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May 2015

Julian capped his fountain pen and stood up to go. Or rather, to begin the process of going. There were hands to shake, courtesies to exchange, promises (or at least vague assurances) of doing business again in the future. Everyone in the room knew they were not likely to see each other again until Julian was ready to sell. Or until the IPO, whichever came first. He said something about his flight to London and someone clapped him on the back, saying something about how it must be nice to travel first class. He stifled a snappish reply, glancing away so the flare of reflexive temper wouldn’t show. It wasn’t that man’s fault Julian was running on three hours of sleep. His gaze went toward the wall of glass between the conference room and the hallway as someone passed by. “Who is that?”

The lawyer next to him might have been surprised, but answered readily. “That’s Forrest Kim, an associate in our intellectual property group.”

“I don’t know the name.” He knew it sounded as though he ought to have done.

“His field is biotech, he wasn’t involved in the review for your transaction.”

“Ah. Well, gentlemen. It’s been a pleasure.” He escaped through the glass door in that glass wall. Kim was already out of sight. Julian cursed silently and made his way to the reception area, lawyers trailing in his wake like the tail of a comet. He pulled his phone out of his pocket and made a show of texting his driver. That sufficed to discourage the lawyers from lingering, trying to make conversation. He wouldn’t have thought they would be quite so ... whatever they were. This was Los Angeles. They must see high-profile people all the time. He hadn’t even been aware he was high-profile in America. 

He kept his eyes on his phone, standing with his back to a wall as usual so no-one could see he was now on the firm’s website, looking up Forrest Kim. No indication in his bio that he was married. Ah, and there: a reference not only to the intellectual property society at his alma mater, but to OUTLaw. Did that mean what he suspected? It did. Finding the mobile number, and sending a message.


Mr. Kim,

I’ve just been in your office for a VC transaction and wondered if you might be free to meet for dinner? My flight leaves at 0400 and I’ll be at the Ritz till 0200.

Forgive this abrupt approach. I saw you in the hallway. I’ll assume no reply by 1800 means no interest, and will trouble you no further. Best regards,

Julian Sherwood


It was, perhaps, risky. But no more so than picking someone up face to face in a club. Or a conference room. He’d done that sufficiently often that conference rooms might be said to be his natural hunting ground. His peripheral vision told him the lingering lawyers had given up and gone away. He smiled at the receptionist, said “Thank you,” and went to the elevators.

***
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Two floors away, Forrest glanced at his phone and frowned at the unknown number. He tapped the message to open it, fully expecting it to be spam. New-business inquiries almost never came to his mobile. “What the hell.” He knew the name, only because one of his clients was shopping itself to potential investors. A few minutes on Google and he sat back, staring at the screen, astounded. He was adept at fielding the usual kind of pass. This was not that pass, and not the kind of man who usually made it. But it was, unmistakably, a pass.

He couldn’t decide if he should be flattered or insulted. Was he insulted? Was it insulting to get an out-of-the-blue invitation to dinner (at least) from a billionaire venture capitalist who was unmarried, an appropriate age, and looked like that? Well, if you thought about it that way, no. So apparently he should be flattered. And possibly a bit nervous. Forrest had never known a billionaire. Had never even – as far as he knew – spoken to one.

He’d have to be an idiot to be insulted. He might also be an idiot to send a reply. There was no reason to send a reply unless he was going to accept the invitation. Though accepting an invitation to dinner didn’t mean he was signing up for anything else. The most this could be was a one-night stand. The least, obviously, was nothing but a text he might screen-cap and save for some distant day when he was asking himself about opportunities he’d missed. Chances he regretted not taking. There were already a few more of those than he was happy with.

Why not. Dinner, at least. He’d know by the end of it whether he wanted to do anything else. It took nearly five minutes to compose his very brief reply.


Mr. Sherwood,

I’ll meet you in the lobby bar around 1830.

Best regards,

Forrest Kim


Julian was still in the car when the reply text came in. The speed of it was flattering. He would rather not meet in the bar, but they needn’t remain there. By the time his driver pulled into the hotel carriageway, he’d arranged a table at Nest. He’d have eaten there anyway; it was less formal and more intimate than the main restaurant. Now he had an hour to do all but last-minute packing, so if dinner led to anything else, the room would be tidy. It was a point of pride not to let a companion see him at his worst. 

