
  
    [image: Gemini Rules Capricorn]
  


  
    
      Gemini Rules Capricorn

      Signs of Love #3.5

    

    
      
        Anyta Sunday

      

    

  


  
    
      
        First published in 2017 by Anyta Sunday,

        Contact at Bürogemeinschaft ATP24, Am Treptower Park 24, 12435 Berlin, Germany

        

        An Anyta Sunday publication

        http://www.anytasunday.com

        

        Copyright 2017 Anyta Sunday

      

      
        Cover Design: Natasha Snow

        Gemini and Capricorn Art Design: Maria Gandolfo (Renflowergrapx)

        

        Line Editor: HJS Editing

        Beta Reader: Vir

        

        All rights reserved. This publication may not be reproduced without prior permission of the copyright owner of this book.

        

        All the characters in this book are fictional and any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is purely coincidental.

        

        Warning: This book contains explicit sexual content.

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
      

      
        
          Gemini Rules Capricorn

        

      

      
        
          Also available: Gemini Keeps Capricorn (Signs of Love #3)

        

        
          Anyta Sunday

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            Gemini Rules Capricorn

          

        

      

    

    
      “What did we say about breaking my back?”

      “That the sex would be worth it.” Wesley winked into his laptop camera. On the side of the monitor, the popup video window showed Lloyd lifting a brow, his hazel eyes flashing with a suppressed laugh.

      The background showed his fiancé sitting at a hotel desk, an elbow resting on a stack of textbooks. His shaved head had since grown to a tight buzz, and his collared shirt lay seductively unbuttoned over a tight tank top.

      Two agonizing weeks they’d been apart, Skyping at night after Lloyd finished at his workshop for the day. The distance itched at Wesley, and he squirmed on Lloyd’s desk chair. Where he sat. Wearing only underpants and the leather wristband Lloyd had given him.

      Wouldn’t be as fun without light-hearted, cross-country teasing.

      “Fine,” Wesley conceded, scrolling down the page on the website they both scrolled through. “Position fourteen?”

      “It involves a hammock.”

      “Sixteen?”

      “Should I send you a diagram of a bed so you know what beds are used for?”

      Lloyd. Body of a fit twenty-six year old. Mind of an old codger.

      Wesley couldn’t get enough of him. “You’re good with chairs, and a swing is like a chair . . . You sit in it.”

      “I’m cramping just imagining it.”

      Wesley flexed his right hand in front of the camera. “So am I.”

      Lloyd scrubbed his face in amused exasperation. He had a talent for riling Lloyd up, and every responding growl, eye roll, or secret smirk tickled him. Wesley admired his handiwork.

      “Lloyd?”

      “Wesley?”

      I miss you. “You better bring me back an airport gift.”

      “Airport gift?”

      “To measure the depth of your feelings for me.”

      Lloyd’s nose flared as he breathed deeply. “Right now, my frustration is off the charts. What is with the sex website we’re looking at?”

      “You’re coming back tomorrow.”

      “And you intend to send me straight to hospital!”

      Wesley leaned back in Lloyd’s chair. “I intend to play with you.”

      “Play?”

      “A game I made up during the long, sad nights without you.” Wesley said it lightly, but the lonely ache in his chest had grown with each passing day he spent without Lloyd.

      Lloyd spoke in a dry, teasing tone. “What are the rules of this game?”

      “Rules?”

      “Games generally need rules to be fun. To work, period.”

      Wesley scrunched up his face. “I’ll keep you posted. All you need to know is tomorrow we’re going to fuck.”
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      Rocking his hips to Elvis did not make time fly. For the first time ever, Wesley’s idol failed him.

      He raked a hand through his dark hair, checking himself out in the full-length mirror.

      Tight jeans, check.

      Lloyd’s favorite green T-shirt, check.

      The nauseating feeling he’d experience if he didn’t see Lloyd in the next ten minutes, triple check.

      His phone buzzed with an unknown number, and Wesley answered in under a second. “Yeah?”

      A blunt female voice sounded down the line. MacDonald. His best friend and brother’s girlfriend. “What the hell do we put on the barbecue for your veggie man?”

      “Barbecue?” Barbecue! Fuck.

      That was today.

      Wesley glanced at the time on his phone.

      The barbecue was in one hour.

