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      Want updates on new releases and special discounts, as well as behind-the-scenes bonus material like deleted scenes and commentaries?

      Just sign up for my monthly-ish mailing list and join the fun!

      
        
        NEW: Now all subscribers can instantly download a free copy of the novel Throwing Stones (Glasgow Lads on Ice Book One), which includes crossover characters from the main series.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Play Hard: A Glasgow Lads novella (Book 4.5)

          

        

      

    

    
      Robert McKenzie lives to work. He’s fresh out of university as a video-game entrepreneur, and his new app could actually save lives. But burning the candle at both ends means missing out on the best parts of his own life—including his boyfriend, Liam.

      Liam Carroll works to live. His job as a bartender pays the rent—if not always the heating bill—and that’s plenty for now. But Robert’s workaholism reminds Liam his own life is going nowhere, and his own dreams are scaring the pants off him.

      To jolt them out of their ruts, Robert invents a new game: He and Liam are to take turns offering each other sexy new challenges with irresistible rewards.

      Of course, Robert gets more than he bargained for, as Liam takes their game in one surprising direction after another. Whether it’s in the bedroom, on the football pitch, or at the pub (or even the supermarket?), the things they learn about each other—and themselves—could change their lives forever.
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        * * *

      

      Play Hard takes place in 2016 and therefore reflects the language, technology, and attitudes of that time.
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        “If all the year were playing holidays,

        To sport would be as tedious as to work.”

      

        

      
        ~ Henry IV, Part 1, William Shakespeare
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      For once in his life, Liam Carroll was fresh out of banter.

      After twelve straight hours of pulling pints and playing shrink to what seemed half the population of Glasgow’s East End, he was now left with the headspace for exactly one person. Luckily, that person awaited him in his flat.

      He waved goodbye to his boss and slipped out of Hannigan’s pub just as the last bus of the night pulled up to the stop with a groan of metal and a squeak of gears.

      Liam gave a silent cheer as he hurried to board. No two-mile walk home for him tonight.

      The bus was empty, apart from a pair of dodgy-looking neds in the rear row of seats. They eyed him from under the brims of their knockoff Burberry caps, then glanced out the window at Hannigan’s, which was clearly marked as a haven for fans of Celtic Football Club.

      Just in case they were rival Rangers fans looking for a square go, Liam sat up front behind the driver.

      “Good choice,” the driver told him. “Everyone’s on edge tonight, cos of Blue Monday.”

      This was news to Liam. “Is that another fake holiday? Was I meant to buy a card for my ma?”

      “Naw, mate, it’s based on science. They say the third Monday in January’s the most depressing day of the year. Weather’s shite, nights are long, and people are pure skint after spending too much on Christmas presents. Plus, everyone’s chucked their New Year’s resolutions.” The driver patted his stomach. “I’ve not been to the gym in a week.”

      Liam gave a grunt of sympathy, then sank down in his seat to see the driver’s mirror so he could keep an eye on the hooligans behind him.

      To his relief, they got off at the next stop, and less than ten minutes later, he was at his own flat.

      When Liam opened the front door into his wee kitchen, holding his keys together to stop them jingling, he saw a dim light coming from the bedroom. He set his keys softly on the table and took off his coat.

      The place was freezing. Liam turned on the heating, then tiptoed into the bedroom, where he found his boyfriend, Robert, asleep under the covers, leaning back against the wall with an open laptop on his thighs. His fingerless-gloved hands had dropped to his sides, palms up as if in supplication. A blue knit wooly cap pressed his nut-brown waves of hair upon his forehead, and his strong, square jaw bore what looked like a week’s worth of dark stubble, stark against his winter-fair skin.

      Even sprawled there open-mouthed and snoring, Robert was the most gorgeous human being Liam had ever seen. And even after a fifteen-year friendship and a thirteen-month “romantic partnership,” Liam sometimes still couldn’t believe this man was real.

      He picked up Robert’s laptop. The motion interrupted the Celtic F.C. floating-shamrock screensaver to reveal a screen full of code that Liam couldn’t begin to decipher. He gently set the computer on the floor. Then he stripped naked, doing a jittery shuffle to keep warm and suppressing a loud -aaaaaeeeeeeeee!- as the chilly air met his bare skin.

