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CAUGHT ON CAMERA: PART One

Back Cover Information

When Reece Carter is caught on camera canoodling with hunky gardener Cade Davenport, a new, super-sexy opportunity presents itself that he just can’t walk away from. 

Reece Carter is sweating in the dirt and feeling the heat. It’s a scorching hot day and he’s slaving away indoors. But at least he has a nice view from the window—sexy gardener Cade Davenport—no job too big or too small—who is mowing the lawn minus his shirt. 

Soon thirst overcomes Reece and he finds himself swimming, kissing and getting frisky in the hot tub with the super-confident, seize-the-moment Cade, whose wit, humor and cocky smile is irresistible. 

What Reece doesn’t know is that the walls have ears and the trees have eyes. His every moan, gasp and erotic move is being recorded in fine and shocking detail. 

But what does that mean? And what about the intriguing offer Cade puts to him? Shouldn’t he just punch his lights out for filming him without permission? And will Reece’s life ever be the same again after being caught on camera? 
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REECE DIPPED HIS BRUSH into the magnolia paint then aligned it beside the window frame. He had to be careful because his concentration was wandering. His job for the week was to redecorate Mrs. Henley-Smythe’s bedroom and he was halfway through the task, but since the gardener had appeared, his progress had slowed considerably. 

With the bristles held still against the wall, he allowed himself a moment to look down at the garden. It was bright outside—a brilliant, sun-drenched August day in Wiltshire and he couldn’t help but admire the view. But he wasn’t appreciative of the begonias or the gladioli or the neat topiary bushes, no it was Cade Davenport—or at least that was the name on the van out the front, Cade Davenport, executive gardening services, no job too large or small— who was on the receiving end of Reece’s admiration. 

Mrs. Henley-Smythe had told Reece to expect the gardener by midday as she’d flounced out of the door to a charity lunch with her friends at the golf club. Reece hadn’t thought any more of it until one of the hottest guys he’d ever seen had strutted across the lawn to the shed and started hauling out tools. 

Since that moment, he’d struggled to think straight. He’d opened gloss rather than silk and had dripped a blob of paint on the windowsill that had needed to be wiped up. 

He stroked the brush downwards a few inches then stopped. 

His breath hitched and his belly clenched. Cade, the gardener, was now stooped over, fiddling with a mower and presenting his sweet arse for Reece to ogle. “Damn,” Reece muttered, as a familiar tingle stirred his cock. “That’s a sight for sore eyes.” 

It had been several months since he’d had any bedroom fun and that had been a one-night rebound. Since Matthew and he had split, there’d been nobody serious in his life. There couldn’t be, the breakup had hurt too damn much. Instead, he’d immersed himself in his one-man-band decorating business and although not rocket science or particularly challenging, it paid the bills—just—and kept him from wallowing in the agony of having been lied to and cheated on. 

Reece wondered if Cade was gay. His radar wasn’t working from up here. If so, then Cade was a gift to mankind and a loss for women the world over. His shoulders beneath his red T-shirt looked thick with muscle and broad, his belly flat and his legs encased in scruffy denims, long and strong. Reece adored the big, industrious boots he wore, a bit tatty and dusty—they signaled huge feet, which was always a good sign. 

His hair was dark and a little curly, the ends touching his nape and the tips of his ears. Reece thought what a nice handful it would be, that head of hair, to hold, to pull, to gather into his fists. He had a cute face, too—a little stubbled and with heavy, dark eyebrows. Tanned skin, likely owing to the hours and hours he spent outdoors. 

Cade suddenly jerked his arm back. His biceps bunched and danced around the tight sleeve of his top as he pulled on the starter motor. 

The mower’s petrol engine fired up and the sound invaded the silence Reece had been working in for the last few days. He didn’t like the radio on. He preferred to be lost in his own thoughts and daydreams. 

And right now his daydreams were all about Cade. 

He watched as Cade straightened his black wrap-around shades and moved behind the mower. He grabbed the handle and began to push it in a straight line across Mrs. Henley- Smythe’s back lawn. As he went, he left behind a neat pale green stripe. 

Reece glanced at his paintbrush and continued with the stripe of paint he was midway through. 

