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Parker dragged Rich to bed by a fistful of his sweater.

They kissed all the way through the little farmhouse, stumbling on the wooden stairs that creaked beneath their feet, unable to let go of each other. Rich couldn’t seem to catch his breath, his heart racing, his smile bursting out of him. He couldn’t believe this was happening—that Parker of all people was tugging him so insistently to bed.

Parker, whom Rich had been crazy about growing up. Parker who had disappeared without a call, a letter, anything. Parker who had showed up on his doorstep days ago, bruised and frozen, looking for shelter.

Parker used to flinch sometimes when Rich touched him. Now Parker had a handful of Rich’s sweater and was pulling him roughly across the landing, stealing kisses every few steps. Parker sneaked a hand into Rich’s back pocket to squeeze Rich’s ass and Rich lost his breath in a gasp.

“Nice ass.” Parker had a playful gleam in his eyes. “Bed. Now. Before I fuck you against the wall.” Parker yanked him stumbling through the doorway into the master bedroom and threw him down on the bed. 

Rich hit the covers and bounced, and Parker pounced immediately. They rolled over and tussled a little until Parker was on top again, pinning him down in the warm covers. Parker was full of smiles; Rich melted at the first flash of his dimple.

“I win,” Parker announced. The winter sunlight slanted hazy through the icy window to paint him with pale colour. His hair shone gold, his eyes a very dark blue. He was practically glowing.

“What do you win?” Rich asked him.

“You.” Parker dipped his head and kissed Rich, slow and thorough, his hand still fisted in Rich’s sweater keeping Rich pinned under him.

Rich caught at Parker to drag him down tighter against him, clutching at his fair hair, his sweater, the angle of his shoulder. It felt glorious to have Parker’s body pressed against him, hot and hard. Parker’s knee slid up between his, giving him sweet pressure to rub against, and Parker ground his erection against him.

“Ah.” Rich groaned; he could not think with Parker doing that. Parker felt so big, so hot, it made Rich’s throat dry. Frankly, he wasn’t sure Parker would fit. 

Rich could not last another second without getting his hands on this man. He slipped his hand under Parker’s sweater, his shirt, to palm the taut muscles of his stomach. The hot muscles contracted beneath Rich’s exploring fingers; Parker took a sharp breath, and growled. “You’ve been teasing me way too long. All that looking at me. Touching me. You were there every time I turned around. Close enough to kiss.”

Rich reddened. He had been trying to keep his distance, but he’d wanted Parker for so long.

“Now I’m going to make you pay,” Parker promised him in a delightfully menacing voice. “For all the times you made me hard and left me wanting.”

Rich licked his lips. His voice came out a croak. “I could make it up to you.”

Parker’s eyes narrowed even as his mouth curved into a wicked smile. “Show me.”

With a surge of effort Rich flipped Parker onto his back and straddled him. Parker smiled up at him, lying warm beneath him. He was all shades of gold in the sunlight, his hair shining, his eyes bright. Beautiful.

Rich pulled off Parker’s sweater and shirt, fumbling in his eagerness. He had not felt so simultaneously shy and excited in a long time; he wanted very badly to please. He hoped to make Parker so happy that Parker would never want to leave.

Parker’s shirt slipped off, baring his powerful shoulders and hard abs. Rich’s stomach tightened and his pulse stuttered. So many fantasies had started out like this, all those gleaming muscles laid out beneath him, inviting him to touch. 

Rich tasted him first, getting the flavour of his skin. Parker made a low sound, his hands curling into fists, but held still as Rich licked a path down the centre of his chest. A narrow trail of golden hair led down Parker’s stomach to disappear temptingly under Parker’s belt. Rich nuzzled down it, his smile escaping again. 

Parker took shaky breaths beneath him. His chest hitched as Rich tasted the little dip of his navel. “You are very distracting,” Rich said against his warm skin. Parker just bit his lip, his eyes dark.

Lingering shadows of bruises still darkened Parker’s ribs. Parker’s injuries had not been so bad as they had seemed when he had first shown up on Rich’s doorstep; he no longer winced when he moved. Rich kissed the bruises very lightly. Parker drew a shuddering breath and touched his cheek, his hair, fingertips lingering, quick and sweet. Rich dropped one last kiss on Parker’s tender ribs and slid down further.

Rich’s pulse raced as he pulled off Parker’s jeans and underwear with shaking hands. Rich had done this before, plenty of times, but it was so different when it was Parker. 

Parker was every bit as big as Rich had thought. Rich licked his lips, anticipating. Then he finally tasted Parker’s thick, hard cock. He almost moaned as the flavour burst on his tongue, hot and salty. A delicious shiver ran through Parker and he groaned. Rich began licking him all over, savouring the hot skin, the rigid length, the pulse of heat on his tongue. Parker fisted his hands convulsively in the covers, trying to hold himself back.

“Go ahead.” Rich licked him again and made him jump. “Grab me. I like it when you’re rough.”

“Thank God.” Parker caught him by the hair and with a deep groan pushed into Rich’s mouth.

It was even better than Rich had imagined. Rich’s eyes fluttered shut and his stomach contracted as Parker’s thick cock filled his mouth. Parker pushed his head down and Rich fought to take him deeper.