      “Caleb made a salad and cut up some zucchini. Lloyd better like strawberries.”

      The sound of the front door opening had Wesley dropping his phone and racing to the entrance.

      He greeted Lloyd with a body-smacking embrace. Lloyd dropped his bag and clutched his waist, gaze dancing. “It’s good to be home.”

      “Never leave again.” Wesley pressed their lips together, and Lloyd laughed into the demanding kiss. He walked Wesley backward against the coats hanging on the wall.

      Wesley pulled out of the dizzying kiss. “I think I’m going to throw up.”

      “I admit, I’ve been out of practice, but I didn’t think our kiss was that bad.”

      Wesley attacked his mouth again, chest flipping. “Throw up with giddiness.”

      “Your flirting skills have really blossomed over the years.”

      Wesley sniffed. “I was going to be kind. Was going to let you fuck me on our bed.”

      “Now I have to suffer a swing?”

      “You’re going to wish it was a swing.”

      Lloyd winced. “A hammock?”

      A phone buzzed between them, and Lloyd rocked back on his heels and answered. “Caleb. …Uh huh.” He glanced at Wesley. “Hungry? You bet. . . . Yeah, we’ll be coming soon.” He hung up, and Wesley shook his head with a smirk.

      “Coming soon? Don’t be so sure about that.”
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      Wesley drummed his fingers over the picnic bench in his brother’s large backyard garden. He and MacDonald had been living in the rental since the beginning of summer. The air smelled of freshly cut lawn and grilled steak. The taste of MacDonald’s strawberry shortcake lingered on his tongue.

      “Let’s do something,” Caleb suggested to his guests. Other than Wesley and Lloyd, his brother had invited a few guys he studied with at Treble School of Music. “Play a game.”

      Across the picnic table, Wesley winked. “A game. Sounds like fun.”

      Lloyd straightened. “I don’t know. What are the rules?”

      Wesley’s grin widened and Lloyd shifted on the bench.

      “How about Twister?” someone suggested.

      Bending backward? Tangling limbs? “Brilliant suggestion,” Wesley said, gaze rooted to Lloyd’s. “What do you think?”

      “I prefer a more sedentary game.”

      Wesley snorted. “Like what?”

      “Like chess,” he said. “A game of outmaneuvering your partner—taking them by surprise.”

      “I’d love to play you,” Wesley said. “Right here. Right now.”

      Lloyd’s wolfish grin landed on him, and Wesley’s cock swelled. “Even if you know who’ll come out on top?”

      Wesley slipped off his side of the bench and moved behind Lloyd. The others continued brainstorming game ideas. Only MacDonald watched them as she gathered her red hair into a knot.

      Wesley planted his hands on Lloyd’s shoulders. His nose skimmed the shell of Lloyd’s ear. “Come on. Cream me, then.”

      “Where is your chessboard?” Lloyd barked to Caleb and MacDonald.

      Caleb startled. “In the guest room. Top bookshelf.”

      Wesley leaped toward the path leading to the house. “I’ll grab it.”

      MacDonald’s voiced trailed behind him. “Unless you grow a few more inches, maybe Lloyd should help you out.”

      Oh, he was growing a few inches, all right. And Lloyd was definitely helping him out.

      Lloyd’s stride quickly ate the distance between them until a thick wall of heat hit Wesley’s back. Wesley leaned back into it as he opened the backdoor to Caleb’s house. Lloyd’s hands clasped his hips and slid into his front pockets. Hot breath funneled through his hair, and Wesley turned a naughty grin on his fiancé.

      A hungry, predatory look glinted in Lloyd’s eye. Wesley’s cock protested the lack of space in his jeans.

      Wesley lowered his voice, letting his words rumble into Lloyd. “I didn’t bring condoms.”

      He slipped out of Lloyd’s hold, away from his groaning curse, and hoofed inside to the ground-floor guest room that overlooked the garden. One window was cocked open, and a warm breeze trickled into the room. A hundred feet away, partially hidden by an oak, guests lounged around the picnic table.

      As Lloyd entered the room, Wesley leaned against the bookshelf and admired his confident gait and purposeful glimmer in his eye.

      Wesley held a hand against Lloyd’s chest, stopping him. “We left home before you had a chance to give me my airport gift.”

      “There is no airport gift.”

      Wesley pouted. “Your love is off the charts, all right. Nonexistent.”