The noise of the mower engine changed. He looked outside again. Cade had turned it around when he’d reached the patio area by the swimming pool and was pushing it the opposite way, parallel to the first line. He was coming toward the house now. If he glanced up he’d see Reece standing at the window, brush in hand, his eyes a little heavy and his lips wet from where he’d just licked them. 

Abruptly Cade tipped his head and appeared to stare straight at Reece. His shades caught a glint of sunshine and flashed like a beacon. 

A bolt of self-consciousness zapped through Reece. He turned away, embarrassed to have been caught gawking, and quickly made several strokes with his brush. The paint was thick and gloopy and he frowned when it traveled onto the window frame slightly. 

Again the mower noise altered. 

Reece strained his eyes without turning his head and was relieved to see that Cade was now walking back toward the pool again. 

He dipped his brush in the paint then wiped off the excess. As he straightened, a flash of flesh caught his attention. 

Cade had stopped and was peeling off his T-shirt, slowly sliding it upwards and revealing the chestnut-brown skin on his back and shoulders that glowed under the sun’s hot caress. His muscles were, as Reece had suspected, impressive—defined and taut with ridges that ran down the gutter of his spine that looked perfect for licking. He had two small dimples, just above the waistband of his jeans that Reece would love to get up close and personal with. 

Reece swallowed, his mouth suddenly dry, as Cade again adjusted his shades then carried on with his task. 

This time when Cade turned around at the pool, Reece didn’t look away. He couldn’t. It was like magnetism, and damn the man was stacked. His pecs were perfect, thick squares dotted with small dark nipples, and his abs were a row of bricks. His body hair matched that on his head, lustrous, a little curly and with a tantalizing line heading from his navel to his denims. 

Reece could just imagine nuzzling his nose into that hair, smelling it, tasting it, drawing in the essence of Cade. He wondered what delights would stimulate his senses—sweat and dirt or maybe cut grass and flowers? He didn’t mind. He’d happily take either. 

Cade looked up at Reece again, but this time Reece held the man’s gaze for a full ten seconds, or at least he thought he did. It was hard with him wearing shades. 

Then, as coolly as he could, Reece went back to painting the section of wall by the window. His heart was beating fast and his skin prickled. He’d been hot before—the heatwave a constant burn—but now, with that long, sultry stare at a sexy, half-naked man, he was feeling positively steamy. 

He decided to take a break and get a drink. Mrs. Henley-Smythe had told him to help himself to the cans of Coke in the kitchen fridge. After balancing his brush on the edge of the paint pot, he went down the wide stairs, across the marble floored hallway and into the kitchen, but he didn’t pause at the refrigerator. He went to the utility room and washed his hands. The house was spotless and pristine. Everything from the taps to the toilets and the stair-railings to the door handles was of the highest specification. Reece had no idea what Mrs. Henley-Smythe’s husband did, but they were clearly rolling in it. Lucky buggers. 

Reece had just finished drying his hands on kitchen roll when he had an idea. He paused, thought for a moment then smiled to himself. There was one way to find out if Cade was gay and if that lingering eye contact had meant anything to him. He’d flash the goods and see if the gardener took the bait. 

He slipped his arms from the straps on his white overalls and let the loops of material hang at his hips. In one quick movement, he peeled off his white T-shirt and folded it into three, the end section he poked into his back pocket so it hung down, rag-like, by his arse. With a slide of his arms, he realigned the straps, so they sat as braces, beside his nipples. He had nice nipples, so he’d been told. Permanently erect, small and with a few blond hairs sitting between them in a neat triangle. 

Happy with his cool and casual appearance, Reece wandered into the kitchen, pulled open the fridge and grabbed two cans of Coke. He paused and looked at the other contents— Champagne, posh pâté, strawberries, smoked salmon and a cooked corn-fed chicken that looked golden and succulent. His taste buds tingled and his mouth watered. Quickly, he shut the door and turned before he was tempted to pop a strawberry into his mouth, try the tub of foie gras or munch on a drumstick. 

He headed to the back door. It was open—to let a breeze through the house Mrs. Henley-Smythe had said. Not that there was any breeze today. The air was still and lazy as though the sun had taken the energy out of it the way it had everything else. 

Stepping onto the decking, Reece blinked in the glare. 