If he were dining alone, he’d change out of his suit now. But since he wasn’t, he could take it off later. Perhaps for some reason other than traveling in comfort. He remained in his room, dealing with messages, until twenty past six. Then he went down to the lobby. One refreshing thing about Los Angeles: there were so many good-looking dark-haired people that he didn’t stand out. Conceited wanker, he told himself, half-smiling as he reached the bar. And there was a reason to fully smile. Julian went directly to him. “Good evening.” They shook hands. “I’ve made us a reservation at Nest. Shall we go up?”

Forrest took a second to check in with himself. Yes, this guy looked amazing. Yes, he was very assertive. Well, you didn’t get to be a billionaire at thirty-six by hanging back waiting to see what happened. There was no reason to feel edgy about the reservation; he’d answered a text which was explicitly an invitation to dinner, after all. He was feeling edgy for other reasons, starting with Why. He couldn’t have been the only decent-looking guy Sherwood came across on this trip. Or maybe he could. He had no idea how long the guy was in town. Maybe that was a good topic for dinner. He blinked. Answer the damn question. “Sorry, yes, of course.”

Julian had been watching the man think. His face didn’t give much away; micro-expressions, at best. Such a face. Los Angeles was full of Asian men, many of them good-looking by Julian’s standards. Kim was at least thirty, probably not quite Julian’s age. Not as tall. Excellent head of hair, wonderful mouth, straight narrow nose between wary eyes under eyebrows set at the same angle as his cheekbones. And now those four words, in a voice not quite as deep as Julian’s. Unaccented. There were half a dozen questions he wanted to ask. None of the answers were any of his business. He took a step to the side, lifting a hand to indicate the direction he’d prefer they were moving in. Kim jolted into motion and they were underway.

Forrest couldn’t think of a single thing to say until they were in the elevator. “I hope my colleagues helped you accomplish what you needed today.”

Ah, awkward work-adjacent chitchat. Julian didn’t mind. “Everything went smoothly, thanks. I understand your specialty is biotech?”

“Yes.” Forrest latched onto that gratefully. “I did my Ph.D. on DNA sequences of antibodies. Not your field.”

“No, it’s the ever-changing intersection of technology and finance for me. How long did your degree take? I left the LSE after four years.”

“I saw that on Wikipedia.” Forrest’s tone was the tiniest bit dry. Julian was laughing as the elevator doors opened. “I was in school for nine years straight. B.S., Ph.D., J.D. There are days when I wonder if it was worth it.”

“Oh, no.”

The sympathy in that smooth, low voice could have been annoying. He wasn’t looking for sympathy. The truth was, though, only people who’d done the same thing could understand it. He finished school at twenty-seven. By that age, Sherwood was already the millionaire head of a multimillion-dollar company. “Not in the sense of regretting it,” Forrest said after a brief pause. They were walking into the lounge. He held his next thought until they were seated. In a corner booth, out of the line of sight of the entrance. This guy probably always had to think of those things. “This is the kind of work I always wanted to do. My mother is a clinical researcher and my dad’s a college administrator.”

“High expectations, had they?”

“Mmm.” A break for service. Forrest half-expected Sherwood to order for him, but he didn’t. “I only have the worth it feelings when I’m looking at how long it’ll take to pay back the loans. But enough about me. You have to fly out in the middle of the night. When did you get into town?”

“Last night.” Julian sipped his mineral water, determined not to laugh at Kim’s all-too-legible expression.

No wonder he looked tired. “When do you sleep?”

“On the plane.” He said it as if this were perfectly reasonable, hoping it would push Kim closer to a laugh. It might have. Not quite there yet.

Forrest was thinking that answered one question. There really hadn’t been time for Sherwood to go trawling through L.A. looking for someone to spend his last few hours with. Did that mean he would have spent the evening alone if he hadn’t seen Forrest? “I suppose you had a thousand calls to return as soon as you got in.”

