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DAY OF REST

“You don’t appreciate me,” Max said. “You never notice anything I do for you. Honestly. I bring you your coffee and what thanks do I get?”

His words fell on a dozing silence. His partner Arjen was fast asleep in their bed. 

Arjen looked angelic when he was sleeping like this, the rumpled sheets dragged down to his waist to expose the angle of his shoulder, the curve of his spine, the beautiful lean planes of his back. His face was peaceful, his fingers curled into his palm. Dark lashes lay against his cheekbones, flickering with his dreams. Dust motes danced in the rich gold sunlight that fell across him. It was a sight to warm Max’s heart.

Max chuckled and leaned over him to put the coffee cup down on his side of the bed for when he woke up. Max liked bringing Arjen his morning coffee; it was a simple, no-fuss way to say I love you. “You’re lucky I put up with you,” Max told him. “It could be because of your charm. Or maybe just your ass.” Max ruffled his dark hair.

It made him smile to see Arjen sleeping so deeply. The last few weeks had been exhausting for both of them. Arjen had been doing long hours at his job and Max kept getting slammed with overtime. But it was finally Sunday and they both got a whole day off. Which Max had every intention of spending in bed.

Max slipped back under the covers. There was something utterly relaxing about getting into a bed so warm, easing into the dip in the mattress. This must be the definition of home. 

Arjen yawned, stretched, lashes fluttering slightly, and crept into the curve of his arm. His familiar weight fit perfectly against Max’s side, his dark head against Max’s shoulder, his cheek pressed against Max’s bare chest. Just having him there filled Max with a contented glow. All his.

Max dipped his head and kissed him. He made it slow and sweet, cupping his face in one hand. Arjen stirred sleepily, running his hand up Max’s chest to curve around the back of his neck, dragging him down into a deeper kiss. Then lapsed back into sleep. 

Christ, Max was in love with him. Even looking at his sleeping face made Max’s chest tighten with a stab of emotion. Max had never felt this intense protective urge with anyone else and sometimes it hit him so hard it hurt. 

Max kissed his cheek, his temple, his eyelids feather-lightly. He wanted to smooth out those tired lines, ease all his worries forever. “You’re mine,” Max whispered. “You’re all mine.”

The chain Max had given him gleamed at Arjen’s throat, a bright spark of silver against the lingering tan from their holiday together. Max slid down his body, nuzzling into the hollow of his throat, enjoying the taste of the warm silver against his bare skin, then kissing down the centre of his stomach. 

Arjen barely stirred even when Max nipped the taut plane of his stomach. Max chuckled. He must be very soundly asleep. “You’ve been working too hard,” Max informed him. “Somebody should look after you.” Max slid down a little further and took his cock into his mouth.

That half woke Arjen as he arched slightly into Max’s mouth with a whimper. All those hot muscles tautened as Arjen’s breathing stuttered. Mmm. That was more like it. Max draped a heavy arm across his stomach to hold him still and began pleasuring him slowly, maddeningly. Getting him nice and hard. Max savoured the taste of him, clean and masculine, the flex of his body beneath Max’s restraining arm.

Arjen threw an arm over his eyes to shut out the light and groaned aloud. Max eased off for a second to murmur, “Morning.” His voice came out husky with desire.

“Gah.” 

Max laughed. He found it particularly endearing when Arjen couldn’t get out complete sentences. “Lie back and relax. I’m going to take good care of you.” He went back to work, licking him with long swipes of his tongue, taking him deep into his mouth. Arjen tasted good, hot silky skin over rigid hardness. 

Arjen shifted under him with a slight whimper. The fingers of his upflung hand were curling uselessly into his palm. “M... Max...”

“Hush.” Max reached over him and rifled through the bedside drawer for lube. “I know what you need.” Max had appointed himself an expert on the subject. He squeezed some lube onto his fingers and ran one slick fingertip down Arjen’s cleft to play with his ass. Arjen’s breath hitched in his chest; Max knew exactly how to tease him. Arjen’s thighs parted reflexively and Max pushed his finger inside his ass. 

“Oh.” Arjen’s free hand tightened in the covers. His whole body clenched helplessly around Max’s finger. Max muffled his growl against Arjen’s thigh, every instinct telling him to slide back up his body and slam home into that slick grip, feel his slippery body tauten around his invasion. 

The thought nearly overwhelmed him and Max had to take several deep breaths. He nipped Arjen’s inner thigh. “You are way too hot for your own good.” 

Arjen just whimpered. He was so sleepy, his heavy eyes falling shut as he bit his lip, completely pliant and unresisting under Max’s hands. 

Max settled into the rhythm of one of his favourite tasks, getting Arjen off. Timing was the key, building him up with a surge of pleasure, then letting him relax, only to take it higher again. Until finally Arjen came sweetly for him, shuddering as he finished, while Max savoured his surrender, his pleasure, the arch and flex of his body. 

“There.” Max smiled down at him, full of satisfaction. Success. 

Max thought about fucking him now that he was all slippery, but Arjen was clearly still exhausted, sliding straight back to sleep. Ah well. Max grinned and pressed a kiss to his inner thigh, disentangled himself and went for a shower and breakfast.

