
Defending the Drag Queen

Face Off for Love ~ Book Two


Table of Contents

Title Page

Defending the Drag Queen (Face Off for Love, #2)

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Jen FitzGerald

––––––––
[image: ]


Knotted Hearts Publishing

Knotted Hearts Publishing

Fort Worth Texas

www.knottedheartspublishing.com

Published in the Unites States of America

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Copyright 2020 Jen FitzGerald

All rights reserved.

First edition.

ISBN: 978-1-948236-26-3 (ePub)

This e-book contains sexually explicit scenes and adult language and may be considered offensive to some readers. Please store your files wisely, where they cannot be accessed by under-aged readers.

Contributors

Content/copy editing provided by

Teri McGill

Cover art created by

Dianne Thies

https://www.lyricallines.net/

Dedication

To all the fan-works creators out there...especially the fan fic writers.

Some of the most amazing stories I’ve ever read have come from the fan fiction archives of various fandoms. It’s where I got my start.

* * * * *
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Dear Reader,

This book was written for an anthology featuring heroes and heroines living with disabilities and I’d heard about this hockey player managing Type 1 Diabetes and playing at a professional level and knew I wanted to share his story. It just goes to show that often, our dreams are still attainable. It might take some extra effort and a little help from our friends and family, but it can be done.

On a side note, while there are several similarities between the real hockey player and my fictional one, Elijah is by no means representative of the real man. I know his name and that he plays pro hockey while managing diabetes and he has an alert dog. Everything else about Elijah comes from my imagination.

Never stop dreaming, never stop achieving.

Jen
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Chapter One
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Mark sighed and got out of his vehicle, feeling the same frisson of dread he felt every Sunday afternoon while faithfully interacting with his family. He served as both favorite uncle and dutiful son, entertaining the kids before supper and cleaning up the kitchen after supper prior to making his escape. Ma would raise a ruckus if he missed a Roncalli Sunday dinner and Pop would chew his ass if he upset his mother. The saying “if mama ain’t happy, ain’t nobody happy” was especially true in their family. Pop doted on Ma, always had, and anyone who upset her would hear about it.

Good thing the pageant ended on Friday. He’d make next Sunday’s dinner and no one would be the wiser. Of course, he’d miss his brother’s last-minute birthday bash, which couldn’t be helped, and for which he’d never hear the end of. But he’d promised Nonna and, for him, that trumped just about everything.

All chatter stopped and nine heads swiveled his way when he entered the dining room. It was like facing a firing squad, only he hadn’t done anything wrong. Well, besides be himself. Being himself, in this family, was wrong.

“You’re late.”

And here we go.

“Yes, I am,” Mark said to Mario. “I called Ma and let her know I had a flat tire.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah, oh.” Mark took his seat and slid his napkin over his lap. Why she hadn’t shared that, he didn’t know, but it was what it was. It wasn’t Sunday dinner without him getting his chops busted for something. He dished up some lasagna. “Smells great, Ma.”

“Thank you, baby.”

“So how’s work,” Pop asked.

“Work’s fine, Pop. Busy. The start of tax season, you know? I’ll be blowing and going for the next three months.” Pop didn’t ask about Lady Jazz. He never did. None of them did. Mark being a drag queen was a smutch on the Roncalli family name and his avocation was never acknowledged, unless he was being ridiculed.

Chatter picked up again and Mark ate as conversations flowed around him.

“So your brother met a girl,” Ma said during a lull, pleasure lighting her features. Three of her five sons were married and had given her nine grandchildren so far.

Mark’s stomach sank, but he nodded and smiled at Paul.  “Cool. What’s her name?”

“Stephanie Cantrell.” Paul waxed poetic for several minutes about how they’d met and their first date and how he was going to bring her to dinner soon.

Of all his brothers, Paul was the closest to Mark in age and was the least judgmental. Mark could be happy that Paul had met someone special, although that meant the family focus would turn toward Mark, and there would be nothing but grief until he died or until he walked away from his family. He’d never walk away though; family was family. That notion had been drilled into him since he was a kid. It was the only reason he was expected at any family gathering. That and the fact that he wrangled the kids who all seemed oblivious so far to the adults’ sentiment toward him. He hoped they’d learn acceptance and tolerance at school, because they sure weren’t going to learn it at home.