“A conference call, actually, with Kolkata. Then I went to the gym, had a shower, had breakfast. Returned calls. Went to my meeting with your colleagues. An ordinary day.”

Ordinary. Forrest shook his head. “I always thought a billionaire might take some time off once in a while.”

“I’m taking time off right now.” Julian was smiling. They made eye contact. Up to that second, he believed Kim was undecided. But as of that second, if (when) Julian suggested going back to his room, the answer would be yes. He wondered which of his words had tipped the balance.

God, those eyes. Forrest wasn’t used to being looked at like that. Such complete focus. The guy was really insanely good-looking. Great hair. Great suit. And, if the internet wasn’t a pack of lies, a great body underneath the suit. Anyone who bothered going to the gym after flying from London to Los Angeles and doing a conference call, before going to a multi-hour meeting and then flying back to London ... well, that was commitment. Must be part of the billionaire personality. He was going to see that body. Was positive that the second half of the invitation would land before they left the lounge. And he was going to say yes.

In the end, it was Forrest who made the next move. When the table was clear of all but coffee cups, he said, “It’s only eight o’clock. You have time to take a nap.” After a tiny pause, he added, “Or at least lie down for a while.”

Julian’s eyes narrowed slightly with amusement. “I do have time. Too much time for a nap.”

Oh help, Forrest thought. He was really doing this. “The last train is at midnight.”

“Where’s your stop?” 

“Wilshire and Western.” He made an isn’t-it-obvious face. “Koreatown.” If this wasn’t a first date, and probably an only date, he might regret that it was nowhere near on the way to the airport. But it was a first date, and almost certainly an only date, so he shouldn’t regret that they couldn’t have an extra half-hour or so before they never saw each other again. “I wouldn’t mind relaxing for a while before I walk back up to Metro Center.”

Julian inhaled slowly. “Perhaps you’d like to keep me company. Relax with me, for a while.” Forrest nodded, and didn’t say anything else. Not much later, Julian had signed the check and they were in the elevator again. Not speaking, not touching, but watching each other. Then walking down the hall. Going into Julian’s suite. The door closed with a definitive thud; Julian threw the bolt and flipped the latch. “Not to imply you’re a prisoner,” he said, and saw a flash of what might have been involuntary laughter. “What shall I call you?”

“Call me Forrest.”

“Forrest.” It was tempting to make a joke about their names. If this weren’t the one and only time he would see the man, he might do that. “May I hear you say my name?”

Forrest realized that he hadn’t yet. “Julian.” It almost sounded like a question. “I don’t do this type of thing very often.”

Julian didn’t either, but he didn’t say so. “I do this type of thing very carefully.” He shrugged out of his suit jacket, hung it up. Untied the silk around his neck, unbuttoned his collar. Draped the tie over the jacket. Stepped out of his shoes. Forrest was standing still, watching. “Shall I keep going?”

“Yes.” It sounded a bit hoarse. “I want to see you.” He watched as Julian unbuttoned his shirt, threw it over the back of a chair. He wore a body-hugging white tank top underneath. “The internet doesn’t lie, I see.”

That made Julian smile. “You’re going to be a surprise for me.” Unfastening his pants, stepping out of them. “Why don’t you start now.”

Okay. That was only fair. He wouldn’t expect Forrest to look the way he did. Nobody looked the way he did. Jacket off, hung on the back of the other chair. Tie off. Shirt unbuttoned; he didn’t wear an undershirt. Shoes off. Then his pants. They were standing approximately ten feet apart, which seemed like a lot. He felt very exposed, very insecure, very nervous. Then something settled and he thought out of all the people in Los Angeles, he wanted me tonight. So he threw off the shirt, shucked off his briefs, sat on the end of the bed, pulled off his socks, and said, “Do you kiss?”

“I do.” Julian had watched that transformation – from nervous second-guessing to full commitment – with interest. The body was better than he’d have guessed. Slender in a way that looked tough, agile, strong. He peeled off the rest of his clothes and took the two steps over to the bed. Put one knee up, alongside Forrest’s. The younger man’s face was level with Julian’s chest, tipped up to keep eye contact, barely twelve inches between his mouth and Julian’s skin. “You have a beautiful mouth.”

