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Chapter One
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Once his sister Madeline said that Jami would be a Princess one day just like her. She dressed him up in her clothes, gave him a crown, and they sat and played with her tea set, and pretended they would become Princesses one day. 

Madeline never got her wish, but Jami’s wish did come true. Well almost. He got his Prince, and now they would be married soon, and his life would begin all over again, and this time there was sure to be a happy ending.  

The ride out to the Hampton’s appeared to pass quickly and it wasn’t as long as the first time. Jami sat with his head back resting, relieved to leave Manhattan, and all the trouble with the tense moments from his arrest, to the arrest of Brandon. 

And now with his sister Madeline showing up out of nowhere. Just when his life appeared to be going in the right direction, with her trying to fuck his life up, Jami was determined not to allow it to happen this time. 

Overwhelmed by all the recent occurrences, Jami needed a change of scenery. Finally, he and Max had a chance to be with each other without interference of any kind, and anyone who would cloud their fucked up minds. As Jami glanced over to Max, Jami noticed how tense he appeared. Whenever he clutched the steering wheel with both hands as he did now, Jami thought there was something bothering him. And there was. 

“Do you need me in you tonight?” Jami asked, sure that would relieve his tension.

Max turned his neck to the left and then the right. Jami thought he could hear his bones crack in his neck. “No, I’m good. But when we get to the cottage, I want your dick in my mouth,” Max said, his voice soft as he cut an eye in Jami’s direction, and them brought his glance back to the road ahead.

“You don’t have to ask twice,” Jami said reaching for Max’s leg and stroking it. Jami felt Max’s taut, tense muscles beneath the fabric, as he turned and glanced Max’s way wondering what he could be thinking.  

Eyeing the contours of Max’s handsome profile, his confident expression appeared missing, Jami thought, turning slightly noticing that something had changed on Max’s face. Worry lines had replaced the smooth appearance. His jaw was tight with a slight quiver. Nothing about Max seemed the same except that he looked sexier and hotter when he was pensive. And still as handsome and gorgeous as ever. 

Jami’s eyes appraised his good-looking man dressed casually in his black V neck sweater, and black sweats. Even more handsome than he had ever seen. However, Jami looked past all that to see lines around his eyes as if Max wasn’t getting enough sleep, and his brow appeared to be in a constant state of furrowed rows on his forehead. 

Something had to be worrying him. 

Max’s attention appeared to be focused on something or someone else as he stared out in front of him. He usually took his eyes off the road if just to smile at him, but today none of that.  

Studying Max, Jami noticed that Max hadn’t released the tight grip on the wheel instead of driving relaxed sitting back, now that the traffic had lessened. What was going on with Max?

When Max noticed Jami staring at him, he turned slightly to show Jami a warm, relaxed smile, but Jami saw through that immediately.
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MAX COULDN’T GET PAIGE out of his mind and he couldn’t figure out how to break the news to Jami that he would soon become a father. Jami might freak out, and think he was lying about having sex with Paige, and Paige couldn’t be relied on to tell Jami the truth. 

She wasn’t fond of Jami, and what Jami thought of her, Max couldn’t say out loud in the company of women. But Paige tried to show a good face when Jami was around, but that only went so far.  

Jami gently grabbed Max’s knee. Max turned facing Jami and said, “What?” His forehead furrowed.

“Something’s bothering you.” 

How did Jami know that? He tried to show a calm face, but chaos reigned throughout his body, and his headspace was fill with fear. Fear that when Jami found out about Paige’s pregnancy, and his agreement, he would leave him.  

“You said we could talk on our drive out here, but all you’ve done is raise the sound of the music to drown me out when I attempt to even make a few sentences of conversation. And you silence me when I try to get a word out of my mouth.”  

“My love,” Max said, tightening his hand over Jami’s, “we will have time to say and do everything that we need to over the week. I want to postpone your presentation. Give you more time to prepare. It will give the board time to get used to the idea of having you come in. They were a little off put about it when I suggested it, but I am the boss, so they capitulated.” 

