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      This is bonus content for my book, Perfect Game, and features characters from that story and minor spoilers. If you haven’t read Perfect Game yet, proceed at your own risk! This takes place between chapters 10 and 11, on Neil and Robin’s drive home.
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      The trip back to Minneapolis from Kansas City was long but decidedly pleasant. The highway miles fell away as Robin pumped music through the ancient car’s aging speakers, and Neil closed his eyes and listened to the guitar riffs more than the lyrics. The new-to-him guitar in the case in the backseat was already calling to him, and a tiny bud of an idea was forming in his head for a song. An incredibly nerdy song, true, but it was the first song idea he’d had in at least six years, and “nerdy” didn’t necessarily mean it couldn’t be good music. How on earth had he forgotten how much he loved making music? And why had it been Robin, of all people, who reminded him of that?

      Neil glanced over at Robin, drumming his fingers on the steering wheel and mouthing along to Green Day, and realized why: Robin was passionate. He’d taken a hobby and pursued it with a single-minded devotion until it became a viable career option. Where others might have looked at a collectible card game like Legendary Pairs and dismissed it as “just a game,” Robin had seen the potential, had observed the great players and watched them rise to fame, calculating his own rise the entire time. Robin’s energy was infectious and inspiring—and maybe that was partly due to the crush (semi-unhealthy obsession, really) Neil had had on the guy since he met him, but nonetheless, being around Robin made Neil want to follow his dreams. As cheesy as that sounds.

      It inspired something else in Neil, too. Well, two things: a desire to kiss the guy senseless every chance he got, and a more altruistic desire to help him along, to prop him up and push him to do his best. Robin deserved happiness; he deserved to live his dreams.

      (Maybe that was the crush talking, too, but now that they were…dating? Were they dating? Multiple mutual orgasms counted as dating, right? Anyway, now that they were doing whatever they were doing, it didn’t count as obsessive anymore. It was just being a good…boyfriend? Dating-person? God, this was confusing.)

      As the song faded away, Neil asked, “So, what’s your plan going forward? Do you know what your next big tournament is going to be?”

      “Hmm, I’m not sure,” Robin said, turning the music down a bit. “There are a couple of conventions next month in driving distance. Maybe I should keep practicing for a while before I commit to them, though. Failing out of this weekend’s tournament might be a sign I’m not ready.”

      Neil winced. He hadn’t meant to bring up the whole “I just knocked you out of a major tournament” thing. Robin had assured him it was okay, but not before he’d blown up about it and stalked off to get drunk. Neil didn’t want to prod at a sore spot. Still… “You went undefeated until you faced me—I think you’re ready. Anyway, if you can coerce me into this one, I can coerce you into the next one.”

      Robin let out a quiet laugh. “Yeah, you’re probably right. Okay, I’ll check the schedule.”

      “You know,” Neil mused, “if you start taking more road trips like this, you might be able to get your national rankings up enough to get an invitation to the All-Stars this year.”

      Robin shook his head. “I can’t afford more road trips like this. This thing gets like 12 miles to the gallon—it’s ridiculous. Sorry baby, I only speak the truth,” he added, stroking the expansive dashboard.

      With a small shrug, Neil said, “It’s well past time for me to get a car and stop freezing my ass off at bus stops. I’ll get a hybrid. You can borrow it for tournaments when I can’t get off work to go with you.”

      There was a long silence, and Neil fidgeted in his seat, afraid he’d just stepped over some invisible line. Maybe that had come off as moving too fast, being more invested in a brand-new relationship than Robin probably was. He was wondering what the most graceful way would be to take it back when Robin spoke again. “You would really do that for me?” His voice was soft and awed.

      “Of course I would,” Neil said, reaching out to give Robin’s thigh a small squeeze. “I want to see you succeed at this. If all I have to do to help out is swap cars and drive your land yacht once in a while, I’ll do it in a heartbeat.”

      Robin snapped his head to the side to check his blind spot and veered his car sharply onto the exit they’d nearly just passed. Neil blinked, peering off to either side of the freeway. There was nothing around but farmland; not a gas station or restaurant in sight. “What are we stopping here for?”

      “I kinda really need to kiss you right now,” Robin said matter-of-factly as he turned the car down the battered two-lane road. Neil laughed, and the grin Robin flashed him made his stomach leap.

      Robin drove about 30 seconds and then pulled the car over onto the snow-dusted grass on the shoulder. Neil heard the ratcheting sound of Robin stomping down the parking brake, and in the space of about two seconds, Robin had switched off the headlights, unbuckled his seat belt, and slid across the bench seat to slide a hand around the back of Neil’s head and pull him into a searing kiss. There was no art to it, just wet lips and tongue crashing against his and the pleased hum Robin made low in his chest as Neil opened his mouth to him.