“Do something with it,” Forrest suggested, surprising himself.

“Touch me first.”

“Where?”

“Anywhere.” He didn’t know what to expect. In the past that gambit had most often led to a hand on his prick. Forrest didn’t do that. He put his hands on Julian’s legs, thumbs exploring the curves along the inside of his knees. Then slowly stroking up the outside of his thighs. Fingers curling, the backs of them brushing back down as if he loved the feel of Julian’s body hair. He had very little himself. A scattering of chest hair, a treasure trail, a tidy thatch of black at his groin. Julian could see that this was every bit as arousing for Forrest as it was for him. Those hands were moving up again, to his hips. Fingertips exploring the curves of bone and muscle. It was probably obvious that Julian waxed his chest. No-one with leg hair like that, and a five o’clock shadow like this, had a naturally hairless chest. Did he like it? Why did Julian care? He indulged himself, simply feeling, eyes closed. Had he leaned in, or had Forrest? His mouth was on Julian’s body now, fingers brushing over his nipples. Julian caught his breath, opened his eyes, looked down. Put a hand under Forrest’s chin and tipped his head up. His erection was flushed, high and drooling, same as Julian’s. “Move back, Forrest.”

He did, scooting back while Julian moved in. Lying there propped on his elbows as Julian reached over to the nightstand. Condoms. Lube. A hand towel. Forrest wondered exactly how far this was going to go. How far was he willing to go? He almost never did penetration. Rarely even did oral sex. It was usually hands, sometimes kissing and rubbing one out. The way he’d learned to do it in high school, when nobody was brave enough to get naked, including him. And in college, when nobody had privacy. All those years of college. Living cheap, four people to a two-bedroom apartment, usually all men but never all gay. Usually Forrest was the only gay one. Why was he thinking about that now. He heard himself say, “I get tested every year.”

Julian went still for a second. “Are you saying you don’t want to use condoms?”

“I’m saying you’re safe with me. Am I safe with you?”

“Why?”

Forrest thought about backpedaling. What he wanted was too intimate for a one-night stand. But he wanted it so much. “I want to taste you.”

“Christ.” Julian left everything within reach, but moved over empty-handed. Braced over Forrest, gazing down at him. “You’re safe with me,” he said softly, and closed the distance. If they didn’t kiss well, he was going to be so disappointed. After being touched like that. But no. Oh, no, this was not a disappointment. Teasing Forrest’s mouth open with his own. Licking in, hearing a gasp, a soft moan. Forrest’s hands on him again, on his arms and shoulders, non-words that all seemed to mean ‘more.’ Julian let his knees slide back, his arms bend, his body come to rest on Forrest’s. Nestling between his thighs, one of his knees was up, he was rocking his hips against Julian’s. God, it felt good. And this kiss. What a blistering pity it would have been to leave Los Angeles without this kiss. He lost track of time.

Forrest did not want to stop kissing. He didn’t ever want to stop kissing Julian. But he was dying of arousal, and he still wanted to taste the man. Even more than he wanted to come. He located his hands, moved one to Julian’s ribs, applied a little pressure. Made a sound that meant ‘over.’ Pushed with one foot, rotating his hips. He was stronger than he looked. Julian went with the movement, landing on his back, smiling mouth still chasing Forrest’s, as if he never wanted to stop kissing either.

