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PICKING SOMEONE UP at a gay bar was not Patrick’s ideal method of meeting new people, but it had been far too long for him. 

Too long since he’d had the hot, smooth skin of a cock in his mouth. Too long since he’d felt the muscled body of another man against him.

He stood in a corner watching the men as they walked into the darkened, music filled room. To the left of him a group of blond men in their early twenties laughed and threw back Fluro-colored drinks. He lifted his beer and took another long swig. 

Patrick lived in the middle of the city, a hive of activity that offered every person any sort of distraction they could ever want. Yet he’d hauled his ass out to the furthest corner of what was still considered the suburbs, hoping he wouldn’t be recognized by anyone he knew.

He glanced back at the group of twinkies and considered one for a moment. He was young and thin, which wasn’t all bad. He had pretty blue eyes and was wearing a tight black singlet. 

He shook his head and let his hungry gaze wander once again. No, that’s not what he was looking for. He was particular, that was his problem. One of his many problems.

Out of the corner of his eye he saw a man approach, sky blue shirt clinging to his broad chest.

“Hey, man, how are you? Can I buy you another drink?”

Patrick turned and his gaze crashed into eyes as bright as the blue shirt the guy wore. Wow. His cock stirred beneath the fly of his jeans and he found himself self-consciously swallowing.

“Yeah, sure.” He chugged back the rest of his beer and followed the hunk back to the bar. The guy was of similar height and build as he, a hair over six feet and approximately two hundred pounds.

Maybe two twenty.

The gorgeous man smiled at him and that deep pull throbbed in his loins again.

“I’m Liam.”

He nodded back. “Patrick.”

He extended his hand and was thrilled when the hand that shook his was large, warm, and soft. Contractor’s hands made him feel like he’d been exfoliated all over for days after.

Liam held two fingers up to the bar tender and grabbed the cold beverages when they were slid across the bar without any money, or words exchanged. 

Strange.

“Wanna grab a seat?” Liam tilted his head towards the booths at the back.

Patrick nodded, saliva pooling in his mouth. This guy was more gorgeous than he’d first realized. Classic features, clean, smooth face, and ruffled brown hair that stood out in stark contrast to his bright blue eyes.

They slid into the booth and turned to look at each other.

“Been here before?” Liam asked him. 

Classic pick-up line.

He shook his head, and almost moaned as Liam’s hand slid over his knee. Presumptuous move, but hey, it was what he wanted. “You?”

Liam laughed and looked around the bar. “Yeah, I own it.”

He choked on his beer. He what?

“You’re kidding?”

Liam chuckled again. “Well, part owner. My uncle owns the other half. When we first set up he had the money and know-how to give me a hand.”

Patrick looked around the bar with fresh eyes and now that he wasn’t just scoping out the guys, he managed to notice the clean furniture, the good lighting, and the great music. Amazing how he hadn’t seen that before.

“What do you do, Patrick?”

Liam’s hand began to run up his thigh, and his cock throbbed, aching to be let out of its trap.

Patrick took a sip of his beer. What was the question again?

Oh, yeah... that’s right. This was the chit-chat part. “I’m a lawyer in the city.”

“Yeah? What sort of law?”

Liam’s hand was now inches away from his cock, stroking his upper thigh. His magical fingers were lighting a fire of pleasure along Patrick’s muscles.

Why were they talking work when all he wanted to do was bend Liam over and fuck the shit out of him? Heat flamed in his cheeks at the thought, and of the blazingly hot image in his mind.

“Ah...” He coughed to clear his mind from the gutter. “Commercial law, mostly.”

Liam chuckled again, running his hand back down Patrick’s thigh, away from where Patrick ached to feel it most.

“Where were you six months ago when I needed you? I so could have used your help when I was buying this place.”

Patrick smiled, looking into the bluest eyes he had ever seen. Fuck, he wanted this guy.

“Can we get out of here?” he surprised himself by asking.

Liam’s eyes grew hotter and they dropped to watch as Patrick ran his tongue over his lower lip, nervous as all hell.

“Right now?”

He nodded and grabbed Liam’s hand, forcing it to the rock-hard erection he had beneath his denim.

