
        
            
                
            
        

    
	At first, Evans doesn’t think he needs a trip, but soon changes his mind when Mio starts to unveil his erotic, kinky surprises under a sizzling April Sun in Cuba...

	 

	 

	In the sequel to The Book And The Rose, it’s been several months since Hollywood screenwriter Evans McCoy gave up his life in Los Angeles to move in with his lover, Mio, a retired gay porn star and former high-class rent boy who lives in Barcelona. Their relationship is blossoming, Evans is taking Spanish classes, and is settling in with gusto. Now, he feels love he has never had—not just from Mio, but from the man’s entire family. In the back of his mind, however, Evans worries that Mio will tire of him and miss his old life...he frets that he will wind up back in L.A. with a loveless existence and a dysfunctional family that doesn’t talk and never, ever eats such lavish home-cooked meals like Mama makes.

	Sensing his lover’s restlessness, Mio fears he doesn’t do enough to assure Evans of his commitment. He decides that Evans needs to forget Mio’s past once and for all. Since Evans never got to experience the excitement of Mio’s hooker world as a client, Mio suggests a sexy trip for two, where he will treat his partner to a decadent, forbidden, roleplaying liaison. He is happy to be Evans’s call boy forever, but Evans must go along with everything Mio presents to him.
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	To Mio and Evans who would not let go of me after I wrote The Book and the Rose. This book was a total joy.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Somebody was kissing me. Over and over again, kisses fell like little stars, bright, shiny golden stars from heaven. My lips puckered up for a big one. I heard a chuckle. My lover Mio’s lips stopped, raining on my parade, but when I opened my eyes, he was lying right beside me in our bed, smiling.

	“You took my kisses away from me.” For some reason whenever Mio awoke me that way it reminded me of the gold star system at school. They were my reward. I lived for his kisses. It had been years since I’d been at Lincoln Middle School in Santa Monica, California... but I still remembered how excited I got when my teachers gave me gold stars for good behavior. I collected them because for me they were rare. I hadn’t been a standout kid. I’d always lingered in the middle of the pack... Santa Monica was a long way from Barcelona... and so was school. But I still had golden stars.

	“Bésame,” Mio whispered. “Kiss me.” The sun shone on his glistening, astonishingly beautiful body. He laughed so easily these days. I loved the man he’d slowly revealed to me the more time we spent together. I’d once liked his brooding facial expressions, the haunted look in his gaze topped off by his dark, dramatic hair with its widow’s peak. Now, I loved his smile, loved each tooth in his magnificent face, the long, slightly irregular lashes lining the most expressive brown eyes I’d ever seen. They were the color of tiger’s eye, and I regularly hunted in jewelry stores for cuff links with stones to match them.

	I shifted my body closer and kissed him. His mouth met mine in an instantly hot clashing of tongues. He tasted wonderful. How did he manage to taste so sweet in the morning? I had breath like a sick moose and Mio was a tasty pastry. I could smell lavender fabric softener on our one-thousand thread count sheets as my mouth moved past his chin to his throat, then down his chest, lapping at his silky skin.

	His breath caught in his throat. My favorite kind of music. It was all I could hear, his quickening breath, as my mouth roved his toned, muscular body.

	I focused on the tent he was making in our tousled bed sheet. He stifled a moan as I rubbed my chin against his still-hidden cock. I licked the top of the tent. His hand moved to the back of my neck. He thrust his hips up toward me. I knew what he wanted, but I ignored him, kissing along the sheet’s resting place at the delicious curve of his hips and the start of his treasure trail. He’d let it grow back for me. I kissed the dark dusting of hair as his breathing became labored.

	Sometimes I couldn’t believe that this gorgeous sun god was mine, that he was in my head, my heart, my house... that he lived with me and came home to me each night. Well, it wasn’t like he had a regular job or anything, but sometimes, just sometimes, when he went to the gym, or a meeting, or even to grab coffee with one of his friends on the Ramblas, I worried, terribly, that he wouldn’t come back. Nothing in his manner or in our interactions with one another gave me any reason to feel so insecure.

	Mio-Alejo Cortez, however, was a recently retired rent boy, long-retired gay porn star, but still a popular celebrity in his hometown of Barcelona. I’d had no idea who he was when we’d met on a business trip in London. We’d made eye contact, had some mighty fine sex for two days and the bastard took my soul home with him in his deluxe baggage, along with the little bottles of shampoo courtesy of the hotel.

	And now... long after his truth had been revealed and Mio gave up his decadent, lucrative lifestyle for me, we were happy. Oh, so happy. We sometimes argued about whether it was appropriate to accept gifts from his former clients, but the truth was, he liked the stuff they gave him. Now that he was no longer putting out, however, the gifts had tapered off. One man in particular still sent Mio lavish candies and packages of rare coffee and tea. Somehow, Mio had convinced me it was okay to—

	“Mio.” I sat up on the bed.

