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A SPARK TO A FLAME

 


 


Adam settled himself onto all
fours and braced himself for the first burning sensation that
always preceded entry. The mattress swayed beneath him as Steve,
his lover for the evening, shuffled towards him on his knees, his
stiff cock waving like a meaty flagpole. Already clad in protective
latex, it shone with lubricant, promising a smooth penetration but
its girth would take some getting used to. Adam hoped that Steve
would go easy on him. So many men, once they’d located his opening, simply pushed, uncaring of
the difficulty he had with accommodating any sudden intrusion of
hardened flesh. He’d cry out, try to
crawl away, even plead for them to slow down or stop, but they were
invariably so intent on their own bliss that they’d force their way into his tight passage without
sympathy.

 


Steve pressed his cock-head to
Adam’s reluctant anus. The heat sent a
shiver through Adam’s pelvis. A short
time ago, Steve had been thoughtful enough to use his lubed-up
fingers on Adam’s opening, setting Adam
groaning with pleasure. But even after that, he’d not been certain about the idea of penetration
tonight – not after he’d felt the size of Steve’s cock in his mouth. However after that wonderful
fingering, his body had remembered the ecstasy of being filled, of
being taken from behind and used to satiation by another man - and
it had demanded satisfaction. So Adam found himself on all fours,
praying for a slow entry that would allow him to ease this cock
inside his tensed-up body.

 


Steve pushed – but gently – easing the
head of his cock past the tense ring of muscle, then paused. Adam
groaned as his body accepted the invasion – then stiffened as Steve tried to continue.

 


“Wait,
wait!” Adam gasped, dropping his head to the pillow. Steve
relaxed his grip around Adam’s waist and
the pressure eased, affording a brief respite to his protesting
body. Instead, Steve’s searching fingers
sought Adam’s cock, now sagging as the
tension over-rode his desire to be fucked. Steve massaged the
semi-solid flesh, drawing his slippery hand across the
still-swollen head. Adam sighed and he nodded as desire returned to
his cock. Steeling himself, he pushed gently backwards, feeding a
little more of the hot flesh into his sensitive inner passage.
Steve remained still, letting Adam do the work for now.
He’d no wish to injure his latest casual
partner, not after he’d spent so long
persuading him into his bed.

 


Inch by reluctant inch,
Steve’s cock disappeared into
Adam’s body. When more than half of the
seven inches had vanished, Adam paused, then rocked forward until
the rim of Steve’s cock head was exposed.
It was as much as he could take, he knew – for now at least. He rocked back once again,
easing Steve into him. It was less difficult this time. He was
quickly becoming used to being filled. It had been a few months, he
remembered, so he shouldn’t be surprised
that he was having a little difficulty. He leaned forward, the
movement drawing a deep groan from his throat. Steve smiled and
took hold of his partner’s waist once
again, taking over to push his stiff cock back into the warm,
enveloping passage of Adam’s butt. He
didn’t stop when his cock was half-way
in, but neither did he push all the way inside. Each languid stroke
took him slightly deeper, his cock exploring further and further as
he used Adam’s waist to pull himself into
the heat of his partner’s body. With each
thrust, a long groan filled the room, suffixed by muttered
profanities as Steve slowed and began to retract his cock.

 


“Ooooh, fuck. Oh, shit! Jeez, Oh fuck!”

 


“If you want me to stop…” Steve teased.

 


“Fuck, no.
Don’t stop, Fuuuck.” Adam groaned as Steve pushed deeper,
almost losing the entire length of his cock.

 


“Well, if
you’re sure…” Steve grinned.

 


“Shut the
fuck up and fuck me, for fuck’s sake!” Adam groaned.

 


“You want this? You like this?”

 


“Oh, shit. Yesss.”

 


“You want me fuck you?”

 


“Yesss. Please.”

 


“Really fuck
you? Like you deserve to be fucked?” Steve shoved hard, plunging
his cock deep into Adam’s heat.
His skin slapped against Adam’s buttocks
and their balls clattered together.

 


“Oh, fuck!”

 


Steve began his strokes, pulling
against Adam’s waist and thrusting deep.
Adam was fully accommodating now and Steve hammered him, his
impacts knocking inarticulate noises from the older man’s throat.

 


“N – .
N – . N – . N
– fuuuck!”

 


“You –
like – that?” Steve grunted.

 


“Y – y
– y –
yeah!”

 


“Gonna fuck you, then. Gonna fuck you
good!”