      “Drama queen.” Lloyd lifted Wesley’s hand and kissed his wrist at his leather band. “I got you something better.”

      Wesley swallowed a ridiculous sigh of relief. “Go on.”

      “A classic vinyl record for your new record player.”

      Nice! “Are you buying me a vinyl every time you leave? Because maybe you should leave a lot.” I don’t mean it. Say you’ll never leave me again.

      Lloyd murmured, “How about next time I have a workshop, you come with me and choose your own?”

      Best possible answer. “Hmm, we’ll see. Now, let’s remove that fuck-me belt.”

      A raised brow. “What’s a fuck-me belt?”

      Wesley hooked his fingers into Lloyd’s leather belt, pulling him close. “This. It doesn’t hold a damn thing up. All I can think is that you wear it”—he palmed the thick silver buckle—“to attract my eye downward.”

      Lloyd’s voice grew husky. “Downward? Come on, Wesley. You can do better than that.”

      Wesley’s pulse spiked. “You’re right. That silver buckle screams come get my dick.” He traced the hard outline of Lloyd’s erection.

      Breath fizzed across Wesley’s check and Lloyd’s lips were at his ear. “Come get it, then.”

      Wesley’s cock throbbed, begging for freedom. Begging for the vibrations of Lloyd’s gravelly voice to caress the slit of his cockhead.

      Background chatter drifted into the room on a warm breeze, and tree-splintered sunlight glowed through the windows. Quasi-public or not, they needed this.

      Wesley pushed Lloyd onto the end of the bed. Lloyd steadied himself against the bouncy mattress, locked his knees on either side of Wesley’s legs, and shoved his pants to his knees. Lloyd’s hot breath slid along Wesley’s hard shaft.

      “My, my, aren’t you in a rush.” Wesley teased. “I thought you Capricorns were meant to be patient?”

      “And I thought you Geminis were the most eager in bed.”

      The baiting had Wesley’s lips hitching. “Too late. I warned you before we got together that we’re sexually incompatible.”

      “I believe you said bad in bed.”

      Lloyd flicked his tongue over the pre-come pearling at his tip. Wesley gasped. Firm hands squeezed his ass, drawing him close. Lloyd sucked his cock deep.

      Wesley buckled, elbow bracing against Lloyd’s wide shoulder. Fuck.

      The wet heat of Lloyd’s mouth blissfully suctioned his cock, the head bumping the back of Lloyd’s throat. Wesley eased back, sliding his cock over Lloyd’s tongue.

      Lloyd flashed dark eyes at him as he stroked Wesley’s ass with his thumbs.

      Wesley ran his tip along Lloyd’s bottom lip, and grinned as he sank back inside. Lips sealed around him with delicious pressure. He palmed the back of Lloyd’s head and rocked into the wet heat, hissing. “Yes. We are so bad in bed. So. Fucking. Bad.”

      Wesley pulled out, panting. “I don’t want to come like this.”

      He tugged his balls.

      Lloyd pushed Wesley’s pants to his ankles.

      “Stand up,” Wesley begged. Before I come on your face.

      Lloyd stood slowly, deliberately grazing his two-day stubble up his inner thigh and hip.

      Wesley yanked open Lloyd’s belt and button-up fly. The pads of his thumbs brushed Lloyd’s hard shaft through a thin layer of cotton. Lloyd’s growl throttled Wesley’s cock deliciously.

      “Here are the rules of our game.” Wesley smirked into Lloyd’s nose-bumping kiss. “One. I don’t come until you tell me to.”

      Another groan bubbled down the column of Wesley’s neck.

      Wesley sank his fingers into the hem of Lloyd’s pants and pushed all the layers to the spongey carpet. Lloyd kicked them aside and Wesley torturously kissed up Lloyd’s thigh.

      He ignored Lloyd’s straining cock, dragging his tongue to the inner crease of his thigh, nose shifting the hem of his shirt. He pressed his lips teasingly to the base of Lloyd’s cock and glanced up. Lloyd’s gaze melded with Wesley’s.

      “Rule two?” Lloyd asked.

      “You don’t come until I tell you to.”

      Lloyd’s cock twitched and Wesley palmed himself. He so badly wanted Lloyd. It’d been too long with only his hand, and Wesley needed Lloyd
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