Cade was still mowing, going away from him. The drone of the engine was louder down here than it had been up in the bedroom. 

Reece bided his time, waiting and enjoying ogling Cade’s arse as he walked along. When Cade turned, the mower pointing his way, Reece held up one of the cans. 

“Want a drink?” he called. 

“Yeah, cheers.” Cade continued on his journey, straight and steady. The mower created yet another pale green streak as he came toward Reece. 

When he reached the decking, Cade flicked a switch and the engine died. A heavy silence filled the garden and Reece’s ears buzzed for a moment. He watched as Cade rubbed his palms down his thighs and shifted a damp lock of hair from his temple. 

Reece held out a can. “Reece,” he said, “the decorator.” 

Cade took it and pressed the chilled surface to his forehead. “Cade, the gardener.” He grinned, flashing white teeth. His right incisor wasn’t quite flush, and he had dimples that just didn’t belong on such a masculine face. 

Reece popped the ring pull on his drink and tensed his abs. He wished he had a nice tan like Cade but he worked indoors and the only time he had color was when he had his annual two weeks on a foreign beach with his mates. Still, he worked out, and it was a decent belly. 

Cade tugged on his bottom lip as he opened his drink. 

Reece cursed those sunglasses. It was impossible to tell if Cade was checking him out or not. The surface of the lenses were mirrored and he had no way of telling. 

“So, you been working here long?” Reece asked.

“Yeah, a few years now.”

“It looks amazing.” Reece gestured to one of the full flowerbeds. “The garden, that is.”

“Thanks. I take pride in my work.”

“I can tell.” Reece took a few big gulps of his drink. “You like Mrs. Henley-Smythe?”

“Rita? Yeah, she’s cool.” He shrugged. “Friendly.”

“Yeah, I thought so. Not that I know her. I’ve just started on the bedroom this week. She wanted it switched from buttercream to magnolia.”

“Is there a difference?”

“Not really, it’s hard to see what I’ve done and what I haven’t.” He laughed.

“Mmm. I suppose.” Cade tipped his can to his mouth and drank deeply.

Reece studied the long tendons in his neck and the way his Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. The stubble on his jaw etched downward, all the way to the base of his throat, he could imagine stroking the scratchy hair and pressing his cheek against it. 

“So what does her old man do?” Reece asked to stop himself from having more lusty thoughts about Cade’s stubble. “They’re obviously not strapped for cash—not with this fancy place and those cars on the drive.” 

Cade set his drink on a nearby wooden table. He then sat at one of the chairs and crossed his left ankle over his right knee. “Something to do with the movie industry.” 

“Movies?” Reece asked, his curiosity piqued. “What, like a director or something?”

“I suppose so.”

“Are there studios around here?”

Cade took off his sunglasses, tipped his head and studied Reece. “You gonna sit? You must be knackered going up and down ladders all day long.”

A bubble of excitement popped in Reece’s stomach. Cade had asked him to sit with him. Surely that was a good sign. What’s more, Cade’s gaze had definitely lingered on his abs, Reece was sure of it. He’d bet his last paintbrush on it. 

“Yeah, I suppose. I’m due a break.” 

Cade gave a slow nod. “Too damn hot to work right through today. I do sometimes, if the weather’s grim. Happy to get it done and go home to the warm and dry. But on a day like this, in the summer, it’s a nice place to hang out.” 

“You’re not kidding. It’s bloody gorgeous. Wish I had a pad like this.” 

“I pretend it’s mine sometimes, you know, if she’s out.” He paused and a grin tugged at the right side of his mouth. “Like today.” 

Reece glanced around. The shrubs and wall surrounding the garden made it totally private and there was only one way around to the back of the house—he knew that because he’d brought his decorating equipment that way—and there was a lock on the gate. 

“So what do you do?” Reece asked. “When you pretend it’s yours?” 

Cade shrugged. “Go for a swim, use the hot tub, grab myself a beer and just generally lounge about.” 

“Really?” Reece wasn’t sure if he’d have the nerve. He was always very careful and respectful of clients’ homes. He felt privileged that he’d been trusted to be in them unsupervised. 

“Yeah, why the hell not? If I’ve done the lawn and pruned the beds, there’s no harm in it.” 