Max offered Jami a closed smile. Jami’s voice raised in anger. “Are you kidding me? If they don’t want me, then why am I doing this?”

“Because you should, and I want you to. I run that company, and have been doing so since before college. I spent my entire life working my ass off for this now. I had no life until I met you, and if it means you becoming financially independent, and it will make you feel as an equal, then I want you to do it.” 

Max thought this would give Jami the confidence, and if he felt positive about himself, he would be more relaxed around people in his company, and open to change, and new things like having children.

“I know this is what you want, and I want it for you. If I say you will make a presentation to my board you will make it. I don’t give a fuck what those men want.” 

Jami glanced at Max and smiled. “I never thought that you were so...controlling. I’m seeing another side of your face, and I like it.” He placed his palm on Max’s face and rubbed his course stubble and smiled.  

“You have a great product, and if they don’t buy your business, then I will, and I’ll get rid of all of them.”

Jami raised an eyebrow. “You can do that, Max?”

“I haven’t looked into it, but for you, anything.” Max turned to Jami, “I’ll make them an offer they can’t refuse.” Max shot Jami a wide smile. 

Jami squeezed Max’s leg at the reference to Max’s favorite movie. “I said nothing about selling my business. That’s not what we agreed on.”

“I thought after we were married—”

Jami stopped Max in mid-sentence. “You’re not divorced yet. How can you ask me to marry you, when you don’t know if Paige will give you a divorce?”

“You let me worry about that.” Max’s cheeks burned crimson. He knew something had come over him and he wasn’t himself. The anger hidden beneath his words for Paige was unsettling for him. He had to get over how Paige was jeopardizing his relationship with Jami. He had relented to Paige’s demands, and never disclosed that to Jami. He knew he was as much to blame as Page for allowing this to go so far, and to agree to become a father to her child, and postpone the divorce until she gave birth. 

How could he start a relationship built on a lie? He had to tell Jami as soon as possible about the agreement he had entered with Paige.  

A moment passed, and Max was himself again. And he knew the right thing to do.     

“I love you, Jami. Nothing and no one will keep us apart. I’ll be damned if I let Paige ruin my happiness with you. No one, not ever again will control my life, do you hear me?” 

Jami stared at Max as he drifted in and out of the now heavy traffic like a man on a mission. 

Max’s words seemed to get through to Jami. He squeezed Max’s hand. Max turned to him for a brief moment, “Now let me drive so we can reach there safely before dark. I have something I want to give you.”

“I hope it’s not a ring. Its bad luck to give a ring before you dissolved a marriage.”

“Where did you hear that?” Max said, with a quiet chuckle. 

“My mother always said that. She never said or knew why, maybe it was an old wives tale. In the Carolina’s there are plenty of superstitions.” 

Max heard in Jami’s voice the same familiar tone he had when his mother passed away. He recognized the pain of losing someone you loved. Max’s mother had insisted that he not marry Paige. But Max’s father won out. He didn’t know why until now, why his mother begged him not to do something that he would regret later in his life. ‘Follow your heart,’ his mother had said to him.  

“You miss your mother don’t you, sweetheart,” Max said to Jami as he stared out at the crowded highway.  

“Yes,” Jami said, “I was a mama’s boy. But not as much now as I used to be. Not since I met you.” 

Max took his eyes off the road for a second to smile at Jami.

Then it registered. “What? A momma’s boy, did I hear you right?” 

“Yes, and I’m proud of it,” Jami said sticking his tongue out at him, and glancing over to Max giving him a closed grin. “From what you told me, you were too.” 

Max enjoyed Jami’s playfulness, and it would take his mind off of what was really making him sour today. “What kind of woman is your mother, Jami?”

“She’s just ordinary.”

“She can’t be just ordinary. You’re not an ordinary man. You’re special. Well to me.”

