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I Love You

 

Three months after Dominic and Ren meet but before the epilogue in the book

You do need to read the book first! 

 

“You swear my Offender Manager is okay with this?” Dominic eyed the two suitcases sitting next to them in the small lounge where they were waiting. Ren had packed both of them.

“I swear. I’m pissed off you still have to get permission to spend the night at a different address. The guy even got shirty about you being in hospital for three days.”

“Only because he wasn’t told.”

Ren hmphed. 

Dominic looked around. There was no clue as to where Ren was taking him. Dominic had only seen airport lounges on the TV and this was nothing like he’d expected. But they were going by private jet to some unknown destination, flown by a friend of Ren’s who was apparently forbidden under pain of death to tell Dominic where they were going.

“I hope this isn’t costing you a fortune,” Dominic said quietly. “We could have had a few days in Scotland.” He paused. “Camped.”

Ren laughed. “At this time of year? It’s a favour. Andy is going there to collect someone so I only have to pay for us to come back.”

They’d already shown their passports. Dominic had been thrilled when his arrived in the post, even if his photo made him look like as if he’d just been wired up to a high voltage current. Not smiling when Ren had spent fifteen minutes getting the right picture had been difficult. So apparently, Dominic only had himself to blame that he’d be stuck with that electrocuted image for ten years. It made him groan every time he looked at it. 

A guy with a broad smile on his face came into the lounge. 

“Andy!” Ren jumped to his feet and gave the man a hug. 

Dominic stood up.

“This is Dominic. Dominic, meet Andy.”

They shook hands. “Nice to meet you,” they both said.

Within minutes they were buckled into their seats and Andy was going through the safety briefing. When he disappeared into the cockpit, Dominic exhaled. “This is amazing. There’s so much room. And a bar. And food. And it’s a Cessna.”

They both smiled. 

“Every time Andy said Cessna, I wanted to laugh.” Dominic whispered. 

“I think we’ll change our word.”

“I’ve only used it once and that was to make you leave me.”

“Yeah, we should definitely change it.” 

Andy’s voice came over the speaker. “Taxiing for take-off now. Make sure you’re fastened in while the seat belt sign is on. I won’t bother you unless there’s something important to tell you like I’m having a heart attack. You need to take over. Only I’ll say it more panicky than that. Enjoy the flight.”

“Oh God,” Dominic muttered. 

“Hey. That’s not going to happen but I can fly this if it did.” 

Ren took Dominic’s hand as the wheels came off the ground. 

“I’m so torn,” Dominic said. “I love looking at you but… Sorry.” He stared out of the window and watched as everything grew smaller and smaller. Then they were in the clouds and the world outside was grey. He turned back to Ren. “Now I’d rather look at you.”

“Don’t. Keep looking out of the window,” Ren told him. “This bit is magic.”

He leaned into Dominic as he turned to the window. A moment later, they came through the clouds and the sky was bluer than Dominic had ever seen it. Below was a thick layer of bumpy white clouds.

“They look so solid,” Dominic said. “Amazing to think we just punched through and the hole we made filled up behind us.”

“There are some amazing shots online of what happens behind a plane when it comes out of a cloud formation. I’ll show you later.”

Dominic leaned back in his seat. “Are we going somewhere hot?”

“Not telling you.”

“I know you packed my swimming trunks.”

Ren smiled. “Want to try and make me tell you?”

The seat belt sign pinged off and Dominic smiled. He unfastened his belt, then Ren’s, and dropped to his knees in front of his seat. It didn’t take long before Ren was gasping and groaning as Dominic did all he could to drive him wild and not let him come. 

“Tell me,” Dominic lifted his mouth from Ren’s cock.

“Never. You can keep going for hours and I’ll never give in.”

With the next suck, Dominic got a mouth full of come and he coughed and spluttered as he laughed. He rested his head on Ren’s thigh and Ren stroked his hair as his breathing calmed. 

“I…” Ren broke off and sighed.

Dominic was waiting for Ren to tell him he loved him. He thought Ren had been on the verge of saying it a few times but he’d never uttered the words. For some reason, probably only understood by himself—and he wasn’t sure he did understand—Dominic felt he couldn’t say it to Ren, until Ren had said it to him. And he was an idiot because what if Ren was thinking the same thing? 

What’s stopping me? He did love Ren. He’d always love him. He couldn’t imagine life without him. He was Dominic’s joy, his life, his whole world. But what right did he have to expect Ren to feel the same way? 