Reece didn’t answer, instead, he finished off the last of his drink and set the empty can on the table, next to a pot of pansies. He had to admit the thought of sinking into the pool was very inviting. He could see it sparkling and shimmering on the surface and the sun glinted off a white diving board that stood at one end. 

He turned to Cade.

Cade was studying him closely.

“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” Cade said, twisting his mouth into a smile.

“Fuck. I’m so damn hot the pool is pretty fucking tempting.”

“Ah, I knew once the idea was there you wouldn’t be able to resist.” Cade bent forward and began to unlace his boots.

“What are you doing?” Reece asked.

“Going for a swim.” He tipped his head to the side and looked at Reece, squinting a  little as he did so. “Gonna join me?” 
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Chapter Two 


[image: image]


REECE FALTERED FOR a moment. He looked at the pool again then at Cade, who was yanking off his boots. He wore woolen socks, black with ridges on them, and he discarded them to the side. 

“So you just go in and swim, do you?” Reece asked, glancing at the house. 

“Yeah.” Cade stood and popped open the top button on his jeans. “And don’t worry. She won’t be back for hours and hours—not once she’s out with her cronies. And when she is back, she’ll be pissed from all those gin and tonics.” He let his gaze slide down Reece’s body, head to toes and back up again. “It’ll give us plenty of time to get out and dressed again.” 

Dressed again? Did Cade skinny-dip in Mrs. Henley-Smythe’s pool? Reece felt a tug in his cock. The look in Cade’s eyes was unmistakable. He was interested. He liked what he saw. 

If Reece hadn’t been trying to act cool, he’d have punched the air. The hot guy before him did indeed bat for the same team he did. Perhaps all teams, but what did it matter if he swung both ways? Right now he, Reece, was here. 

Cade shoved his jeans down and kicked them off. He laid them roughly over the back of the chair he’d been sitting on then headed toward the pool. As he went, he pushed at his boxers and revealed his tight arse that was a shade paler than the rest of his skin. He kept on walking as the boxers slid down his legs then he stepped out of his underwear without pausing. He left the boxers bunched on the lawn, dead center in one of the pale green stripes he’d created. 

Reece felt his jaw slacken. Fuck, the guy was brazen. He just went for it. 

“Gotta go in naked,” Cade called, “otherwise you’ll have wet boxers beneath your jeans, making a damp patch and giving the game away.” 

“Yeah, makes sense,” Reece replied. Fuck, he was getting harder by the minute. The sight of the abandoned boxers and Cade’s long, muscular body was enough to have his balls aching and his arsehole clenching. 

“Come on,” Cade shouted, even though he couldn’t see that Reece had made no move to join him. “All work and no play makes Reece a dull boy.” 

“What about the lawn? You haven’t finished.” 

“Fuck it. I’ll do it later.” He reached the pool and dove in, creating a white burst of water that splashed upwards and made waves across the surface. 

“Oh, bloody hell,” Reece said, quickly slipping the straps of his overalls off then scooting down the trousers. Beneath he wore red boxers, fake Calvin Kleins from the market, but he had no intention of removing them—not yet—not until he was safely by the pool. 

God, was he really going to do this? 

Unlike Cade, Reece carried his clothes across the lawn and set them on a lounger. If there was a sudden urgency to get dressed, if Mrs. Henley-Smythe did appear, he didn’t want to be caught in the buff. 

“It’s great. Get in,” Cade called, before turning and propelling himself in a fast crawl to the opposite end of the pool. 

Reece made the most of the fact that Cade was facing the other way, tugged off his boxers then slipped into the water. The chill stole his breath for a moment and thankfully also took the heat from his hard-on. He sank beneath the surface, soaking his hair and letting the water rush into his ears. He pushed off and swam for several seconds to the far side. 

When he bobbed up, he came face to face with Cade.

“What do you think?” Cade asked, pushing his dark hair back from his forehead.

“I...er... Yeah, it’s good. I was hot.” He grinned.

“Me too. Come on, race you.” He struck out again, back the way Reece had just come.

Reece followed, his competitive streak urging him on. He was a good swimmer, always had been. On the school team at one point before he’d decided school wasn’t for him and he’d dropped out. 

He caught up with Cade and they touched the edge of the pool at exactly the same time. Cade laughed a little breathlessly. “A swimming decorator, eh?”