“My mother let my father control her. I don’t blame her for anything. She couldn’t have stopped my father and changed his mind about me, she tried to. But there were too many arguments, and she wasn’t strong enough. She couldn’t have stopped me from leaving that house either.”

“Why didn’t she go to you? You were so young when you climbed on that bus. I wished I had known you then. I would have taken care of you, and you wouldn’t have a need for anything or anyone but me.” There was a sadness in Max’s voice thinking about what Jami had to have gone through as a teen in New York and still be whole. 

Few adults could survive living in New York without some help from family. Jami did as a young innocent man, and is still loving and willing to hope for a better life with a man he loves, Max thought as he turned his eyes in Jami’s direction for a moment. 

Watching Jami bite on his thumb when the car slowed in the heavy traffic, Jami said, “I have no need for anyone but you now, and I’m glad you didn’t know me then. I was a fucked up teen and a young man.”

“That’s because your family made you fucked up. Your father wouldn’t accept you and your mother went along with him.”

“What else could she do? She had my sister when she was a teen and my father was older and he had a job. My mother had nothing. She had two children and no money to feed and clothe them. What did she know about anything? I never want children. Promise me if we’re together, that you will never want to adopt.”

Silence filled the car in spaces that couldn’t be filled, and as the music hummed in the background, Jami turned it down so they could talk. 

Max finally said something. “How can I promise you that, Jami? That’s far in the future. We don’t know where our lives will take us. Children bring people close.”

“Or tear them apart. I don’t think I have what it takes to be a parent.”

“What does it take?” Max answered his question. “It takes love and patience and understanding. You have all that, Jami. I know you do.” 

When Max made that statement he was thinking about Paige and her pregnancy and how she asked him to stay married to her until she had her baby, and how she wanted the baby to have Max’s last name. He had given her his word that he would wait and get the divorce later. But now he didn’t want to wait. He didn’t want to take a chance that Jami would leave him when he found out about the child that wasn’t his. 

With a child, Paige would forever be a part of their lives. And she could be a pain in the ass. No one would tolerate that. Not even Jami, Max thought. He needed to change the conversation.  

“Speaking of your sister, how is she?”

“Madeline’s working in my coffee shop, so I guess she’s ok. I asked her to fill in for me next week at the French bistro just in case we’re not back in time.” Jami lowered his eyes.

“You little minx, you were going to figure out a way to get out of the presentation. Good thing I postponed it. I knew you were trying to figure out how to bail on it. If I have to bring you there myself, you’re going to do it.” Max wanted to lean over and kiss Jami, but he knew he could get into a wreck so he didn’t attempt it. 

“I’m thinking,” Jami placed his finger to his lips, “if you would be there with me in the room you could help me with the presentation.” 

Max thought Jami looked sexy when he tried for the shy look. Even batting his long lashes on occasion. But he knew there was nothing demure about his young man.

“I can’t. You won’t have the leverage to get the price you want. I’ll be behind the scenes guiding you along. I’ll have a contract drawn up for you and you can present it to them everything will be on it. There won’t be a problem. I promise. But you have to present it to them. I want them to see how smart you are, and that I’m marrying a beautiful shrewd man.”

“You thought of everything, didn’t you, Max? If I didn’t think you would wreak this car, I would give you a blowjob.”

“Who’s to stop you from using your hands instead of your beautiful little mouth? That’ll work too.”

“I didn’t know you were such a sexy horny beast. I probably should have run from you the first time I saw you,” Jami said. “I probably should have run from you when you called me a twink.”

Max had no idea that the twink as he called him, on his first encounter, was no twink after all, but he was the alpha and he would control their love life. Max smiled because no one was what they appear to be if you look from just the outside. 

Jami raised a mischievous eyebrow and leaned over, and untied the drawstring to Max’s sweats, and with Max’s help, he slipped his fingers inside his jockeys and sweats. He rested the heel of his palm over Max’s cock as Max shivered, and then swerved to the right shoulder of the road. 