But they had to, because Forrest was moving down. Mouth on Julian’s neck and chest, briefly distracted by a nipple, and the sound Julian made when he licked it. Down those rippling abs, evidence of that gym commitment. Then a pause, because the skin of his groin seemed to be nothing but nerve endings. From the crest of his hipbone to the edge of his pubic hair, every touch seemed to drive Julian crazy. The more turned on he got, the more Forrest made him wait. He wanted that cock in his mouth, but first he wanted to lick up the precome. He made some kind of ravenous sound. Julian’s hand was in his hair. He was cursing steadily, something about torture. Forrest finally closed his mouth over the base of Julian’s shaft, felt it jump. Licking up to the head. He’d never seen an uncut cock before. All his lovers were Americans. How much of a difference did it make? Was it more sensitive? The foreskin was so delicate. Almost as soft as the head. He could manipulate it with his lips and tongue, feeling the firm resilient flesh beneath. All of that in his mouth now. A groan from Julian; his whole body jerked. The taste of him. How long could Forrest make this last. Julian threw out an arm, clutching the blanket. His opposite leg was wide open, knee up. Forrest loved that he was doing this to this man. It might be the only time but by God Julian would remember him. More, more, all of it. Balls drawing up, cock swelling. He was going to come. His hand was in Forrest’s hair again, the other one gripping the edge of the bed as if he might fall off. Yes yes now Julian God you gorgeous please yes NOW. He made a startled sound, half a laugh, as Julian surged up. Moving with him, going shallow, to be sure he wouldn’t accidentally scrape with his teeth. Letting all of that climax land in his mouth, pressing with his tongue to feel the pulse. Crooning encouragement, swallowing, blissful. That might have been the best sex he’d ever had, and he hadn’t even come yet. On the thought, he checked in with himself: had he? No. Now he was laughing.

Julian tugged his hair. “What’s so funny.”

Forrest raised his head, releasing Julian’s softening cock with something like a kiss. “That was so good I thought for a second that I came too.”

Julian laughed softly. “I’m glad you didn’t. I wouldn’t want to miss it.” He wrapped a hand around Forrest’s arm and tugged. Another kiss, Forrest’s body resting half on top of his, and his other hand stroking down that sleek back. Was it martial arts that formed this body? He certainly understood leverage. Both hands wandering now. Enjoying the kiss, the satisfied languor of his own body, the heat and urgency of Forrest’s. Cupping his arse, hearing the pleading sound. How to reward that truly stellar fellatio. Turning his head to break the kiss so he could say, “What can I do for you now, sweetheart.”

The endearment was a nice surprise. Forrest didn’t let himself believe it meant anything. “Whatever you want.”

“Off the bed, then.”

If Julian still had an erection, Forrest would have assumed that meant exactly one thing. Since he didn’t, he couldn’t help wondering what else was in that nightstand drawer. Did billionaires travel with sex toys? Maybe so. Couldn’t always count on running into someone willing and available at short notice. He was nervous again. Not so much that he lost his hard-on, but enough to rewind the whole encounter so far, reminding himself of the shades of meaning in ‘you’re safe with me.’ Choosing to believe in all of them. He stood by the bed, watched Julian swing his long legs off and stand in front of him. Moved back obediently when the other man put his hands on Forrest’s shoulders, pushing him gently to the wall. And then Julian was on his knees. Forrest was so surprised he couldn’t stifle the “What?”

“My neck is no good for the position you favor.” The voice sounded so dark, almost a growl. Julian’s face was brushing against Forrest’s groin, mouth skimming lightly over the skin of his hip. Tongue dipping into his navel, teeth pinching ever so lightly into the flesh of his flank. Forrest had never felt anything like it. He didn’t know what to do with his hands. One of them landed in Julian’s hair almost by accident; he would have snatched it back if he hadn’t comprehended the pleased sound. Oh God, now he was nudging Forrest’s legs apart.

Julian felt Forrest’s hand tighten in his hair. He hoped the man would pull on it at some point. Now he was listening for cues, did he like this? Julian buried his face in the crease of Forrest’s groin, lips skimming the side of his erection. Licking the tip. Oh, yes, he liked that. So did Julian. It had been a long time since he did this to a naked cock. Forrest’s was a nice size, well-shaped, slightly curved to the right. To his right, that was, not Julian’s. And he tasted delicious. His shaft was sticky with precome, until Julian cleaned it off. Both hands dug into his hair now, hips rocking. Julian had one hand between Forrest’s legs, teasing behind his balls. He opened his throat to take it all, heard a whimper, felt everything change shape. A bit of distance so Forrest could move, fucking Julian’s mouth, clutching his hair, making sounds that were almost words. Then there it was, the spasm, the rush. The breathless cry. Julian swallowed, sucked a breath through his nose, closed his teeth on the base of Forrest’s cock. Heard a startled laugh and let go. Licking up the shaft again, across the tip. “Mmm. Harder.”