 


“Fuck, fuck,
fuuuck!” Adam collapsed to the bed and Steve followed him
down, pinning his body to the mattress as he thrust mercilessly.
The bed bounced and squeaked, but neither man cared.
Adam’s hands flailed as he tried to reach
behind him, hoping to touch some part of his lover’s body. But Steve grabbed Adam’s wrists and pinned them to the bed near his head,
using the leverage to fuck even with more vigour.

 


“Shiiit!”

 


“Oh fuck, oh, fuck,” Steve grunted.

 


“Come for
me,” Adam groaned. “Fucking come for me, you fucking
fucker!”

“Jeez!” Steve
spat. “Don’t help me to last any longer will you, you
ungrateful fuck!”

“Fuck
me!” Adam mumbled into the pillow. “Fuck me again and again
and again…”

Steve’s loins slapped against Adam’s buttocks. Gravity was on his side and he took
full advantage, arching his back to rise up, then plunge his
twitching cock deep inside the other man’s body. He was holding back as much as he could but
the heat was burning his cock-head. Deep within his loins, muscles
abruptly stiffened. Something primal seemed to grab his buttocks
and squeeze them tightly, forcing his hips forwards until he was
pressed hard against Adam’s body. He
managed one more thrust before his cum burst out of his cock,
filling the condom.

 


“Fuuuck!” he
groaned, pressing Adam against the bed. His grip tightened around
Adam’s wrists, drawing a hiss of pain.

 


His loins squeezed hard, sending
intense ripples of pleasure through his body. Both men groaned in
unison as Steve shuddered, his cock twitching deep inside
Adam’s body.

 


“Oh,
fuck…” Adam muttered.

 


“Shit. Fuck.”
Steve groaned. “Fuck, fuck, fuuuck!” His hips bucked,
rippling Adam’s buttocks as their bodies
hammered together for one last spasm –
then he collapsed bonelessly to lie along Adam’s back.

 


The pair remained still for a
full minute, each relishing the feeling of the other’s body heat; the skin-on-skin contact. They drifted
in a dazed oblivion as iron-hard masculine muscles settled into
post-coital relaxation.

 


Finally, Steve stirred his limbs
into motion as he pushed himself up, peeling his
perspiration-slicked skin from Adam’s
back. Adam groaned as the softening cock slithered out of his body
cavity, leaving him empty, but satisfied. He tried to move, but his
limbs were heavy; limp. He turned his weary head to watch Steve
stepping into his boxer shorts.

 


“You’re leaving?” Adam groaned. “Already?”
He’d hoped that his playmate would have
stayed the night at the very least.

 


“Yeah, well…got stuff to do.” Steve mumbled.
“You know how it is.”

Adam knew. Another fucking
fuck-and-run encounter. He was heartily sick of these ‘quickies’. He’d had his eye on Steve for much of the evening,
hoping that he’d turn out to be a better
lay.

 


He glanced at Steve’s busy hands. No wedding band? Check. Bisexual guys
were the worst. They’d always be in a
hurry – rushing back to their waiting
women the moment they’d gotten their
jollies. A relaxed attitude and touchy-feely hands? Check. A lot of
gay guys were still exploring, seeking their life partner and
fucking their way through the gay population until they finally
stumbled upon their soul-mate. The other gays he’d met were mostly chatterboxes – happy to talk all night and never even get to the
bedroom stage. They’d fob him off with a
kiss and promise to meet the next night.

 


They rarely turned up.

 


Adam sighed as Steve pulled on
his T-shirt, then bent to fasten his shoes.

 


Struck out again…

 


“So
will I get to see you tomorrow?” Adam asked.

 


“I’ll
give you a call,” Steve said.

 


“Really?”

 


“Sure.”

 


“That’s going to be tricky without my phone
number.”

 


“Oh. Well,
you’d better give it to me.”

 


Adam snorted. “Don’t bother,” he snapped and turned away, feeling
sorely used.

 


*****

 


The next day, Adam arrived at
the building site, plagued as always by the peculiar feeling that
every one of his workmates knew what he’d
done the previous night. He felt horribly transparent among the
rough, vociferously heterosexual workforce, as if word had already
gone round that he’d shared his bed with
another guy but no one said anything about it. It felt like an
unspoken secret; an elephant in the room. Adam wondered if any of
them suspected him. He fervently hoped not – he’d heard enough rough
talk amongst the men about what they’d do
if they found any ‘fairies’ in their midst.

 


Adopting a manly swagger, Adam
stretched his unwilling mouth into a grin and banged knuckles with
several of his unshaven workmates. The day was cold and getting
straight to work was the quickest way to warm up. But he
hadn’t even chased a yard of cable
through the freshly-built house when he heard a shout. He turned to
see the foreman stamping towards him, his permanent scowl even
deeper than usual.