      Finally he slid beneath the covers, which currently consisted of the usual pale-green duvet plus every tartan blanket from the couch. The heat from Robert’s body made him shiver, and it seemed he could feel his goose bumps smooth themselves out one by one.

      Can we PLEASE go straight to sleep? asked Liam’s aching muscles. Celtic are playing tomorrow night, which means the pub will be jammed.

      Ignoring the pleas of every body part but one, Liam wrapped himself round the sleeping form of his favorite person. Though it was technically Tuesday now, he wanted to banish Blue Monday back to the icy inferno whence it came.

      Robert stirred, putting his hand under the cover to grasp Liam’s forearm. “What time is it?” he murmured without opening his eyes.

      Liam nuzzled his neck. “It’s sex o’clock.”

      “Thank God. I don’t need to get up until seven.” Robert turned away but tucked himself against Liam’s body. After a moment he added in a more-awake voice, “Did you say ‘six’ or ‘sex’?

      “Oh no! Now it’s quarter past sex.” He threw a leg over Robert’s hip. “We’re late.”

      Robert chuckled. “Aren’t you tired from work?”

      “Exhausted. So I’ll just lie here while you pound me senseless. Good?” He took Robert’s hand and pulled it back to his own bare arse. “Good?”

      Robert squeezed him hard, then rolled over. “Aye, good.”

      They kissed, grasping, fumbling, barely breathing. Liam tugged off Robert’s cap. “Why are you so dressed?”

      “It’s cold.”

      “You could’ve turned on the heating, ya numpty.”

      “I know.” Robert sat up to remove his tops. “I was trying to save you money.” His voice was muffled inside the long-sleeved T-shirt and heavy maroon University of Glasgow hoodie he was yanking over his head.

      “It’d be worth a few quid to find you naked in my bed. Of course, then I wouldn’t get to watch you strip for me.”

      Robert’s mouth curved into a lazy grin as he stood up and reached for the waistband of his dusky-gray tracksuit pants.

      But when he went to step out of them, he staggered a bit.

      Liam steadied him. “Whoa, all right?”

      “Aye, I’m just shattered from work.”

      “How? You’ve been sitting at a computer all day.”

      “Mentally shattered.”

      “Well, luckily I don’t need your brain just now.” Liam tugged down Robert’s trousers and boxers so he could step out of them.

      Robert opened the drawer of Liam’s bedside table, pulled out the lube, then hesitated. “I wonder if I should use a condom.” He scratched the side of his neck. “It’s been a few days since I came, and I want to last more than five minutes.”

      They’d stopped using condoms quite a while ago, having been thoroughly tested and completely exclusive for over a year now. But sometimes stamina was an issue, and neither of them were big fans of cock rings, so they kept a box of condoms on hand for extra-excitable times.

      “If you come first,” Liam said, “you can just suck me off.”

      “I know, but I like when you⁠—”

      “Rab, it’s nearly one o’clock.” Liam flopped over onto his pillow. “Just make it hard and fast.”

      Robert looked at him. “How hard?” he asked in a low voice that curled Liam’s toes.

      “Well…has it been a frustrating day of work?”

      “Very.”

      “Then take it out on me.”

      The drawer slammed shut, and Robert was upon him before Liam could pull in another breath. They crashed together in a writhing rut of limbs and hips and clinging heels.

      Robert grabbed Liam’s wrists and pressed them into the pillow beside his head. “You smell like pub.”

      “I know.”

      “I love pubs.”

      “I know.” Liam linked his ankles behind Robert’s thighs. “And you love me.”

      “I do.” Robert went still. “I should say it more.”

      “You say it all the time.”

      “I should say it every time I think it.”

      “Nah, that’d be tedious.”

      Robert’s midnight-blue eyes flashed wide, then he laughed. “Oh, mate, you’re gonnae get it.”

      “Counting on it.” Liam freed one of his hands and pushed against Robert’s shoulder. Robert caught it and pressed it down again, twice as hard as before.

      Liam gave a deep, throaty laugh. He loved their pseudo-wrestling matches, and especially loved losing.

      After another long, plundering kiss, Robert scooped him up, one hand beneath his back and the other behind his knees.

      “Och, what are you doing?” Not that Liam was complaining—he quite fancied having someone who could manhandle him. He was a big guy, but Robert matched him in size and exceeded him in strength.

      “Putting us sideways on the bed,” Robert said, “so your head won’t hit the wall.”