Forrest realized one of his hands was wound into Julian’s hair. He put some tone into it, pulling. Watched that handsome head tip back. Couldn’t resist stroking his other hand down Julian’s neck. Watched, astonished, as his lips parted, eyelids drifted down. Was this billionaire a little bit sub? Forrest had never, ever played like that. He didn’t mind getting roughed up, but he preferred to keep it in the dojo. What he was up for in a hookup was very vanilla. No-one had ever invited anything else. And he couldn’t assume that’s what this was. It was only Julian, on his knees, with Forrest’s hand now gentle in his hair and the other thumb brushing across his mouth. He had to clear his throat before he could speak. “Can I give you a hand.”

Julian opened his eyes. Gazed up at the man he would probably never see again and said, “Yes.” Forrest offered his hands. Julian wrapped his around those strong wrists and got to his feet. Leaned in, winding one arm around Forrest’s back and the other around his head. They stood there without speaking for a minute. Julian wanted to say something, couldn’t think of anything remotely adequate to the occasion, and settled for, “Now we can relax for a while.” He felt Forrest’s smile against the skin of his neck. 

It was barely nine o’clock. They lay down together, Forrest settling against Julian’s side, head on his shoulder and one arm draped over his chest. They didn’t speak. Julian was thinking that this evening had not gone quite the way he expected. The mere facts of it were nothing beyond the ordinary: a pleasant dinner, enjoyable physical activity, done in good time. However, he was conscious of feeling dissatisfied. Not with the dinner or the sex, not at all. More with the necessity of flying back to London so soon.

Of course, he didn’t have to. He could quite easily prolong his stay. His reservations were always open-ended, and the plane was his own. But the only reason to prolong his stay was a desire to spend more time with Forrest Kim, and that was no kind of reason. Not after one night. To even suggest it would be to open up a Pandora’s box of potential complications. Besides, it was a weeknight. The man would be working tomorrow, and Julian really couldn’t extend his stay over the weekend. It would be wiser to say nothing, part friends, and go about his business. When his phone’s alarm went off no doubt Kim would already be gone. He had to catch his train. Julian should remind him. But that would be the same as saying ‘get out,’ and he didn’t want to say that. This felt nice, lying close together. He’d give himself a few more minutes.

Forrest wouldn’t have said he was tired, but he didn’t feel like getting up. This was definitely the best night of sex he’d had in a long time. It was still early enough that they might go for round two. Did he want a round two? He admitted it to himself, in the silent safety of his mind. There was no such thing as too much great sex.

Julian seemed to have dozed off. He undoubtedly had an alarm set. Forrest should have done that, too; the billionaire would probably prefer to wake up alone. But this felt so nice. Forrest hadn’t been with someone like this for years. Taking their time, kissing, cuddling. Not since he left his first post-law-school job as a patent agent, which meant also leaving the co-worker he’d conducted a mutually-convenient affair with. Going from L.A. to San Diego for two years had been expensive but useful. He’d been able to work full-time while he prepared to take the bar exam. Once he passed, the recruiters came after him. Landing at this downtown firm was almost ideal. It would have been ideal, if it didn’t mean starting over in the dating world. 

He used to like dating. The problem was, he was now in the age bracket where people were looking to settle down. Forrest didn’t want to get married until he was in a better financial position. For a while now he’d been relying on a hookup app to maintain the illusion of connection with another human being. He didn’t know if it was ironic that he felt more connected to Julian Sherwood than he had to the last six guys he’d been with, put together. Ironic had to be the wrong word. Yes, he was gorgeous, he was good company (even when he was tired), he was a good lover (even when he was tired). And he lived in London. Plus the billionaire thing. This was nothing more than a very good one-night stand. And he should really get out of bed, get dressed, and go. He’d give himself a few more minutes.

***
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Julian woke to the soft chime of his smartphone, blinking up at the ceiling, conscious that all was not quite as usual. There was a flurry of movement and cursing beside him. Kim was still there, and must have dozed off like Julian. He reached over to the nightstand to silence the alarm. “It’s gone midnight. I’m sorry, I should have re-set my alarm after you joined me.”