“And a swimming gardener.”

Cade laughed some more. 

“Sounds like a movie,” Reece said, joining in the mirth. 

“Yeah, a porn movie,” Cade said with a wink. He stopped laughing and looked serious. “You watch porn?” 

Reece was a little surprised by the question but he tried not to show it. “Don’t all blokes?” 

“I dunno.” Cade turned, so his back was against the pool wall, and hooked his elbows on the tiles to support himself. His chest rose out of the water and Reece could see that the hair under his arms was as black as that on his head and sternum. “But I know I do and now I know you do.” 

Reece shrugged and pushed backward through the water, enjoying the feel of it swooshing around his cock and balls. 

“So what porn do you like best?” Cade asked.

“It’s been a while since I had the chance.”

“What do you mean? It’s everywhere, all over the net.”

“Yeah, well, I guess I’ve been busy.”

“What, with your boyfriend?” Cade licked his lips and twitched his eyebrows.

“I haven’t got a boyfriend.” Reece slipped his hand through his hair to stop the ends dripping onto his face. This conversation really wasn’t going the way he’d thought it would.

“Why not?” 

“Maybe I have a girlfriend.”

“But you don’t, do you?”

Reece laughed, going for casual. “Nah, pussy isn’t for me.”

“Hah, I knew it.” Cade dropped his right arm into the water and appeared to touch his cock, though Reece couldn’t be sure. “So why no boyfriend, Reece?”

“We split a while back.”

“So all the more reason to watch porn. You know...get some relief.”

Now Reece knew damn well that Cade was touching himself, his shoulder was twitching to a familiar beat and rhythm, one Reece knew only too well.

“What is this, twenty questions?” Reece asked, falling backwards into the water and kicking his legs beneath the surface. 

“If you want it to be.”

“Maybe I’ll ask you a question,” Reece said.

“Go for it.”

For a moment Reece’s mind went blank as he stared up at the sky then he decided to ask the obvious. “Are you wanking?”

“Indeed I am.” 

“Do you always do that in Mrs. Henley-Smythe’s pool?” Reece twisted his head so he could see Cade again. 

“Only when there’s a cute bloke in here with me.” He closed his eyes for a moment and sighed. “Fuck, you should try it sometime—wanking that is, in a pool.” 

“I wank plenty,” Reece said. “But usually when I’m alone.”

“And not to porn.”

“No, not to porn.”

“To what then?” 

Reece dropped further back, until his feet came off the ground, then he tipped up, so he was floating and staring up again at the azure sky. “Just daydreams, fantasies in my head. You know, about hot men I come across in my work.” 

“Like me?”

“Yeah, like you.” Reece shifted his pelvis and his stiff cock breached the surface of the water, pointed upward, becoming laced by the heat of the sun. He imagined it to be like a fat spear, his cock, rising thick and proud into the air. 

“Nice,” Cade murmured. 

“So, where is this hot tub?” Reece asked, drifting his hands so that he moved away from Cade but his cock stayed on show. 

He liked Cade, a lot, but there was something unnervingly confident about him. Fascinating, but still, a bit out there. 

“It’s in the corner.” Cade nodded to a fancy looking pine shelter with a pointed roof. “In that thing.” 

“And you’ve been in it?”

“Yeah, it’s good. I’ll show you in a minute.” 

Reece continued to drift on his back. He’d been expecting a long, hot, boring day with nothing but magnolia to stare at, but this—an unexpected dip and some sexy, curious company—was a real treat. 

Suddenly he felt something touch his shoulder.

He startled a little and let his feet find the floor of the pool.

“Hey, sorry,” Cade said, slipping his hand from Reece’s shoulder to the side of his neck. “Didn’t mean to make you jump.”

Reece looked into his dark eyes. He had long, thick lashes that were spiked into tiny triangles by the water, and despite the brightness of the day, his pupils were large and deep.

“That’s okay, I was just thinking how nice this is. In here.”

“That’s what I was thinking too.” Cade pressed on Reece’s shoulder and turned him a little, so that he faced the diving board. “Do you like to dive?” Cade asked.

“Yeah, it’s fun.”

Cade smiled. “Do you like to kiss blokes you’ve only just met?”