      Robin’s hand came to rest on the side of Neil’s neck, thumb stroking the ridge of his jawline, and Neil wriggled around as best he could in the seat belt to face Robin and wrap an arm around his waist. Heat radiated through the shirt to his hand; Robin always seemed to run hot, his skin burning under Neil’s touch and making him want to press his entire body against it.

      They broke apart, a mere inch of space between their lips, hands still moving on each other’s skin. Neil worked his fingertips under the hem of Robin’s shirt as he said, “I mean, I’ve got a lot of things you can borrow, if this is what it gets me. Books, TV…cup of sugar.”

      “How about your dick?” Robin slid his hand down Neil’s body to cup him through the fabric of his pants. He was still mostly soft, but that was changing fast as Robin’s deft hand kneaded him gently; he shifted his legs apart to give Robin better access.

      “Any time you want,” Neil said, leaning forward to brush his lips against Robin’s again. He made a little surprised noise as Robin’s thumb stroked over the head of his cock, and Robin’s lips curled into a delicious smile that Neil already recognized as trouble.

      “How about now?”

      “You can’t wait—ah!—one hour until we get home?” Neil said with a laugh, more on general principle than anything. He didn’t actually want to have sex in a car on the side of the road, but Robin’s hand on him was remarkably convincing.

      “Definitely not. Medical necessity. I’ve got a terminal case of blue balls.” Robin kept working Neil’s cock while he kissed his way down to his neck, and Neil shuddered as he scraped his teeth across the skin there.

      “A serious case of bullshit is what you’ve got,” Neil said, but he tipped his head so Robin could lick and nip at him more easily. “What are you, a teenager? I’m not going to fuck you in the back seat of a car—or the front seat,” he added when Robin pulled back, opening his mouth like he was about to say something. Robin clamped his lips shut again with a smirk. “Anyway, I still don’t have condoms on me.” Not that that had stopped them from finding plenty of other things to do this weekend, but it was a good excuse, he thought. Very reasonable.

      “You don’t have to do anything,” Robin said, tugging open the button on Neil’s pants. “You just sit there with that beautiful cock of yours and let me suck you off.”

      “Oh, fuck,” Neil said as Robin’s hand slid inside his clothes and wrapped around his now-throbbing hard-on. It was hot and tight around him, squeezing with just the right amount of pressure to send tremors through Neil’s body. “You—you’re a terrible influence. I don’t know why I put up with you.”

      “Honestly?” Robin said lightly. “I have no idea either. But I’m glad you do.”

      Neil snorted. “Stop that. You’re amazing.” He pulled Robin into another kiss, trying to make it intense and confident, and mostly failing because he kept getting distracted by Robin’s hand, slowly stroking him in the cramped confines of his pants. Before long he was moaning softly into Robin’s mouth, barely keeping his weak, shaky grip on Robin’s shoulders. Maybe he’d been abstinent too long. Or maybe Robin was just that good.

      Robin withdrew his hand, and Neil let out a shameless little whine at its loss. But then Robin was climbing over his leg—accidentally kneeing him in the side and nearly elbowing him in the face in the process—and sliding down between Neil’s legs into the footwell. The footwell was spacious but not huge, and Robin had to hunch over as he knelt on the dusty carpeted floor mat. The position put his head mere inches from Neil’s crotch, though, and when he tugged on the sides of Neil’s pants, Neil ran out of excuses. He unbuckled his seatbelt and arched his back so Robin could slide the pants down his lifted hips.

      Robin gave an appreciative little hum at the sight of Neil’s cock. “Look at that. Beautiful.”

      Neil didn’t have time to feel embarrassed about Robin’s open admiration of his anatomy, because in one smooth motion, Robin swallowed it down. “Oh—oh god, you’re amazing,” Neil groaned, entirely engulfed in soft, wet heat. “That’s so—oh, fuck yes.”

      Robin sucked cock with as much energy and enthusiasm as he applied to everything else. He took Neil in right to the base over and over again, twisting his head on the upstroke and swiping his tongue over the head. The whole while he let out low, wanton moans, as if he was enjoying this as much as Neil, if not more so. The vibrations of it traveled through Neil’s dick to gather in his balls, building slowly to a crest as he rested his hand on Robin’s head, felt the bobbing rhythm of it as Robin sucked him like his life depended on it.

      Suddenly Neil caught sight of something flickering—distant lights, shining through the back window to land on the dash. “Shit,” he gasped. “Lights, lights—there’s someone coming!”

