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Next Saturday dawned bright and clear, the
skies the rich blue of glazed pottery, promising hot sunshine ahead. The warm
light spilled into Jem’s little flat, gilding all the surfaces and catching
Carlton’s hair where he sat at the kitchen table. 

Carlton was reading the Financial Times
over his morning coffee. He was annoyingly awake; he chuckled as Jem stifled a
yawn. “Are you sure you wouldn’t rather stay in bed? It’s only eight in the
morning.”

Jem made a valiant attempt to sit up
straight rather than nod off. He wrapped his hands around his coffee cup,
letting the heat seep into his palms. Maybe that would wake him up. “No more
bed.” They had already spent the best part of an hour twined together having
slow, lazy sex. Jem was still thrumming with pleasant shivers, his body one
sweet ache. He liked the slight sting whenever he moved; it reminded him of
what they had done together.

Carlton reached across the table and
captured his hand. Their eyes met and locked; Jem shivered. He recognised the
way those pale grey eyes darkened when Carlton was thinking about fucking him
again. “Need help waking up?” Carlton’s voice dropped, rough and low. He had
such a sexy voice Jem could have listened to him forever.

Alas, Jem had to resist temptation. “You’d
only make me sleepier.” Usually by the time Carlton was done with him he had
exhausted him so thoroughly that all Jem wanted was to fall asleep in his arms.

“This is wake-you-up sex. That’s
different.” Carlton stroked the back of his hand with his thumb, lingering over
it, making the small touch a promise.

Jem’s stomach contracted with a stab of
hunger that left him breathless. The look Carlton was giving him flustered him.
“Well—”

“Let me show you.” Carlton took him
casually by the back of his neck. It was a possessive grip that made Jem
freeze, not quite knowing what was coming next, but knowing it was going to be
good.  

Carlton leaned in and kissed him. It was at
once familiar and marvellous. The quick scrape of his teeth made Jem sway into
him, wanting the hot strength of his body. Carlton was fresh out of the shower
and Jem couldn’t get enough of his clean scent, his taste, it was dizzying. Jem
gathered a handful of his shirt, loving the feel of the hard muscle beneath his
palm. “The trick to waking you up,” Carlton murmured, “is surprise.”

“What—ah!”

Carlton swept the newspaper onto the floor,
lifted him easily onto the table and yanked his trousers down. Jem’s pulse
skittered away into excitement. Jem was already kicking his trousers off,
trying to spread his legs, but Carlton pinned him and bent to kiss his stomach,
lick the hot skin, then bite down. Jem yelped. Carlton nuzzled down his stomach
and pushed his tongue into his navel; Jem squeaked this time. Carlton drew out
the teasing forever, licking him, biting him, sending delicious shudders
through him, never quite giving him what he needed. “Carlton!” Jem pleaded,
trying to grab his hair, but Carlton pushed his hands away.

“Is there a problem?” Carlton smiled
against his thigh, slow and wicked.

“Please just touch me!”

“Your wish, et cetera.” Carlton dipped his
head and took Jem deep into his mouth.

Jem arched off the table with a cry and had
to clench his fists not to come right then and there. Carlton was wickedly good
with his mouth, and he teased Jem relentlessly, bringing him to the brink only
to back off and ease him back down. Jem scrabbled at the table, trying to push
up into his mouth. Carlton only added to the torment by slipping him one slick
finger to rub expertly inside him. A white flash of pleasure blinded him and
Jem cried out again as his orgasm exploded, his whole body clenching around
Carlton’s finger.

Jem was still shuddering with aftershocks
when he twisted around and reached for Carlton’s belt. Carlton was only too
happy to pull himself out and thrust into Jem’s mouth; he cradled Jem’s face in
both hands, controlling the angle and depth of his thrusts. It only took a few
strokes for Carlton to spill onto his tongue, pulse after pulse of come
flooding his mouth.

Afterward they were both breathless and
dishevelled. They dressed again in silence. Jem was still catching his breath,
his heart pounding, glowing with satisfaction. He grinned. “I’m awake now.”

“I thought you might be.” Carlton resumed
drinking his coffee as if nothing had happened, but his eyes were laughing. “So
what are our plans for today?”

“A castle.”

“A castle?” His smile was teasing.

“Not just any castle.” Jem had woken up
enough now to begin making a picnic. He put together sandwiches, cake and
strawberries in a bag, plus a bottle of wine. “It’s a twelfth-century castle.
It’s a piece of our cultural heritage. It’s also a very pretty ruin. People
paint pictures of it. You’ll enjoy it.”

“I’m sure I will.” Carlton smiled into his
coffee cup.

Jem was hoping he would, anyway. As much as
Jem enjoyed getting laid, he was also excited about just spending time with
Carlton. Ever since their first date, they’d spent most of their time in Jem’s
flat having sex—admittedly, fantastic sex, but Jem wanted to think that they
had a future together that wasn’t purely in bed. Or against a wall. Or on the
table.

He held out his hand. “Shall we?”

“Lead on, MacDuff,” said Carlton. “See, I
know history too.”

The castle was every bit as beautiful as
Jem remembered from his last visit. It stood proud and ruined against the
jewelled sky, a tumble of stones falling down a hillside. Broken walls sketched
in the memory of towers long toppled. Tiny white flowers dotted the peaceful
waves of grass.