Liam groaned and rubbed his hand over Patrick’s aching balls.

“It’s a Thursday night so I’d better let my uncle know I’m leaving. My place or yours?”

A moment of alarm seized him. He couldn’t take Liam back to his place. “Your place, if it’s closer. I live in the middle of the city.”

And in the most homophobic building on the planet. No way could he take Liam home with him.

Liam smiled, withdrew his hand, and turned away. Patrick moved to slide out of the booth when Liam turned back to him, seeming to think better of leaving.

“Let’s see, shall we?” Liam asked just before he moved closer.

Hot lips pressed against his and Patrick’s eyes slid shut. This was what he had been missing!

Patrick moaned and slid his hands into Liam’s hair, pulling him closer as Liam’s big hands wrapped around his waist. His lips parted, welcoming the thrust of Liam’s tongue, dueling and parrying with it, unable to keep back the sounds of desire bubbling in his mouth.

It went on and on, their hands grappling over each other’s clothes in the tiny booth. When they finally drew back, it felt like they’d indulged in the longest make-out session ever, both of them panting heavily.

“My place,” Liam grunted, sliding out of the booth and walking over to the bar like a cowboy.

Patrick chuckled. He liked to think he was the reason Liam now walked with a true western swagger. 

Liam spoke a couple of words to the older man standing next to the bartender and grabbed the keys tossed across the counter.

Blue eyes turned on him and a shot of arousal coursed through his veins. The anticipation raised the air temperature around him to inferno level.

Liam flicked his head towards the door and Patrick got to his feet, his knees shaking slightly. He didn’t think he’d ever been kissed like that. Not with such passion, or finesse. 

They walked outside together, not touching, which was insanely hard to do. But Patrick was afraid that if he did reach out for Liam, they would be fucking in the car park within minutes.

“I live about two blocks from here, do you want to follow me in your car?”

He nodded, unable to form words. Liam’s nipples were hard and pressing against the thin cotton of his shirt.

Fuck he’s hot.

Liam opened the door of a nearby black RAV 4 as Patrick walked over to his black Merc and climbed inside. He turned the key in the ignition and followed Liam, his heart pumping a steady tattoo against his sternum the whole time.

They were there within minutes.

Patrick’s hands shook as he turned the car off, stepped out, and shut the door. His stomach clenched in arousal and nerves. It had been so long since he’d done anything like this.

“Hey, Patrick,” Liam called to him from the front porch of a small neat, brick home.

How quaint.

As they stepped through the front door though, he saw that there was nothing quaint about the interior of the house. There were black and white photos of naked men, artistically draped over furniture and motor bikes, on the walls.. A rainbow flag was displayed proudly inside the living room and yet, the furniture was all minimalist. Clean lines and basic colors.

Liam suddenly grabbed him by the shirt and tore, ripping the buttons off Patrick’s top and pulling it from his body. 

Turnabout’s fair play. He grabbed Liam’s blue shirt and ripped it the same way, using as much force as he could. The buttons popped off and the shirt gave way so that Patrick got his first glimpse of Liam’s chest.

Patrick knew he was built well, having spent a lot of time at the gym during his adult years and he ate right. But Liam’s body was so much better. Rock-hard and well proportioned, Liam had the chest, shoulders, and arms that any man would die to possess.

“You are so hot,” Patrick couldn’t help saying as he reached out and ran his hands over Liam’s large pecs, tweaking both small nipples between his fingertips. It might be cliché, but it was the damn truth.

Liam moaned as though Patrick’s touch lit him up on the inside. Then Liam grabbed him by the ass, hauling Patrick against his body.

“No, you’re hot.” 

Liam kissed with a passion Patrick had never experienced before. His lips, strong and sure. Patrick wrapped his arms around Liam’s big shoulders and gave everything he got. He nipped and licked, sucked and groaned.

Liam pulled back and reached for the button on Patrick’s jeans. “Top or bottom?” he panted, pulling at the buttons and pushing the denim down Patrick’s thighs.

Patrick’s cock rose against gravity, throbbing in relief at being freed from its confines.