“Not your fault.” Forrest was halfway into putting his pants on, but he dropped them and sat on the bed. There was no point in hurrying now. He turned his head. Julian didn’t look annoyed that he was still there, but, “Sorry. I figured you’d want me out of here before you woke up. I’ll call for a taxi.”

Julian had been a breath from offering his car. This was better, though. It made no sense for his driver to make a round trip to Koreatown before collecting Julian. And the odds were that a ride à deux through the city at night would be profoundly uncomfortable for both of them. So Forrest should get himself home. But here they both were, awake, and with two hours yet before Julian had to be gone. “I don’t suppose I could entice you to stay a bit longer?”

Forrest’s eyebrows went up, eyes widening, mouth open to say something. Then his gaze went from Julian’s face down his body. That gorgeous bare body, and that half-hard cock. Apparently round two was on offer. And he’d regret it tomorrow, because he had to be at the office by nine for a practice-group meeting. But he’d regret it more if he didn’t stay. “Be right back.” He took his shirt and briefs off again and went to the bathroom.

Julian lay there, feeling lazily aroused, keeping hands off. He’d take a turn in the loo and then see what Forrest might be game for. The question renewed itself when he returned from the washroom and saw Forrest kneeling on the bed, hand on himself, hot-eyed and fully erect. “Well, Forrest. It appears you have some idea what you’d like to do now.”

Did he ever. And he was blushing already, because he’d never in his life said what he was about to say. “I want you to warm yourself up with me watching. And then I want you in me. I want to feel you everywhere.” He averted his eyes.

“Oh, Forrest.” Julian heard the caressing tone of his own voice and was astonished. “What a perfect thing to say.” He reached over, touched the man’s face, saw him swallow. “Watch me.” Full eye contact for a few seconds, and then Forrest’s gaze followed Julian’s hand. Down his body, to the erection that began filling the moment he spoke. Stroking, tugging, palming the head. Watching as Forrest’s breath caught, as he bit his lip. Hearing a stifled sound when Julian gripped his balls. “God, that mouth of yours.” A whimper. Julian moved fast, getting on the bed with his hands on Forrest’s shoulders, bending for a hungry kiss. “Mmm.” He almost wanted to do this face to face, so they could kiss. Something told him not to. This wasn’t an affair. They would never see each other again. He moved away, going for the lube and a condom. 

Forrest was grateful for that kiss, grateful for the condom (they really shouldn’t have trusted each other), and grateful he could now rearrange himself. He’d seen pictures of this done face to face, but that looked so exposed. Too intimate. He needed this, but not that way. Not in a way he’d remember as unique, as something lovers would do. He turned his back to Julian. In a smaller bed, he’d want to face one end; on this one, it didn’t matter. He could let the other man take control now.

Julian rolled on the condom and turned to look at Forrest. Good, he didn’t have to say anything. He stroked a hand slowly down the man’s back, middle finger on his spine. Feeling the muscles alongside it flex, noticing the way his neck arched. Lovely, responsive creature. All the way to the top of his cleft, and now the lumbar spine arched too. Oh, yes. He kept his hand low, lightly brushing from side to side across the top of Forrest’s arse, as he leaned in to put his mouth on the back of his neck. Applying his teeth, not too hard, noticing with surprise that he wanted to really bite. That was new. He could hear Forrest’s breath change as Julian’s mouth explored from behind his ear down to the top of his trapezius. Across to repeat that exploration on the other side, his hand still teasing below. Forrest shifted, easing his legs apart. Julian wanted better access. He leaned in more firmly, teeth on an earlobe, using his chest to push Forrest down. He went to his forearms, knees apart. Julian used both hands to pull those knees back. Heard a muffled sound that was nothing like protest. Julian left him there for a few seconds, face-down and arse-up, while he got some lube on his fingers. Admiring the muscles of his thighs, the vulnerable curve of his neck, the promise of resistance in his back. Julian touched him again, lightly caressing from behind his balls all the way up his cleft. Circling, teasing, beginning to penetrate. Watching the reactions of skin and muscle, hearing his breath quicken. This was going to be – was already – memorable. 

