dylan’s cock and stars filled his vision. He couldn’t help thrusting. He didn’t understand why he wanted this so badly, but he did.  
 
    Reliving this moment brought back all the excitement he had felt that first time. He opened Noah’s slacks and pressed into him, Noah just as hard as Dylan was. He took both their shafts into his fist, gliding against Noah’s silken skin, releasing his husband’s moans.  
 
    “Shh,” Dylan said in Noah’s ear. “If you can’t stay quiet, I’m going to have to find something to put in your mouth.” 
 
    “Idiot, yes,” Noah murmured, and got down on his knees.  
 
    “Wait,” Dylan said, finding Noah’s tie. “Hands behind your back.”  
 
    When Noah was firmly restrained, Dylan brushed his cock over Noah’s face, painting it with precum. Noah whimpered, and Dylan shook at the sound, his whole body alive with excitement. Noah had held Seattle’s elite in rapt attention that night, and now he was kneeling at Dylan’s feet. Could anything be sexier?  
 
    “Please,” Noah begged. “Your cock is so hot. Need it, babe. Idiot my mouth.”  
 
    Dylan ran the tip along the seam of Noah’s lips, and Noah licked. A lightning bolt shot through Dylan at that soft touch. He wanted to take Noah slowly, to torment him, but it was all he could do to hold back. He thrust just the tip inside.  
 
    Noah laved it, circling the ridge. With his arms behind him, he couldn’t lean forward very far without losing his balance. He could only take what Dylan gave him.  
 
    Dylan pushed in another inch, and Noah hummed around him. The vibrations traveled through his shaft and into his balls. Dylan drew in a breath. He couldn’t wait any more.  
 
    He thrust into Noah, gentle but insistent. Resting his hands flat on the wall, he gave Noah all he could, reading him for any sign of distress. But Noah’s low-pitched moans as he sucked told Dylan all he needed to know.  
 
    Finally, Dylan untied Noah’s wrists. “Want to see you come, babe. Touch yourself.”  
 
    Noah groaned, then gave an excited gasp around Dylan’s cock. Dylan couldn’t see much, just the rhythm of Noah’s arm as he jacked himself.  
 
    With a firm hand at the back of Noah’s neck, Dylan watched. He slowed his own pace so Noah could catch up. But it wasn’t long before Dylan felt the telltale quickening in his shaft. Too late to stop himself, he shot into the back of Noah’s throat, and Noah swallowed him down.  
 
    When his body stopped quaking, he stroked Noah’s hair. “Stand up, babe, I want to finish you.” They switched positions, and Dylan captured Noah in his mouth. Sucking hard, he was transported back to that first time together, when he’d tasted Noah and thought nothing else could be as sweet.  
 
    When Noah came, Dylan took it all and kept suckling until Noah stilled. He kissed up Noah’s body as he stood. “Love you.”  
 
    “Heck, Dylan, that was even better than last time.”  
 
    “Of course. We’re in love now.” 
 
    “The first time will always be special to me, though.” Noah kissed him, then buttoned up his shirt. They reassembled themselves and prepared to leave, but Noah stopped with his hand on the door. “I want to renegotiate the pre-nup.”  
 
    “It’s not necessary. And anyway, I’m never leaving you, so it’s a moot point.” 
 
    Noah shook his head. “I want you to have fifty percent of the marital assets. It doesn’t make a difference who earns more. You’re my partner in every way. Tonight proved that.” 
 
    “Noah, I appreciate the gesture—” 
 
    “It’s not a gesture. As long as the pre-nup is set up the way it is, it’s a business arrangement. I don’t want you to feel dependent on me. I want us to be equal partners. Please, Dylan. It’s important to me.” 
 
    Dylan kissed the tender skin behind Noah’s ear. “If it’s important to you, then okay, we can do it. Because it’s a moot point either way. I’m not leaving you, and I’m not letting you go.”  
 
    “Me neither.” Noah kissed his mouth.  
 
    Dylan held his husband close, feeling like the luckiest man in the world. He had never been happier. And with Noah, he was blessed to have the means to help people who truly needed it.  
 
    Hand in hand, they snuck out of the conference room and into the moonless, cloudless night. Dylan scanned the sky for Orion, and found it shining down on them from the southern sky. He watched for a falling star, but then realized he had nothing to wish for. With Noah, all his dreams had already come true.  
 
      
 
    *** 
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