Parker trembled under him, scalding hot. Rich sucked harder and Parker made the most amazing sound of pure pleasure. “Ah! That’s... that’s so...” Parker couldn’t seem to get out the words, he was so breathless, so distracted. Finally he arched up into Rich’s mouth and came, spilling salty onto Rich’s tongue. Rich swallowed once, twice, filled with a warm sense of satisfaction.

“Gah.” Parker fell back against the pillows, his bare chest heaving with his quick breaths. He looked flushed, rumpled and utterly gorgeous.

Rich pulled off his cock and snuggled into him with a grin, feeling entirely pleased with himself. It struck him then that the mysterious Sinclair, the one who had left all those bruises all over Parker, probably never gave blowjobs. That made Rich feel even better.

Parker stared up at the ceiling with a blissful smile. “Wow.” His voice picked up heat. “That was nice. Very nice.”

“I could be nice to you often, if you wanted.” Every day, if Parker would stay.

“I do want.” Parker rolled Rich easily beneath him; Parker was so much stronger than him that Rich’s breath caught as a shiver of heat ran through him. “I should probably reward you,” Parker whispered to him. “And then you’ll want to be nice to me again.”

Rich swallowed, his throat dry. He couldn’t seem to scrape together words.

“I should reward you a lot.” Parker’s hot eyes roamed over Rich’s body.

Parker undressed him slowly, lingering over every button and zip, until Rich lay bared under his hungry eyes. Rich fidgeted, acutely aware that he was nothing much to look at compared to Parker’s muscles, but from Parker’s indrawn breath, Parker liked what he saw. 

Parker dipped his head to kiss him again, quick and rough, then bit his throat. The hot scrape of Parker’s teeth over Rich’s sensitive pulse made Rich gasp; Parker bit him again, harder, more possessive. Then Parker started to work his way down Rich’s body. 

Rich quivered with anticipation as Parker licked all the way down. Rich’s tension cranked higher with each hot swipe of Parker’s tongue; Rich’s heartbeat skipped and stuttered, his excitement surging. Parker teasingly paused at the base of Rich’s stomach, but didn’t touch Rich’s cock; instead he pushed Rich’s thighs apart, licked Rich’s sensitive inner thigh, then bit down. Rich shuddered at the sweet sting of pain that melted into pleasure. He was so ready for this. Parker could do whatever he liked to him.

“Lube?” Parker asked against his bare skin.

It took Rich a moment to scrape together enough wits to respond. He twisted around to scrabble in the bedside drawer, but he was so disorientated with lust that he couldn’t find the lube. Parker kept playing with him, biting him then licking away the sting, distracting him utterly. “Stop that.” Rich squirmed under him with a gasp. Finally, to his great relief, Rich managed to find the lube and toss it to him.

Parker smiled a slow, wicked smile against Rich’s inner thigh, bringing every nerve thrilling to life. “It’s a while since I’ve fucked anybody,” Parker told him in a low voice, holding his eyes. “So I may need to practise.”

Rich’s throat was so tight he could only nod. He was entirely willing to be experimented on.

Parker spread Rich wide, those broad shoulders between his thighs holding him open. Rich bit his lip and tried not to fidget.

“Let’s see,” Parker murmured. “Now that I’ve got you where I want you...”

One slick fingertip slid down the crack of Rich’s ass to circle Rich’s tight pucker. Rich’s whole body jolted and Rich made a strangled sound, trying to clench around that fingertip. His heart beat so fast, his stomach so tight. He needed so much more.

Parker played with his ass forever, circling his pucker, not quite pushing in. Rich was so sensitive there that Parker’s fingertip made him throb painfully. Rich clutched the covers, dragging in one deep shaky breath after another, fighting for control.

Rich had been waiting for this for years. He could not wait a single second longer. “Parker. Please.”

“You need to be quiet.” Parker’s voice brooked no argument. “Or I won’t fuck you.”

Rich groaned. Parker was way too good at tormenting him.

Next moment Parker slipped a finger into his ass even as Parker took his cock in his mouth. The twin sensation was overwhelming and Rich arched with a cry. Parker’s finger inside him was too much and not enough; Rich was feverish with need, his heartbeat surging and stuttering, breathing ragged.

Parker had clearly given blowjobs before; he was deliciously, wickedly good at it. He knew exactly how to draw out each moment into eternity, leaving Rich fighting for air. He slid Rich’s cock slowly in and out of his mouth, along the teasing slide of his tongue, as he worked another finger into Rich’s ass. 

Rich fought to take deep breaths as he adjusted to the invasion. It felt searingly good to be stretched open. Rich couldn’t possibly last with Parker fingering him like this; he was going to come before Parker even got inside him. “Now,” Rich got out, his voice just a croak. “Please now.”

Parker pulled his mouth off Rich’s cock to say, “When you’re ready.”

“I’m—ah!” Rich’s body jerked helplessly as Parker found his sweet spot with one finger; Rich gripped handfuls of the covers and panted through the hot jolt of pleasure. “I’m ready!”

Parker draped one heavy arm over Rich’s stomach to hold him down. His voice













































































































images/cover.jpg