“Calm down, Max. I got this. I just need you to keep your eyes on the road.” 

Jami’s hand caressed Max’s balls and Max tensed. His breathing became unhinged and he had to breathe in and out to keep from passing out at the wheel because what Jami was doing to him felt so good and could kill the both of them. 

Jami reached inside his purse and took out his lube which he carried everywhere, and poured some on his hand. Then reaching for Max’s cock, his hand settled at the base again, and rose up to the tip and down again. Then he tightened his fist around Max’s cock and pumped it up and down as Max’s slick shaft ease through the opening in Jami’s fist. 

Max tried to look down, but it was too dangerous. He felt his face heat as the arousal took over him. Then his jaw tightened and smoothed. A loud moan of pleasured escaped through Max’s teeth.

Max cursed, “Oh fuck, fuck, double fuck,” he groaned at the pleasurable feeing and how turned on Jami had him at that moment. He cursed himself for wanting Jami so much that he would risk their lives just to feel Jami’s mouth on his cock. He cursed himself for being so weak to Jami.   

When Max had calmed, and his breathing stabilized, Jami said, “I want to suck your dick if and only if you can keep your eyes on the road.”

Breathless, Max said, “Do you want me to pull over?” 

“If you think we’re in mortal danger, then pull over. There’s an opening over there. I want you now,” Jami said.

Max turned on a road Jami had pointed out to him. He drove away from the highway and when there wasn’t anywhere further to go as in a dead end, he pulled the car to the side, and cut the engine. 

Jami’s eyes locked on Max’s, as he leaned over, after Max had adjusted his seat. Max’s chest moved up and down and his breath responded to what he anticipated next. When Jami reached for his upright cock pointing in Jami’s face, Max’s hand rested over Jami’s which was tight around his dick. He couldn’t stop the rush of arousal which tore through him like a hurricane as Jami’s tongue touched the slick head of his cock, and traveled over its slit. 

With Max’s cock in Jami’s hand, and his hand over Jami’s, Max leaned back, loosened his grip, and let Jami control him. Jami’s warm mouth settled over the head of Max’s dick as Max pressed his hips up, shooting his dick through Jami’s tender warm lips. Max eased out a breathless moan, and he felt Jami’s mouth relax, and take him down his throat.  

Jami began sucking him hard as Max fisted Jami’s fine hair, pulling it up and down, to match the rhythm of his gyrating hips. 

“I’m fucking your mouth. It’s wonderful. Do you hear me?” It was a rhetorical question because Jami couldn’t speak with Max’s hard long length lodged down his throat. 

“This is my mouth, and everything about you is mine, and I’m yours too, Jami. Every damn part of me is yours, Jami Caulfield, to do as you please.” And he thrust his hips up pushing inside Jami’s mouth once more, and he pulled out and pushed in again, and over and over until he felt the peak of his arousal come to an end.   

As Max spilled his come into Jami’s mouth when Max had let fall the last drop, Jami pulled off, and looked Max in the eyes, and swallowed his warm salty come. He brushed his hand across his mouth and smiled. Jami pulled away, sat upright, took a satisfied breath, gazed at Max, with a deep penetrating sexy glare, and Max wanted to go again.    

“You’re fucking beautiful, Jami Caulfield, I can’t get enough of you. Where have you been all my life?”
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JAMI DIDN’T KNOW HOW to respond to Max. He knew where he’d been in those few years before he met him. He had been sleeping on friends’ sofas, walking away from a man he thought he loved in the middle of the night, and had been abused by a lover or two. 

Every time Max said those words, it weakened Jami. Jami sat back with a satisfied smile obviously flattered by how Max felt about him, but when the words where have you been all my life resurfaced time and again from Max, Jami’s thoughts couldn’t help but travel away to that time in his life when he was adrift in a sea of shit. 

“I need to satisfy you now,” Max said. 

Jami looked around at the one way road hidden amongst trees and bushes. “This doesn’t look like a place we can park for long. What if the highway patrol pulls up?”