Forrest was constantly reminding himself to breathe. He hadn’t expected to be touched with such, whatever it was. As if they had all the time in the world. As if Julian couldn’t think of a single thing he’d rather be doing than this. Forrest was dimly aware that his cock was drooling onto the sheet. He couldn’t touch himself in this position. He might not need to. Not if everything else Julian did was as good as what he’d done so far. Those teeth on his neck, that was, ungh. Being forced down, but so gently. Being handled as if his body weight was nothing. And now, oh Jesus, finally. Rimming with his fingers, dipping in, then “Oh God.” A satisfied sound behind him. Julian’s fingers stretching him, pressing in. And his other hand coming through below, cupping Forrest’s balls, gripping his cock.

“Not yet, Forrest. I want you to come with me inside you.”

He made a really undignified sound. It was a good thing he’d never have to look this man in the face after tonight. He shoved into Julian’s hand and it closed over the head of his cock, almost painfully tight. Forrest sucked in a breath. They were both utterly still for a moment, then Julian took both hands away. Forrest exhaled hard. The mattress shifted as Julian adjusted his position. Then a bit more lube, and the pressure of his dick. Forrest dropped his forehead to his clenched fists and moaned.

Julian pushed in, watching Forrest’s back muscles engage. Watching his knees go that little bit wider. Julian had one hand wrapped around the front of a thigh, the other resting on Forrest’s hip. His skin was nearly the same color as Julian’s, old ivory, not the pinkish white of so many Englishmen. He was fully inside now, taking a moment to appreciate the picture. Almost wishing he could take a photo: Sherwood in Forrest. What a terrible joke. What a memory, though. With most new partners he might have asked if everything was all right. He didn’t have to. Forrest was moving, rocking his hips, his internal muscles clutching at Julian. Each breath almost vocal. He wanted to be fucked. Well, by God, Julian would deliver. He pulled back – not quite out – heard a furious sound and laughed. Put a hand down to brace himself and went for it.

Forrest moaned again. Arms tense, shoulders shuddering as he absorbed Julian’s force, feeling him everywhere. Exactly as he’d asked, as he’d wanted, as he would never forget. He was breathing through his mouth, almost gasping. Almost begging. He was so close. This was so good. Every stroke was hitting his prostate, it was almost too much, was the man ever going to come, oh fuck there it was. A low sound, something between a groan and a growl, and the pulse of his climax. Forrest was trying to assemble a word when Julian wrapped an arm around his chest and pulled him up with a grunt, still inside. Kneeling back with Forrest sprawled astride him, his other hand wrapped around Forrest’s dripping erection. “Oh Jesus yes oh my fuck –” Julian bit his neck again, really bit. Forrest spasmed in his hand with a cry, head falling onto Julian’s shoulder. They were motionless for a long moment, both catching their breath. Gradually making the series of small shifts of weight needed to separate. Forrest was on his hands and knees, then lying on his side. He wasn’t sure how he got there. Julian crawled backwards off the bed, went to the loo to dispose of the condom. Returned via the minibar with a bottle of water for Forrest, who levered himself into a sitting position, legs folded. “Thanks.” 

“I’ve marked you.”

Not too surprising. “Mmm.” He drank the water. “That was worth missing the train for.” A soft laugh. Julian took the empty bottle out of his hand. Forrest eased himself off the bed, went to the bathroom, hoped nobody in the hotel lobby would notice him. He certainly looked like someone who’d been having sex. The hair could be remedied, but not the whisker burn. Some cold water splashed on his face and neck was the best he could do. Julian was sitting on the couch, wearing a spa robe, when Forrest crossed the room again.

They didn’t speak while Forrest was getting dressed, but it wasn’t an uncomfortable silence. He called the cab company, requesting a pickup not at the hotel but a block away. Slid his phone into his jacket pocket, adjusted his tie. The bite mark didn’t show. He caught Julian’s eye in the mirror; they both smiled. Then Julian was on his feet again, going with Forrest to the door. “Thank you for a lovely evening.”

Forrest studied him for a moment, telling himself to remember every detail. Saying ‘thank you’ in reply seemed not quite right; ‘you’re welcome’ was definitely not right. “One for the books,” he said finally, which must have been right because Julian smiled again. Forrest opened the door
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