      Robin pulled off long enough to look up, grab Neil by the shirt, and drag him down to the side so he was sprawled across the bench seat. “Keep down,” he murmured as the sound of an engine approached.

      The shock had made Neil’s erection flag, but Robin wasn’t accepting defeat. He stroked it with his hand, tight and spit-slick, as Neil’s heart hammered in his chest and he jerked his hips forward into the touch in spite of himself.

      The lights grew brighter and brighter as the car came close, and then the sound of the engine roared past them. Robin chuckled as they were plunged back into darkness, speeding up his strokes.

      “Oh, you little shit,” Neil laughed as he sat back up. “I can’t believe—” He cut off abruptly with a gasp as Robin took him in his mouth again, faster and firmer and everything Neil needed.

      Fear had made the impending orgasm ebb away, but Robin kept up his pace, making filthy, wet sounds while Neil lost track of time, drifting in pleasure and arching up into Robin’s hot touch.

      Robin pulled off with a soft pop. “Fuck, I love the way you taste. Love the way you feel sliding into my mouth.” He dove back down again, taking Neil so deep he could feel the head of his cock pressing against the back of Robin’s throat. A couple strokes later, Robin pulled off again, giving a long swipe of his tongue up Neil’s length. “Tell me you’ve got condoms at your place,” he said, low and hoarse.

      Neil gasped as Robin thumbed his slit. “Fuck, I—yeah, I’ve got some.”

      Robin hummed in approval. “Good. Because when I drop you off at your apartment, we’re going inside and you’re putting this in me.”

      Neil let out a long, ragged groan and arched his hips up off the seat. Robin took pity on him and swallowed him down again, using hand and mouth in tandem to wring every sensation he could out of Neil’s dick. Neil felt his balls tighten and his breath catch. “I’m gonna—god, Robin, I’m gonna—”

      Robin took him all the way down, throat muscles squeezing him unbelievably tight, and with a desperate yell, Neil came in hot spurts right down Robin’s throat. His orgasm shuddered through him like a freight train, shaking all the way up his spine as his shout slowly trailed off into a whine. The whole world went fuzzy and bright around the edges and—

      Wait, no—those were lights. And they were fucking bright.

      Oh, goddamn it, that’s a floodlight.

      “Shit, shit, shit,” Neil hissed, and Robin jerked his head up so fast he banged it on the dash.

      “Ow, fuck! What are you—” Robin’s eyes flew wide open as he noticed the light now filling the car. “Oh, shit!”

      Robin scrambled up out of the footwell and back into the driver’s seat, wiping his mouth on his sleeve and tugging his clothes into order. Neil felt his leg starting to cramp up as he jerked upward to yank his pants back up; he hissed in pain as he frantically did up the button with shaking fingers, trying not to look like someone who’d just gotten an illicit roadside blowjob.

      A frowning state trooper appeared at the window, shining a flashlight into the car. Neil stared resolutely at the dash as Robin rolled down the window.

      “Yes…sir?”

      The trooper shone his light first at Neil, then at Robin, his eyebrows raised. “You boys having a problem here?” he asked flatly.

      “No sir,” said Robin, breaking off into a choking cough. “Uh, no problem at all,” he said when he recovered, his voice rough.

      “You headed somewhere tonight?” the trooper asked, his light fixed on Neil. Neil felt his cheeks burning like a wildfire.

      “Minneapolis, sir,” Robin said, a little smoother now—or a little less like he’d just been having his throat fucked, anyway. Neil simply nodded his agreement, his voice having taken a quick trip to Greenland.

      “Freeway’s that way,” the trooper said, indicating the direction with his nod and a slow wave of his flashlight. “In case you got a little lost.”

      “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. We’ll, uh—we’ll be going now.”

      “Mm-hmm,” the trooper said, pursing his lips. Pointedly, he added, “Stay out of trouble.”

      As the trooper’s footsteps crunched away on the snow, Robin frantically rolled his window back up and started the car. Neil let out a long, wheezing breath. “Holy fucking shit.”

      “You can say that again,” Robin muttered as he buckled his seat belt back up.

      “Holy fucking shit!” Neil scrubbed his hands down his face. “Why did I let you talk me into that?”

      “Well, I thought that much was obvious,” Robin said with a smirk, pulling the car onto the road and into a Y-turn in the glare of the trooper’s headlights.

      Neil let out a weak laugh and shook his head. “Never again. Never, ever again.”

      “We’ll see about that,” Robin said, with that same smile Neil was coming to know so well—the one that meant trouble.

      Neil was so screwed. But if he was honest with himself, he didn’t really mind.
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