“Don’t worry about that Jami. You worry too much.” 

Jami indeed worried a lot. He’d had a lot to worry about over the years. He wasn’t rich like Max, and he had been in too many places like this with strangers, when he slept in parks, and lived on the street only to find himself on a friend’s couch with someone trying to make a pass at him in the middle of the night. 

It was then he was determined to get a place of his own, and that lasted for a while. That was when he met the first in a series of sketchy men, before he settled for one. That one he settled for reminded him of Max, but only because they may have resembled each other. Dark curly hair, blue eyes and legs that never quit, and an obscene body with muscles hidden underneath jeans, a lumberjack shirt, and hard hat, but with Max, his sexy muscular body hidden beneath an expensive suit, shirt and tie.   

Knowing how much Max wanted him, he relented and helped him untie his sweats he had changed into when he rushed into his coffee shop to break the news to Carlos and Maria that once again they would have to hold down the fort. 

They were just pleased that Jami was happy. 

When Max greedily pushed Jami’s pants down with his help, he captured Jami’s mouth in a heated kiss as he wrapped his fist around Jami’s cock. As Max sliced his tongue through Jami’s parting lips and his tongue snaked down Jami’s throat, the head of Jami’s dick oozed pre-com along Max’s hand. Max leaned over him and rubbed the head of Jami’s cock over his smooth lips.

“Max, you are so good. Are you sure you haven’t done this before?” 

Max didn’t look up, he smiled over him as he enjoyed the scent of Jami. “Such a sweet flowery scent,” Max murmured. “I think I’m in heaven, having your shaft in my mouth, and my hands on your dick as you thrust your hips upward and deep into my mouth, I love it.” 

Jami rested back on the seat, when Max’s hand pushed against his chest. Jami’s body tremble beneath Max’s hand, and it wasn’t because of the feeling he got from Max’s sucking him off, but the nervousness of the surroundings. But when Max angled his head and looked at Jami he had closed his eyes for a second, and then as Max tightened his mouth around Jami’s dick, it brought him back in the moment, and his hips began to move thrusting upward and tightening his grip on Max’s curls, and Max with precision brought Jami to orgasm. 
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“WAKE UP SLEEPY HEAD, we’re home,” Max said, un-locking his seat belt. Leaning over, he placed a light kiss on Jami’s lips. Not the frantic desperate sexy kisses he gave him earlier, but a slow admiring one, taking in his beautiful long lashes and his flawless pale skin. 

The beauty of his man next to him overwhelmed him and he kissed him again. “Wake up, Sleeping Beauty. We’re here.” This time Jami stretched his hands over his head and opened his eyes with a wide smile.

“I thought we would never get here. My ass got too acquainted with the leather seats in this car,” Jami said unbuckling his seatbelt and stirring around. 

“If you don’t get out of here, and get your pretty ass inside, so I can light a fire, that pretty ass of yours will become acquainted with my hand.” 

Jami glanced at Max with a wink and a smile. 

“And that’s a promise. I’ve been itching to paddle that wonderful butt of yours since the incident at that BDSM club. I want to know about what went on before I arrived.”

“Didn’t you say that you have to light the fireplace? So let’s go.” 

Max hopped out of the Range Rover and as Jami waited, he opened the door for him. A far cry from last time when Max was angry with Jami and left him alone in the SUV.    

When Jami stepped out into new snow he turned to Max. “Be careful. The last time you threatened me it worked the opposite way.” 

Max blinked remembering how he’d thought Jami was a bottom and Jami showed him that wasn’t the case even if he looked like a twink. Nothing was always what it seemed and no one was what they appear to be. Lesson learned by Max. 

Offering Jami his hand and a kiss, Jami took both. When they climbed the stairs to open the door, Max said, “I want to carry you over the threshold.”

“You can’t do that. We’re not married yet. It’s bad Karma to do that unless you’re married.” 