“You do both?” Patrick asked, surprised. He hadn’t come across that very often in a man Liam’s size.

Liam smiled as though he knew the answers to all the secrets of the universe, then knelt down to undo the laces on Patrick’s shoes and pull his pants off his legs.

Patrick shivered―naked, and far too aroused.

“I prefer top, but I can.” Liam stood up and pulled his own dress pants down his thighs, kicking off his shoes as he went.

He’d been commando.

The biggest dick Patrick had ever seen in real life sprang up, pointing directly at him. Delicious. Long and perfectly poised. The large head glistened with pre cum and made Patrick’s heart pound with excitement.

Liam grinned, “But you know, I’d love to fuck your ass if you’d let me.”

Patrick couldn’t stop himself, he had to taste Liam’s cock. He dropped to his knees and took the beautiful, big head into his mouth.

Fuck, he tastes good.

Patrick sucked hard, loving the feel of the hot skin against his tongue. He began to move up and down on Liam, faster. He tasted so sweet and the sensation of Liam’s cock moving through his lips made his own cock pulse so hard.

Liam pushed a finger into his mouth and pulled him off, chuckling softly. “How long’s it been for you?”

Heat rose in Patrick’s cheeks, “A while, why? Was I that bad?” Embarrassment flooded him. How could he get something so basic, wrong?

Liam laughed and pulled him into his arms, rubbing his naked cock against Patrick’s.

“No, you were just sucking me like a man dying of thirst. We’ve got all night. No need to hurry.”

Liam took his hand and gently led him into a bedroom where black sheets and a red coverlet greeted him. 

Sexier than he’d expected, but still tasteful.

Liam pulled back the heavy blanket and lay down on one side of the bed, his smile a pure invitation to lust. “Come, suck me again.”

Patrick took a moment, just as Liam had recommended, and paused to take in the sights. Before him was a beautiful man and he wanted to enjoy it. 

For a moment he tried to remember how he’d enjoyed the impersonal fucks he’d experienced in the past. In uncomfortable cars. In dirty clubs. 

How could they compare to this? And their night had barely started.

Patrick crawled onto the huge bed and kissed Liam on the lips in thanks, before diving down and taking Liam’s beautiful cock back into his mouth.

“Oh, fuck yeah. Perfect.” Liam groaned as Patrick found a good rhythm, steadily sucking and licking the juicy flesh while squeezing the base of the shaft. He wrapped his hand tightly around it and began to feel the first tingles of fear. Liam was huge.

“Get up here so I can suck you too.” Liam said, tugging on Patrick’s hair.

A sixty-nine? Patrick let go Liam’s cock and looked up. “I’ve never done that.”

Liam stared at him for a minute then gestured with his hands. “Come lean over my face and let’s see who comes first.”

Challenge accepted.. Patrick couldn’t help the grin that spread across his face. Horny as hell because he hadn’t been sucked in months, he knew he wouldn’t last long.

He turned around and swung his leg over Liam’s head, who made happy noises in his throat.

“You’ve got a great cock,” Liam said as his hand encircled Patrick’s dick and squeezed.

Patrick moaned and bent forward, kissing the top of Liam’s purple head. “Not as good as yours.”

Patrick sucked as much of Liam’s cock into his mouth as he could, groaning as hot lips encircled him and sucked hard in return. He could have come right then.

Moaning low in his throat, Patrick enjoyed his own pleasure for a moment before focusing on Liam. He sucked hard and moved his hand, trying to bring Liam closer to climax.

Every time he did something new, Liam mirrored him. If he pulled harder, so would Liam. If he deep throated, so would his lover.

When Liam pulled back to suck Patrick’s aching balls into his mouth, he was gone. Heat raced up his spine and down his legs. There was no stopping it now.

He pulled his mouth off Liam’s cock and cried out. “I’m coming, fuck... I’m coming.” Patrick threw back his head and screamed when Liam’s warm mouth enveloped him as he came. Wet heat rippled around his shaft as Liam swallowed the seed that burst from him in hot waves.

He shuddered and convulsed, pleasure vibrating along every nerve cell
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