“I think we’ve officially known each other for nearly ten minutes. Not exactly strangers anymore.”

“That’s what I like to hear.”

Reece studied Cade’s mouth. He adored the way the skin above his top lip was coated in stubble and how that dark hair slipped round to his chin and jaw and became denser in his dimples. He had a very kissable mouth, soft lips and the lower one a little plumper than the top. He was movie-star handsome, in a macho-rough-around-the-edges way. 

Cade leaned forward and as he did so, Reece parted his lips and fluttered his eyes shut. 

The kiss was gentle and sweet and the way Cade was holding the side of his face, a possessive, adoring gesture, had Reece’s knees going a little weak. He was glad of the water supporting him as he slid his arms around Cade’s waist. 

“Mmm, you taste sweet,” Cade murmured onto his lips. 

“And you feel sweet,” Reece said, slipping his hands to Cade’s buttocks and giving the right one a squeeze. 

If Cade could be forward, and just say and do what he wanted, then he could play that game too. And damn if he wasn’t more than ready for his sexual dry spell to come to an end, and what better way than in a millionaire’s mansion with a seriously sexy guy? 

“Oh, cheeky,” Cade said, pressing his lips to Reece’s again. He drew him closer and as his tongue snuck into Reece’s mouth, their stiff cocks came into alignment. 

Reece let out a small groan. The feel of their shafts rubbing together in the water, heat and cool, slippery and stiff, was the stuff of dreams. He wound his arms firmer around Cade and deepened the kiss. His heart rate cranked up a few notches and a tightening in his lower abdomen increased the rush of blood to his cock. 

Cade felt amazing in his arms—all burly brawn and powerful muscles. There wasn’t much difference in their height but there was probably a few pounds difference in their weight. Not that Reece minded, he’d always preferred being on the lean side, and he liked getting down and dirty with big brutes who could pin him to the bed and go for it all night. 

“Fuck, you’re getting me so riled up for it,” Cade said, pulling back a bit.

“Good,” Reece smiled. “’Cause I sure as hell am up for it.”

“I can tell.”

They kissed again, smoothing their hands all over each other’s bodies and rutting their cocks together. Reece felt his arsehole quiver and clench. From what he could feel, Cade was big and his shaft a healthy girth. It would be amazing to have that cock fucking him, easing into his hole then pounding to the root. 

He whimpered at the thought. The erotic image and the anticipation was almost too much. 

“What are you thinking about?” Cade asked, sliding his hand down the column of Reece’s throat and below the surface of the water. He latched his thumb and index finger over Reece’s right nipple and squeezed. 

“You,” Reece said, enjoying the tight sensation which seemed to head straight to his cock. 

“What about me?”

“Fucking.” 

“Me fucking you or you fucking me?” He tugged Reece’s nipple a bit more, elongating it. 

Reece groaned. “You fucking me.”

“Where?”

“Anywhere, on that lounger, here in the pool, over the table up there, where our cans of cola are.”

“You are imaginative.” He switched nipples.

Reece groaned, loving the slice of sharp pain.

“So where do you want to do it?” He set his gaze steady on Cade. “And I guess we are going to do it.”

Cade chuckled. “Oh yeah, we are indeed.”

“So where?”

Cade jerked his head behind himself. “Over there.”

Reece looked over his shoulder. “In the hot tub?” 

“Oh yeah, let’s just say it’s a fantasy of mine to have a pretty boy bent over in there, taking my big dick up his arse.” 
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Chapter Three 
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SUDDENLY CADE RELEASED Reece’s nipple and stepped back through the water. “Let’s get to it.” 

Reece followed. “I’m glad to be your fantasy boy but I’m not sure I’m happy about the pretty.” 

Cade placed his hands on the edge of the pool and hoisted himself out, giving Reece a wonderful view of his arse before he twisted to the right and sat, legs dangling into the pool, cock jutting up. 

“Not pretty! Jesus, have you looked in the mirror?”

“Well...yes. I—”

“You have hair the color of the sun.” Cade signaled upwards. “Eyes as blue as this pool.” He indicated the water. “And lips as soft as any girls’, not that I’ve kissed many, but I’ve had a few.” He grinned. “You, Reece, are pretty—pretty enough to be a movie star, pretty enough to be a pin-up or in a boy band.” 