      Ooh. Liam wriggled in anticipation. He was about to get rammed within an inch of his life.

      First Robert bent over and took Liam’s cock in his mouth, none too gently but still masterfully. Liam held his face as he sucked, caressing his soft stubble. He still marveled that this was really happening: Robert McKenzie, Liam’s own sweet Rabbie, was no longer just his lifelong best mate but also his lover—his attentive, passionate, brilliantly improvisational lover, who had the sort of skills no one who’d spent scarcely a year sleeping with men should possess.

      Then again, Robert had a good teacher.

      Liam closed his eyes when he felt a slick, probing finger at the edge of his hole. He bore down, greedy for everything.

      Though Liam no longer feared losing him as a friend—if Robert was going to outgrow him, he’d have done it while at university—a lifetime of popping in and out of poverty had taught Liam that nothing was permanent.

      But this soul-deep understanding just made each moment with Robert more precious. Liam savored every kiss and caress like a fine glass of whisky, the sort he could never afford on his own but would sample at work so he could recommend it to customers.

      Robert got into position, knees spread, urging Liam’s hips to tilt up. “Put your feet here.” He placed one on his broad, smooth chest, and Liam followed suit with the other, admiring how his arches fit over the curves of Robert’s pecs.

      Then Robert tucked his hands inside Liam’s thighs and spread them wider. Now Liam’s body was locked into his, utterly under his control.

      “Nice,” Liam said.

      “Saw it in a porno clip. Bookmarked it to show you, but in person is better.”

      “Oh aye, it’s—ohhhh.” Liam’s words twisted into a moan as Robert entered him, slowly but confidently. “Fuck, I fucking love you so fucking much.” He punched the mattress beside him to emphasize his point.

      “Do you?” Robert rocked his hips, insinuating his thickness another inch, then another.

      “Yeahhhurghohmyguh…” And then Liam was out of words as Robert leaned forward, bearing down on him, forcing Liam’s knees to his shoulders and spreading his arse wider.

      “Okay?” Robert asked, already panting. At Liam’s shaky nod, he began, first with short, shallow strokes to gain his rhythm and open Liam down below.

      “Yeah…more…now,” Liam managed to say, but Robert had already sensed it. His thrusts went deeper, and faster still.

      Electric pleasure hummed beneath Liam’s skin. He threw back his head, relishing the feeling of fullness within him, the warmth of Robert’s chest against the soles of his feet, and the bruising grip of Robert’s fingers on his inner thighs. He could already feel the edge of the bed beneath his skull as their bodies shifted over the sheets.

      Robert leaned back, looping Liam’s legs over his elbows. Then he lifted Liam’s hips and held him in place at the perfect angle.

      Liam couldn’t stifle his cries as Robert began to fuck him hard and fast, just the way he needed it. His feet flailed and his body buckled, shuddering with the orgasm approaching at full speed. His hands found Robert’s thighs and held on tight.

      Through it all, Liam’s bed remained steady, and he was more grateful than ever that Robert had bought him a new one for Christmas. The old bed, which had squeaked and squealed like a train pulling into a station, had broken during a particularly wild November night.

      Robert increased his pace, at jackhammer speed now. It was almost too intense, this journey too head-swimmingly fast. But Liam kept begging without words for this to never stop, never stop until⁠—

      A long, rising wail burst from him as he came. Robert groaned and pushed deeper, his body jerking with each throb of his cock.

      Liam fell limp, his neck now bending back over the edge of the mattress. Robert had been right: If they’d been at the head of the bed, there would’ve been serious risk of concussion.

      Robert slumped over and pressed his forehead to Liam’s chin. “God, how do you always know what I need?”

      Liam fought for enough breath to speak. “I live to serve. It’s why I’m such a good barman.”

      Robert’s chest rumbled with a low laugh. “And why you’ll be an even better massage therapist,” he said as he rolled off and sat up.

      Liam made a pouty noise. The last thing he wanted to think about now was further education. Robert had already reminded him twice this month that applications for massage college opened the first of February, now less than two weeks away. He’d been putting it off for nearly a year, claiming indecision over which of three Glasgow colleges to attend.

      But Liam knew Robert saw through him. They both knew Liam’s reluctance to change his life went a lot deeper than convenience of location or schedule.

      He got up and went to the loo, aware that if he lay down on his pillow for even a second, he’d fall fast asleep and wake up far stickier than
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