Nevertheless, Max grabbed Jami and cradled him in his arms. “You and all your superstitions. I’ll take my chances.” And he kicked the door open after taking off the lock. 

“The place looks divine. You decorated it for me. It looks different. I love it. Now put me down so I can relax.”  

And Jami reached for Max’s collar and pulled him into a kiss. He felt Max’s erection and glanced down and cupped it. “Max, I could go all night and never stop. Can you get any sexier than you are now?”

“I never thought of myself as being sexy,” Max said heading for the fireplace and throwing on some logs from a box nearby. Then he added some newspapers, and lit it. Max looked up at Jami from a kneeling position, as if he had created a beautiful painting, and he wanted some acknowledgement of how wonderful it looked.  

“You are sexy and a pure heartthrob, you could ruin me for any other man,” Jami said running his hand through Max’s hair and stooping to kiss his ear.  

Breathless, Max said, “If we continue with this, we won’t get anything done. Tonight I’m going to cook for you. Since we both can’t get enough Italian food, then I’ll cook my mother’s favorite dish and mine, especially mine. She would make it for me as a child,” Max said, placing a few more logs with the fire starting slow and as he dropped more newspapers piled up near the logs, it became more intense.  

Jami sat near him as Max stooped, working and stoking the fire with the blaze growing higher. Leaning against Max. “When did you do all of this?” Jami pointed to the new rugs and curtains and furniture.

“When you were working at those two jobs, and in-between telling my father to go fuck a duck.” 

Jami leaned back into Max’s chest as he laughed at the words, and Max laughed too, probably at the thought of his stern father fucking a duck. 

They both rose at the same time. “Can I help you, Max?”

“No. You get some sleep. After four jobs—” 

Jami cut him off. “What are you talking about four jobs?” 

“The third job being me, and the fourth job today, you know that one...” 

Jami raised an eyebrow not knowing what the fourth job was. 

“You know,” Max leaned close to Jami and his length brushed against Jami leg, “the blowjob,” Max chuckled and winked. “I don’t want my fiancé and soon to be husband exhausted before our honeymoon.” 

Before Max headed to the kitchen and Jami headed to explore the bedroom and take a shower, Max said, “I’ll get the bags, so relax and rest,” he said stopping at the door of the bedroom long enough to see Jami staring at the new bed, and passing his hand along the foot of the sleigh bed. 

Max turned and walked into the kitchen to see if the local grocery store had delivered everything he needed to prepare his meal. 
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Chapter Two


[image: image]


Jami woke about seven o’clock in the evening, and sprang up in bed looking around thinking he was late for work. Darkness had settled in, but for the ocean waves washing on shore and receding into the ocean, and a cry of a seabird, it was silent. That’s when he knew he wasn’t in his apartment in New York or anyone else’s apartment or with someone else besides Max. 

Jami then inhaled and exhaled freely.  

Taking in the sights and the lack of familiar sounds, he patted the new bed Max had purchased for the two of them. A queen size. “Fit for a queen,” Max had said. Max must have remembered what Jami had said, that a king bed was too impersonal, and he wanted to always snuggle with him. 

Raising his arms above his head he stretched, reached for one of his silk Chinese robes, he placed there after Max brought in the suitcase, tucked his feet into his slippers, and walked in the direction of the wonderful scent coming from the dining area.    

Following the scent of fresh tomatoes cooking, to his surprise, the table was set with candles, and under them an old fashion white lace tablecloth. As Jami passed his hand over the stitching, he felt the delicate lace. When he glanced up, Max was holding a large bowl with a ladle.

“Oh my, that smells good. What is it?” Jami said clapping like a child whose mother had made his favorite meal.

“Soup,” Max said half annoyed. “You didn’t sleep long enough. I wanted to have the table set properly when it was time to eat. I didn’t want you to see this until everything was ready.” He set the bowl on the table and when Jami opened the top, Max swatted his hand. 

“Go wash up and when you return, I’ll have everything ready, and all you have to do is sit and enjoy it.”