Ren kept stroking Dominic’s hair. “I…”

“You need me to move because your leg’s gone to sleep?”

“No. I need you to move because Andy’s wondering what the fuck we’ve been doing.”

Dominic jerked back so fast he almost gave himself whiplash. There was no sign of Andy. Dominic glared at Ren and dropped into his seat.

Ren put his clothing to rights and leaned over to kiss Dominic. “Want to join the mile-high club?”

“My cock’s sulking. So are my balls. Give me a minute.”

Ren kept kissing him and when his hand slipped to Dominic’s groin, Dominic groaned.

“Was that a minute?” Ren asked.

“Near enough.”

 

Ren had so nearly told Dominic he loved him. He kept wanting to say it and the words just would not come out. A bit of him didn’t want to say it when they’d just had sex or were about to have sex or were in the middle of sex. It wasn’t that Ren didn’t love him at those moments, he did. He loved him all the time so the first time he said it, he wanted it to be a special moment. 

He hoped that moment came while they were here.

“So where are we?” Dominic asked as the plane came to a halt.

“Iceland. Reykjavik. I brought you for the snow so it better oblige.”

“Not to see Santa Claus?” Dominic pouted. 

“Hmm. Not fooled.”

Dominic leaned over and kissed him. “Thank you. I am so excited.”

“So am I.”

“Have you been here before?”

“No.”

Dominic beamed. 

 

They only had five days and there was a lot to see. Although Ren wasn’t a fan of being too organised, when faced with so much choice, he’d given in and consulted a travel agent who’d designed an itinerary, booked their guided trips, hired them a four-wheel drive and sorted out the accommodation. 

Within moments of arriving in the capital, they’d both fallen in love with the place. There was snow on the ground and the rooftops and Christmas lights everywhere. They only had six hours of daylight each day so there was a lot to pack in.

But pack it in they did. When they’d stood together looking up at magnificent towering mountains, watched water tumble over the edge of cliffs, stepped onto vast lava plains…they’d clung to each other’s hands—with gloves on—because bloody hell, it was cold—and felt a sense of peace that stunned them into silence. Unusual for Ren but even he was awed by the majesty of Iceland’s exotic, mystical landscape where there was something wonderful to see in all directions. 

They watched the sun rise over the Jökulsárlón Ice Lagoon, saw the place where icebergs washed ashore on the black sand beach and took picture after picture. 

Had any of those moments been the one? Almost Ren thought.

Then it snowed and kept snowing. Dominic pulled Ren out of the hotel to just stand in it. Dominic tipped his face to the sky and laughed and Ren thought…Now? 

The Gullfoss waterfall, ice caves, whale watching, dog sledding, bathing in the hot springs, watching kids visit Santa Claus, almost persuading Dominic he had to meet Santa too…

Any of those moments. All of them. He should have been saying it before they set off. Before… a lot of things.

Ren had to say it first. He just felt it, could sense Dominic waiting. 

Their final trip was to the far north. Ren had booked a special trip, a small group tour, and when they turned up, there was just another couple going with them. Ren gasped in astonishment when he realised he knew one of them. 

“Arlo?” 

The guy turned and laughed when he saw him. “Ren! I’ve not seen you for years. You still flying?”

“Not big jets.”

Ren turned to Dominic. “Arlo and I trained together. This is Dominic. My boyfriend.”

“This is Conrad.”

They all shook hands and got on the minibus.  

While they were being driven out of the city and into the darkness, the four of them chatted and Ren thought maybe they’d just made a couple of friends. He’d liked Arlo but after he’d left and joined the police keeping in touch with anyone had become difficult. 

When the vehicle stopped, and they got out, it felt as if they were at the edge of the world. The skies were clear and dark until the world gradually filled with wonder. Conrad and Arlo were standing a little way away, Conrad behind Arlo with his arms around him as they looked up into the sky. Ren did the same with Dominic and they stared up at the dancing lights, watching colours strengthen and change, rivers of pinks and greens and purples swirling and streaming overhead. Although Ren had seen them before when he’d flown, he’d never seen them standing next to someone he loved. 

Now.

As he turned, Dominic did too. 

“Thank you,” Dominic whispered. “Thank you for everything.”

“I love you,” Ren spoke just as Dominic uttered the same words. “I love you.”

And that was perfect way for it to happen.

 

 

The End
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