“When are you going to bring someone home?” Dante asked, one eyebrow raised and his smirk hidden behind the wineglass he’d just lifted to his face.

Mark was never going to bring someone home. How could he? Guys like him were an aberration of the male species, as his brothers had told him many times. Not only gay, but a gay guy who liked to dress in women’s clothes and sing as if he were a woman. Somehow, fundamentally broken. Who in the world would want to date him?

“And how exactly would that work?” Mark asked. “I bring someone home and you’re gonna make snide remarks the whole time? I’ll pass.” He’d given up hope of meeting someone, there was no point.

“If you were a real man, there’d be no reason to,” Dante said.

Mark sighed. His family was right. The few men he’d dated over the years embraced the concept of drag queens in general, but not one of them had been able to accept the reality of dating one.

Thankfully, talk turned to the coming weather front and then to various grandchildren and they left him alone for the rest of the meal. Mark cleaned the kitchen as usual. It’d been his special time with Nonna before she’d gone into the hospital and subsequently died. Now it was just expected. But it got him out of further “visiting” with his brothers, so he kept doing it.

Mark slid into the front seat and dropped his forehead against the steering wheel. Every week he left his parents’ house feeling beat down and worthless. He really should stop putting himself through the misery, but family was family, and his mother was his mother. She wasn’t getting any younger, and as they learned with Nonna, you weren’t guaranteed tomorrow.
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Chapter Two
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Elijah settled into the hotel room he’d booked for the duration of the pageant. Staying on site wasn’t a requirement, but having a base of operations would be super helpful in managing his diabetes. If he needed to rest, he could rest without a thirty-minute drive. Nor were the practice rink and training facilities too far away, so he could stay on somewhat of a training regimen as well.

Too bad he didn’t have a boyfriend. This would have been a great way to sneak some time with him. Of course, had he a boyfriend, he probably wouldn’t have agreed to be the celebrity judge for Portland’s annual Gay Pride of Portland Pageant. He would have been in some tropical location like half his teammates, enjoying warmer weather and a week’s worth of rest and relaxation.

But he didn’t have a boyfriend. Between his diabetes and his hockey, especially the hockey, he’d learned, he couldn’t offer much of the thing most guys wanted in a relationship. Time spent together. He’d have to wait until after hockey. He was twenty-six years old; he hoped to play into his mid-thirties, so he faced another decade of being alone. It wasn’t a pleasant prospect, but what choice did he have? Playing professional hockey was all he ever wanted to do since he was a kid. Sacrifices had to be made.

Elijah glanced at his watch. The opening festivities of the pageant were in four hours. Just like a game day, exercise and a nap were his top priorities between now and then. He hadn’t quite decided whether to leave Hemming crated here in the room or dress him up and take him along. Elijah was pretty sure he’d be able to monitor his diabetes without issue for a few hours, but he owned Hemming for a reason.

“You want to dress up, boy?” Elijah asked Hemming, who got up from his bed and came over, tail wagging and sporting a wide doggie smile. No one would convince Elijah that dogs didn’t smile. He scruffed Hemming around the ears. “You’ll be the best-looking guy there, won’t you, Hemming?”

*
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Three days and nine entrants down, one day and four entrants to go.

Elijah and the other six judges sat in a small ballroom of the hotel. Hemming lay alertly by his side.

One of the many pageant runners stepped inside followed by the next contestant. “Mr. Mark Roncalli.”

The man entered and Elijah’s interest sparked immediately and for the first time all week. Mark was of Italian descent, easily discernible both by his name and his complexion. Thick dark hair, dark brown eyes, and the skin tone indicative of the peoples of the Mediterranean. A tailored suit in a shade just darker than royal blue enveloped the five-foot-eight and one-hundred-eighty-pound physique as described in the information package about Mark.

“Good afternoon.” Mark smiled somewhat shyly as he took





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JEN FITZCERALD





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