“Bossy,” Jami said as he let his robe fly open. 

“If you want me to concentrate on the meal and not your hot body, I suggest you put something under that robe, or I might lay you across this table and fuck you.” 

“Promises. Promises.” Jami winked at Max.  

Before Jami left to dress, he leaned over and kissed Max, after Max placed the hot heavy bowl on the table. When he turned to exit the room, Max swatted his behind with a firm hand.

Jami jumped and stopped. He loved that coming from Max, but it also reminded him of some not so pleasant times with Brandon. How the same action coming from a different person could have a different reaction, he thought. He enjoyed the way Max had hit his behind when he disobeyed him. That meant Max was in charge outside of the bedroom. And Jami wanted it and looked forward to that kind of relationship. With Max he didn’t mind at all, he thought. 

He knew Max would never take it too far.  

But that hadn’t been the case a few years ago when he was eighteen and thought that was a way to connect with his then partner. And later with Brandon. 

Jami rushed into the bedroom, washed his face and brushed his teeth. Then he reached for his backpack Max had stored in the closet. Jami placed a red cashmere top over his head and matching red straight leg pants. Why not? It was almost Christmas, and red looked great on him with his blond hair and pale skin. 

This had been in his closet forever. Before he met Brandon, his partner then took him out dancing maybe once. When Brandon came into the picture, he promised Jami everything, and he thought Brandon was the answer to his prayers, but he had always been all dressed up during the holidays with nowhere to go, and no one to take him anywhere until now.  

Brandon never let him wear it because he didn’t want to be reminded of Jami’s feminine side. “If I want a woman,” Brandon had said to him, “I got one at the house with babies.” 

And that’s when Jami discovered Brandon’s secret. He had a wife and children and never told him. Jami tried to break off the relationship, but Brandon wouldn’t let him. He had come to enjoy Jami being the alpha in the relationship. Brandon was a bottom and tried to hide it until one night. That night Brandon told Jami what he really wanted and Jami gave him what he craved. A big cock up the ass with Brandon asking Jami to make it harder and rougher.

Brandon was right, he couldn’t get that at home. 

Jami strolled in under the dim light of candles. Max glanced up taking in Jami’s small face and green eyes. “You look beautiful, baby.” And he rose from his seat without leaving Jami’s eyes, and reached for his phone, and took Jami’s picture. “I want to look at this picture every day when you’re away from me. I want to be reminded of this day. Now sit and eat,” Max said pulling Jami down on his lap.

“Only after you get me another chair. You are hard and we may never get to the main course.”

“But au contraire, you are the main dish.” 

Jami glanced at Max in surprise. “You’re speaking French now?” Jami laughed.

“Oui. That fucking French restaurant is getting next to me and every time I hear those songs it stays in my head.”

“There is hope after all for you, my love.” 

Jami rose from sitting on Max’s lap and took a chair next to him, and then he opened the soup tureen and placed the large spoon inside, and brought the spoon where could smelled it before placing it in his bowl. “What is it? It smells amazing.” 

“It’s called Zuppa Di Asparagi. My mother made it for me in the winter.”

“Don’t tell me, it has Asparagus in it. I can tell from the name,” Jami said, tasting some with a spoon. “Wow, what’s next on the menu?”

A sexy smile played on Max’s lips and he winked at Jami. 

“No, you wouldn’t?”

“Au contraire, I’m not just going to feed you a bowl of soup and then fuck you. However, I will feed you Lasagna with Bolognese sauce and then fuck you afterwards. That’s the only way I can keep you thin. I love that you’re a twink with a big dick.”

“And just when I thought you loved me for my personality.”

“I do, but I can’t fuck your personality, now can I?” Another wink from Max’s heavily blue eyes had Jami ready to take Max over the table near the hot soup. 

“What?” Max said. “What is that smile about?”

“Just thinking. It was nothing.” And Jami brought the soup spoon to his mouth as he eyed Max’s handsome face.  