“What’s up, boss?” Adam shouted over the noise of
passing trucks and spinning cement mixers.

 


“Got a
present for you!” The foreman jabbed his thumb back over his
shoulder. A young man, probably still in his teens, shuffled
nervously behind the foreman, tripping over the broken
ground. A badly-adjusted safety helmet wobbled atop his
young head.

 


“Not mine!”
Adam grinned. “I didn’t lose him.”
He turned to his workmates. “Hey! Any of you guys drop a kid out of
your lunchbox?” Inwardly, he cringed at his own words. The boy
looked scared; completely out of place. He needed reassurance, not
jibes. Adam knew that the tough-guy act was a vital part of the
mask that he wore.

The men laughed. The boy stopped
and glanced backwards.

 


Poor kid – probably thinking about running back to
his mother.

 


“What’s he here for?” Adam called.

 


“New
starter,” the foreman growled. “Company says we need new blood;
proper workers – maybe get you slackers back up to
fuckin’ speed!”

 


“Nah!”
someone called. “We’ll soon have him sorted.”

 


“Yeah,
we’ll get him trained in OUR ways.”

 


“Funny,” the
foreman spat, then turned to gaze directly at Adam. “You’re
the newest here – so you show him the
ropes.”

 


Shit… Adam thought. I
got no time to wet-nurse the kid. Laughter echoed round the
bare building as the youngster stumbled through the doorway and
stood, practically shaking, before Adam. Adam sighed, then extended
a large hand towards the boy. When a pale hand emerged from beneath
the youngster’s hooded sweatshirt, Adam
tapped the small knuckles with his own and forced a grin.

 


“Welcome to the team, kid!”

 


Jibes and jokes followed the
pair for the rest of the day. Adam cringed, remembering his own
bitter experiences as a new starter and hoped the kid would toughen
up quickly. He’d hardly spoken a word.
Adam had only learned the kid’s name
– Matthew - because it had been
stencilled onto his brand-new plastic lunch box. He’d quickly given up trying to get the kid to talk,
employing him instead as a roof crawler, sending him scurrying
across the rafters with a handful of cabling in tow, and then
having him feed it down until it reached the socket plates. By the
time the shift ended, the kid’s dark
jeans were white with dust and riddled with wood splinters. Adam
was sure he wouldn’t see the youth
again.

 


Despite everything, the next day
Matt was at the site before Adam arrived, dressed in tough work
wear that looked to be fresh out of the wrapper. His safety helmet
had been adjusted to fit correctly and bore the name ‘Matt’ across the
front.

“Ready for
another day, kid?” Adam said. Matt nodded and turned towards
the building. Adam sighed as he read the makeshift ‘Mummy’s boy’ sign that had been taped to the kid’s back. Somewhere nearby, his colleagues
sniggered.

Adam kept the youngster busy
that morning, showing him how to route cables and then how to
terminate them correctly. By lunchtime, they had finished the
ground floor and had shifted their equipment upstairs, ready to
begin the first floor after they’d
eaten.

 


“Did you bring lunch?” Adam asked.

 


“It’s
in my bag,” Matt said.

 


Adam narrowed his eyes. “Where
did you leave your bag?”

 


“In the cabin. Why?”

 


“Nothing
– maybe,” Adam sighed. He headed for the stairs and trotted
down, closely followed by Matt. Outside, a temporary cabin had been
trailered onto an area of open ground between the houses. Inside,
benches and tables had been set up for the workers. Twenty men
glanced up as Adam stepped inside. Several of them nodded. But when
Matt appeared, chuckles rippled round the room. Adam’s heart sank.

What have they done? Matt
headed for his bag, which was propped up against a wall. His new
plastic lunchbox sat on one of the long benches, close to the open
bag, as if it had been disgorged. Several men glanced over as the
youngster bent to retrieve the plastic box – and found that it was stuck to the wooden bench.
He tugged harder. The edges of the box bent upwards, but the center
stayed put. Laughter rippled round the cabin as Matt pulled harder,
trying to slip his fingers beneath the stubborn plastic to get a
better grip.

 


“Leave it, kid,” Adam sighed. He strode over
and flipped open the box. He passed out the pack of sandwiches,
several biscuits and a pack of crisps and immediately saw the
problem.

 


“Anyone got a claw hammer?” Blank faces met
his stare. He reached towards the nearest carpenter and slipped his
hammer from his tool belt.

 


“Hey!”

 


“You’ll get it back, Sean.”

 


The nails hadn’t been driven all the way into the bench, he saw.
The box’s
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