Carlton whistled as he looked up at it.
“That’s impressive.”

“It is.” Jem was fascinated by history, and
he told Carlton the story of how the castle had been blown up by gunpowder
during the English Civil War to prevent it falling into the hands of the enemy.
He also entertained Carlton with stories of the tourists who had fallen off
various parts of the ruins and had to be airlifted to safety by the Coastguard.

“Why the Coastguard?”

“We’re only a few miles from the sea.
They’re closer than the air ambulance.”

“What a relief,” said Carlton. “In case I
fall off and break my leg.” His eyes crinkled with laughter as Jem took that
opportunity to tell him even more historical facts.

Jem could not imagine a more perfect day.
He had a gorgeous man at his side and a beautiful castle to explore under the
summer sun. With Carlton at his side he had no fear of strangers, no fear of
unfamiliar places. Plus Carlton kept checking out his ass when he thought Jem
wasn’t looking. Definitely perfect.

For a time they just wandered, following
the line of fallen walls and poking around forgotten crevices. Carlton kept his
hand at Jem’s back; he teased Jem for being so fascinated, but the warmth in
his smile encouraged Jem to show off some more.

Most men Jem had dated had thought he was
weird. Jem dared to say so. “I like it,” Carlton said. “Everyone should have an
obsession or two. Plus you’re cute when you’re excited.”

“What’s your obsession?”

“Corporate tax liability.” Carlton said
that with a straight face; it wasn’t until Jem gave him a sidelong look that he
laughed. “Just kidding.”

“Do you do that stuff at work?” Jem was
dying to know about Carlton’s mystery work. Maybe he was an accountant?

“Nice try. Back to the castle.”

“You really don’t think I’m weird?” He had
kind of thought that everybody would. People laughed at him a lot.

“No. Just cute and smart and sweet.”
Carlton smiled down at him.

“You’re really nice.” It came out shy.

In the secluded ruins, Carlton kissed him.
Jem slipped an arm around his neck to drag him down, his mouth opening under
his, pressing himself against Carlton’s warmth. Carlton put a hand at the small
of his back to pull him tighter against him. There was nobody around, so Jem
could lose himself in Carlton, trapped between a cold stone wall and Carlton’s
scorching heat. He loved how intent Carlton got when he was kissing him, like
nothing else could register. Nothing else was important. Just the tightening of
his fingers in Jem’s hair, the grind of his body against his, the fierceness of
his mouth.

Carlton lifted him easily into an arrow
slit and cut off his gasp with his mouth. Jem dragged him closer by the shirt,
kissing him eagerly. He could feel Carlton hot and hard between his legs,
pressing against his belly, and it excited him, making it impossible to think.

Carlton kissed him harder, then bit at his
throat, making him gasp again. Carlton pulled at his shirt, getting it half
open so he could investigate the bare skin underneath. “Carlton!” Jem squeaked.
“We’ll get caught.”

“Won’t,” Carlton rumbled, palming the curve
of his ass, dragging him tighter against him.

“Carlton—”

“Hush.” Carlton took him by the belt and
flipped him over so that he was face down, bent over the edge of the arrow
slit, his face pressed against the rough stone. It scraped his face, his palms
when he moved. He was trapped under Carlton’s weight. The feeling scared him,
but also thrilled him. He pulled half-heartedly against Carlton’s grip.

Carlton worked a hand under him and cupped
him through the front of his trousers. Jem moaned aloud. The sound shocked him,
so shameless. He rubbed himself into Carlton’s warm palm. “We really shouldn’t
be doing this,” Jem tried to say, but his throat was dry and the words cracked.

Footsteps approached. The sound echoed off
age-old stone. They both froze. Jem’s heart was beating hard, he was fighting
for air, pressed flat against the stone.

Shadows moved across the wall. The tourists
had stopped less than ten feet away, probably looking at the evidence of that
explosive day during the Civil War. Close enough to hear them if they moved.

Jem started to panic. He squirmed under
Carlton’s weight, wanting to get up in case the tourists came closer. It would
be mortifying to be caught like this.

Carlton pushed him down with a hand flat
between his shoulder blades. His other hand was opening Jem’s trousers. Jem
gasped, squirmed harder, but Carlton slipped a hand boldly inside to wrap
strong fingers around his cock and a moan escaped from Jem. It sounded
shockingly loud to his ears. They both froze again. Jem was breathless, he
couldn’t think in Carlton’s skilled fingers.

Carlton began slowly, ruthlessly stroking
him. Teasing him to the point of madness. The building pressure was unbearable.
Jem let out the tiniest whine.

The shadows moved away. The footsteps
echoed, then faded. Jem let his face drop against the stone in relief. 

Carlton yanked down his trousers, hurriedly
slicked him and thrust home. It was searingly perfect. His hand clamped over
Jem’s mouth just in time to stifle Jem’s cry.

Carlton’s grip was too tight, his thrusts
too hard, but the pain only sharpened Jem’s pleasure. They’d had sex dozens of
times, but it only got more intense. Carlton knew exactly what to do to him,
keeping him bent over at the right angle so that every thrust made him see
sparks. Jem shuddered under his weight, trapped and liking it, needing the
force, the impact. 

He shifted again and Carlton growled
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