After a quick hot shower he was making breakfast at the kitchen table with the sunlight streaming in, feeling entirely happy with the world, when Arjen padded downstairs barefoot. Arjen looked delightfully ruffled, just wearing a dressing gown; his rumpled dark hair invited Max to run his fingers through it.

Arjen immediately slid into his lap. Mmm. He was a warm familiar weight. Max gathered him into his arms, settling him just right so that he was straddling the growing bulge of Max’s erection. Arjen felt good there, the heat and pressure just right. “Good morning, gorgeous.”

“Good morning.” Arjen wrapped his arms around his neck and smiled up at him, glowing. He truly was stunning. Max would do anything for that smile. “You didn’t fuck me earlier.”

“You were sleepy.” Max stroked up and down his spine.

“Now I’m awake.” Arjen shifted enticingly in his lap. “Very awake.”

“Maybe you missed your chance,” Max teased.

“I can persuade you.” Arjen leaned in and rubbed his cheek against his, slightly rough and unshaven, bit his earlobe. 

The quick scrape of his teeth and his hot breath sent a delicious shiver through Max. Max’s hands dropped to Arjen’s ass and he squeezed, pulling Arjen tighter against his crotch. Arjen had the most amazing ass, all hot, firm muscle, now cupped in Max’s hands.

Arjen began kissing down his throat, rubbing himself against him. Pure temptation. “Are you feeling persuaded?” Arjen licked the hollow of his throat, a teasing flash of tongue that made Max groan.

“Not yet.” It came out hoarse.

Arjen kissed him then, slow and hungry. Arjen’s arms tightened around his neck as Arjen melted into him. Max growled and dragged him closer, one hand tightening in his hair, the other still on his ass, stroking and squeezing. Arjen yielded for his tongue with a little moan. It was impossible to resist him like this, eager and hot. If he kept squirming around in Max’s lap like this Max was going to come. 

Arjen broke away, breathless, only to say “Now?” hopefully.

“No. Go down on me.”

Arjen dropped his face into Max’s shoulder with a little sound of frustration, obviously badly wanting Max inside him. It gave Max an intense rush to be wanted like this, to be craved. Arjen never seemed to get tired of him. Never seemed to get bored. They had been together for ages now and still there were times when clearly all Arjen could think about was getting Max to fuck him.

Max took him by the chin, making him meet Max’s eyes. “Do as you’re told, Arjen.” Max gave it a warning edge. Arjen liked to be told what to do.

Arjen opened Max’s shirt and began kissing a hot trail down his chest. Max stretched lazily, enjoying his attention. Arjen opened his belt, his trousers, nuzzled into his crotch. Oh, that felt good. Max tipped his head back and groaned as Arjen took his cock slowly, tantalisingly into his mouth, the hot slide of his tongue irresistible. Arjen was wicked like this, knowing exactly how to tempt Max unbearably. He flashed Max an innocent look with his beautiful dark eyes under dark lashes. Sexy as sin. 

Max got a grip on his hair, reminding him that Max was in control, and pressed into his mouth just a little deeper than he could easily take. Arjen whimpered, eyes sliding closed. Arjen’s throat worked around him as he took him so deep, so sweet.

Max’s stomach contracted with a sudden powerful surge of hunger, his hands tightened reflexively in Arjen’s hair and for a moment he was right on the edge of coming. Just ramming deep and spilling, making him swallow every last drop. This was more than a man could stand. Max dragged him off. “Come here.”

Arjen slipped eagerly into his lap. Max ripped off his dressing gown, nearly tearing it in his haste. A growl rose in his chest. He loved the sight of Arjen in his lap, invitingly naked, thighs parted, wearing only his chain. The gleam of the silver at his throat. The way the sunlight lightly touched those lean muscles with pale gold. 

Max gathered Arjen tight against him with an arm locked around his waist, not letting him escape, and began to press into him. Arjen was still slippery and ready from Max’s finger earlier. Arjen buried his face in Max’s shoulder again, whimpering steadily as he fought to adjust. He felt incredible, so hot, so tight. Trembling against him. The pleasure was searing as Max slid deeper inside him. Arjen said “Oh, oh, oh,” against his throat, fingers tightening in his open shirt. Perfect.

At last Max had sheathed himself inside Arjen. The heat between them was scorching. Arjen tried to catch his breath. “Feel good?” Max asked him somewhat hoarsely.

“Feels big. Full.” Arjen squirmed, clenching around him.

“Good. I know you like to be stuffed.” Max began to rock into Arjen, letting him slide up and down on his cock, and Arjen moaned aloud in complete abandon, clutching at Max as he rode his cock. Max nipped his earlobe, then harder, biting his way down his throat, wanting to own every inch of him. He wound his fingers in that tempting gleam of the chain around his throat. “You belong to me.”

“Yes.” Arjen shuddered.

“You’re so fucking hot, Arjen. All slippery and needy.”

“I need... I...”

“You’ll get what I give you.” Max bit him again, a hot scrape of teeth. “You’re going to be good for me, aren’t you. You’re going to behave.”

“Yes.” Arjen clung to him panting.

Max lifted him casually onto the table, toppling
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