“I really don’t think so—” 

“Shh...” Cade put his index fingers over his lips. “I’m giving you a compliment and being unusually poetic. Go with it.” He stood and placed his hands on his hips. His cock, dark and swollen, jabbed upwards, reaching to just below his navel. 

Reece decided to let the pretty slip. He knew he was a decent looking bloke—hardly someone who’d fallen out of the ugly tree—but he wasn’t used to being told it. It was a new experience. But right now Cade could call him whatever the hell he wanted because Reece needed that cock in him as soon as possible. In his hand, in his mouth or in his arse— whatever worked for Cade would be good for him. 

“You getting out?” Cade asked. 

“Yeah. Hang on,” Reece said, elevating himself from the water. It sluiced down his body as his feet banged on the paving slabs surrounding the pool. 

Cade made no move toward the hot tub. Instead, he glanced at the diving board and crooked his finger at Reece. “Come here.” 

Reece did as instructed. His erection was weighty now that he was out of the water and his wet balls hung down against the top of his legs. 

“You know what would make this fantasy perfect?” Cade said, wrapping his hand around his own shaft. 

“Tell me.” 

“A blow job, right here in the garden. I’d remember it always, every time I’m mowing the lawn, pruning the shrubs or watering the flowers. I’d always look at this spot, right here, and think of you, with that beautiful mouth of yours around my dick.” 

Reece’s breathing increased and saliva pooled on his tongue. The thought of sucking Cade off here, in the open air, where anyone could just wander in, was as terrifying to him as it was making him horny. He glanced behind himself at the house. 

“You worry too much. I promise, we have the place to ourselves.”

“Are you sure?”

“As sure as I know I’m going to fuck your arse right after I’ve fucked your mouth.” He stepped up to Reece, placed his hands on his shoulders and exerted gentle but firm pressure.

Reece submitted to being forced to his knees. He folded them beneath himself and was glad that he was on grass and not the slabs.

Cade’s glorious cock was only inches from his mouth. He was holding it, sliding his palm up and down the shaft, shifting the skin a little and letting the domed glans peek out on each movement. 

Reece licked his lips.

Cade gave a small laugh. “Oh, boy, you’re hungry for it.”

“Yes.” Reece reached out and slid his finger through the deep slit. “I am.”

“Fuck, yeah, touch me,” Cade said, releasing his cock and putting his hands on his hips. 

He arched his back and thrust his pelvis forward, the tip of his cock butting up against Reece’s lips. 

Reece opened his mouth and took as much in as he could on a fast, hot glide. The taste of Cade was wonderful—beneath the swimming pool freshness was a dark, sultry flavor that screamed raw masculinity. 

Cade moaned, a long, drawn-out sound that grated up from his chest. “Ah yeah, like that, like that.” 

Reece grabbed Cade’s hip and held him tight. 

Cade put his hand over Reece’s and shifted it up to his chest so his palm was flat over his right pectoral. “Yeah, suck me off, suck me deep,” he moaned. 

Reece did just that, bobbing down and up, stuffing his mouth full of dick each time he did so. He created suction at the back of his throat, tugging the delicate end of Cade’s foreskin whenever he got the chance. 

“Oh, Jesus, yeah...” Cade moaned. 

Reece had his eyes tight shut, lost in the moment. Cade’s scent and taste was filling his senses. The veined ripples on his cock had his tongue busily reading them, an erotic map. 

“Keep going. You’re the best,” Cade said, sliding his fingers into Reece’s hair and bunching them so that he tugged on his scalp. 

Reece moaned around the dick in his mouth. He adored a bit of hair pulling. It pushed his buttons, shot desire to his cock and made his arse clench with the thrill of it. 

Saliva collected in his cheeks, soaking Cade’s cock and dribbling down from Reece’s lips to his chin. He didn’t care. On and on, he took Cade in and out. 

He dragged his teeth on Cade’s shaft, knowing it would be a dangerous and desperate sensation, especially as they hardly knew each other. 

“Oh, man, what the fuck are you doing to me?” Cade muttered. He shifted his hips away then forged his cock even harder at Reece. 

Reece took it all. He could beat down his gag reflex when he needed to. Blow jobs were a specialty and taking it deep, low down in
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