	He looked alarmed. “You’re going to stop now, Evans? Are you serious?”

	“I just figured out why you taste so good.”

	His angst turned to cat-like satisfaction. “You caught me.”

	He’d been eating marrons glacés, which until I’d met Mio, I’d never even heard of, much less tasted. They were the most delicious things ever. Candied chestnuts that were prepared with sugar and syrup and... cost a bomb.

	Reaching down to the box I realized was sitting on the floor beside our bed, he plucked one out and fed it to me with his fingers. That was another thing. He had a sweet tooth and ate stuff like this all day long but still maintained a gorgeous, fat-free physique. Me, one marrons glacés and I’d have to run a mile or else my belly would show its inclination to reveal its inner lard-ass.

	God, it was good. Mio grinned, watching me chew. He leaned up and kissed me. But I was no fool. He wanted my sloppy seconds. His sudden movement made the sheet slip.

	“Oh-oh,” he said as his cock sprang into view. The leaking head bore my favorite tell-tale signs of Mio’s arousal. “Now you’ve done it. You see what you do to me?” Mio’s playful tone, his heavily accented, but very good English all served to further inflame my desire for him. I bent to take that thick, wonderful cock into my mouth. He let out a loud, “Yessss!”

	I loved the taste of his salty cock mingling with the sugary syrup.

	“Good?” he asked, his eyes becoming heavy-lidded.

	I came off him for a moment to say, “Very good. I would like to brand this as a new food group. Cock glacés.”

	He gave me a slow, seductive smile, reaching down again to the wooden box. He dipped his fingers into a pink paper cup, then lifted it to the bed as he began smearing his cock with syrup and spices. The cinnamon swirl sliding down his shaft fell against my tongue. I licked and sucked at Mio as he kept piling on the sauce. I’d have to run six miles to work off this early morning treat.

	Mio lay back as I pushed the sheet off him entirely. I knelt between his honey-colored thighs and began working on him in earnest. I sometimes had to force myself not to think about his previous lovers... Mio loved me. Not them. I made him happy... God, I hoped I made him happy...

	His hips rocked upward to meet every pull of my hungry lips. I loved sucking and licking him at the same time because I knew how much he liked it. What separated me from the men Mio had dated and the ones he’d serviced was that he spent so much time figuring out what they wanted, whereas I spent every waking moment learning what he wanted.

	Mio had the perfect cock. It was big and thick and always got hard for me. My lips reached the base of his cock, and I breathed in through my nose. Breathing was everything when one had a gigantor like this to nurse.

	I sucked him back to the top of the head, my lips remaining tight around the crown. I let my mouth slide back down. He arched up, anxious as ever for full immersion. His cock tasted so good, syrupy good, and I released him for one more moment to share the flavor with him.

	He wasn’t pleased.

	Mio accepted my kisses and clearly enjoyed the taste of cock glacés, but he wanted me to keep sucking his cock.

	Gladly.

	I went back to work, loving the task ahead of me. I let go of his rigid shaft again to suck his balls, but he liked that. His hand was back on my head, stroking my hair. I could almost hear him thinking, Good boy.

	Mio’s need became urgent when I returned to his cock. I wanted to lick his ass, but there was no time. He floundered against the sheets as if he couldn’t take a second more. I put my mouth right back on him, Mio nudging his way back where he belonged. I’d sucked away most of the syrup, and all I had left now was him. Not that I wanted anything else.

	It was all about him. I fondled his balls, holding them tightly in my right hand as I began sucking harder, taking him deeper into my mouth again. Mio’s legs fell open, his body reacting to me the way I loved it to do. He fucked my face, his head tossing back and forth.

	“Evans... Evans... Evans...”

	He was coming. With my left hand I stroked his ass cheeks, the thing he loved most when I was sucking him. His secret, tender spot was the crease in his cheeks, and he almost flew off the bed as I brushed my fingertips against them.

	“Quiero...” He started saying, I want... but he didn’t finish the sentence. His hand gripped the back of my neck, his fingers stroking it. I felt his hot gaze on my face but concentrated on sucking him up and down, longer, tighter, saltier... and then he came. The rupture was deep and powerful.

	On camera, he’d been a known and prolific gusher. In private, it was the same. He came hard, and his cream was thick, juicy and very, very white. I swallowed his load but couldn’t quite take it all. He reached for me, licking my mouth as I came up to his face, telling me he loved me as he sucked on my lips and tongue.

	“Quiero follarte,” he said, his words a moan. “I want to fuck you.”

	I bent to lick the shaft again, cleaning his cock head. He smiled
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