When Jami and Max had eaten their soup, and Max entered the kitchen to get the Lasagna from the oven to present to Jami, there came a knock on the door, and Jami hopped up and strolled to the door to answer it. 

****
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“HI.” THE MAN AND WOMAN both waved as if they had known him all their life and they were just stopping by for a chat.

We’re the couple from one of those new subdivisions west of your beach cottage. You can’t see it from here, but we met your... husband the other day, or maybe he’s your father?”

“He’s my fiancé, not my father,” Jami said smiling. 

“We thought we’d invite you guys over for dinner, but not today of course,” the man said looking past Jami. 

“Come in,” Jami said, with a wide smile as he took their coats, and placed them in a chair in the corner near the fireplace. The couple appeared to be friendly enough. If he and Max would be here on regular basis it was only natural that they should meet the neighbors. 

“We were just having dinner, and you’re welcome to eat with us. We have more than enough.” Jami was being polite thinking that they would refuse his offer.

“I’m Megan and this is my husband Luke Cornell.” 

Luke glanced over at Jami and looked him over, from his head to his feet, and then he extended his hand, glancing down at it as if he would kiss Jami’s hand, and then his eyes captured Jami’s, and he lowered his eyes and turned away. 

Then Megan pushed Luke further inside and at that time, Max was walking in from the kitchen with a large rectangle shaped glass container filled with Lasagna. Max looked like he almost dropped the glass dish when he saw the couple standing by the table.  

“We’re sorry, but we were passing and we smelled that wonderful aroma and because we hadn’t eaten yet, and we were especially hungry, we decided to stop by. We couldn’t wait to see what was smelling so delicious,” Luke said holding his wife around her waist. “You invited us, remember?” Luke said with a nervous smile. 

“Yes, I remember. Megan and Luke on the beach. The large house in the new subdivision. Come, sit down. There’s plenty for everyone.”

Max turned to Jami with a confused look. When Jami saw Max’s face he knew he didn’t remember inviting them, but he wasn’t going to turn away a hungry neighbor. Max put the hot dish on a large plate on the table. “Get comfortable. I’ll get two more plates.” Max rushed to the kitchen.  

Megan crossed her arms aiming an apologetic smile at Jami. Her stomach growled and she held it. Jami knew she was hungry then, and when she looked down at the sound and made eye contact, Jami saw her embarrassment. 

“Please sit,” Jami said. And now the small talk. “How long have you lived here?” Jami asked. Why the fuck is Max leaving me with these two? 

“We’ve been here for two years,” Luke said looking to Megan for confirmation.  

“We don’t spend as much time here as we’d like, but hopefully that will change,” Jami said. “We’re having Italian tonight.”

“It smells wonderful,” Luke said glancing over at Jami with a curl of his lip. 

Jami lowered his eyes because he didn’t want to lock eyes with Luke who had no problem scanning Jami’s body in front of Megan. Jami spotted how he focused on his mouth. 

Jami felt uncomfortable with the two of them and wished Max would collect the dishes and spoons, get the fuck in the dining room, serve the food, and send them on their fucking way. 

Then Megan said, “We didn’t get your name, and I hope we aren’t barging in on something special. A birthday or anniversary?” 

Jami interrupted Megan. “No, nothing like that. Max just wanted to cook something for me that I would enjoy.” 

“Do you hear that, Luke? Max is cooking. Last time you were cooking for Max when we met him on the beach.” 

Jami gave a weak closed smile and said, “I’m Jami Caulfield and the resident chef is Maxwell Gold.”

“I thought you two were married when we first met Max, but I could have been mistaken,” Luke said turning to Jami with a gleam in his eyes. 

Jami glanced down and brought the spoon to his mouth at the same time Max walked in with two plates and two wine glasses hooked in his fingers. He placed them on the table in front of their guests and glanced over at Luke. 

“We’re engaged.”

It’s about fucking time, Max, Jami thought. Don’t serve them
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