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Will and Blake are approaching their sixth wedding anniversary, and life is good. Their surrogate, Donna, is due to deliver their baby in three weeks’ time, and the two men can’t wait to become fathers. Boy, girl—it doesn’t matter. Their baby is going to be loved and adored.
Today is Will’s birthday, and Blake has plans to make it a very sexy and memorable one. Little do both men realize, the day will be memorable for an entirely different reason.

Happy Birthday - Part One

“Where are you?” Donna asked. Will’s phone was wedged up against his ear as he struggled to get the shopping bags into the boot of the car.

“At Tesco’s,” he grumbled. Donna laughed. She knew how much he hated grocery shopping. “His Majesty rings me from work and says he’s forgotten to get a few things for dinner tonight, and please, please, please would I go and get them?” He stared at the bags, all four of them. A few things? It looked to Will like the whole dinner was in there.

“Blake’s got you shopping for your own birthday dinner? How mean is that?”

Will wasn’t fooled. He could hear the laughter in Donna’s voice. “I suppose you think I should be grateful that he’s going to come home from a long day ordering people about in his little publishing empire, and then cook for me?”

Donna chuckled. “Well, we all know you do nothing but sit around on your arse all day, chatting on Facebook and pretending to write.”

Will growled as he closed the boot with a satisfying clunk. “I’ll have you know I was in the middle of my edits when he rang. I hate it when I have to leave off working.” He climbed into the driver’s seat.

Her loud guffaw rang in his ear. “Oh, come off it, you loathe editing!”

“You and I are going to fall out, big time. You know that, don’t you?”

Donna snickered. “Oh, I think my secret weapon will have you staying around for a while longer yet.”

Will sat behind the wheel and glanced around the car park. It was starting to get busy as people came out of work and did their shopping on their way home. “Secret weapon?”

“Er, yeah? I’m carrying your baby, for one. Well, yours or Blake’s. That’ll buy me an awful lot of leeway.”

Will had to smile at that. “How are you, anyway?” Donna was due in about three weeks.

Donna huffed. “Tired. And today I ache all over, for some reason.”

Will sat up. “Are you taking it easy? Do you need to see the doc?” There was a pause. “Donna?” His heart pounded. If there was something wrong....

“Will... stop worrying. Everything’s fine.”

“Are you sure? Do you need me to come over there and take you to the hospital? I can be there in fifteen minutes.” Never mind my stupid birthday—this is much more important.

Donna sighed into his ear. “You know, you and Blake can be a right pair of mother hens.” She chuckled. “I am absolutely fine. Now go home and let your husband fuss over you, birthday boy.” With a chuckle she hung up.

Will stared at the phone, his insides quivering. He took a moment to collect himself. Outside, the early June sunshine beat down on the shoppers as they went about their business, oblivious to the internal turmoil taking place inside Will’s head. Okay, so he had a tendency to overreact where the baby was concerned. And there’d been no reason to worry so far. It had been a textbook pregnancy. Donna was a wonderful surrogate who did her best to calm two nervous guys who were about to become fathers. In the beginning, Blake had tended to overreact to every little twinge, but as the months passed by, he’d grown more relaxed about the whole process. They both had—or so Will had thought. Yet here I am, worrying again.

Will closed his eyes. God, please help me to calm down about this. He and Blake were so excited at the prospect of becoming fathers. Will couldn’t wait to hold their new son or daughter in his arms. Neither of them had wanted to know the sex of their unborn child. Blake had given one of those grins that did wonderful things to Will’s insides and said that he wanted to be surprised.

A glance to his watch—three o’clock—and Will switched on the engine. It would be a couple of hours before Blake was home. Time enough for Will to get home, get the shopping packed away, and then do a little editing to take his mind off all this.

If there’s a problem, she’d tell us, he reasoned.

So now he could go home and enjoy his birthday. He couldn’t help but wonder if Blake had something up his sleeve.

Ooh, I hope so.

~ 0 ~

Will reached the main door of their apartment block and was about to put down the four plastic shopping bags whose handles were cheesewiring through his hands, when Dom came to his rescue. The doorman rushed to hold open the door for him and then stood aside to let Will through.

“Thanks, Dom, you’re an angel.”

Dom chuckled. “Yeah, some angel.” He looked down at his rotund form, his belly pushing at his dark grey shirt.

Will smirked. “You’re nearly wearing that uniform, Dom.” He put the bags down onto the floor.

Dom sighed. “The wife says I need to lose some weight, so she’s put me on this diet. Lots of salad, no potatoes, everyfin’ low fat.” He scowled. “Salad. I mean, do I look like a fuckin’ rabbit?”  Will chortled. Dom glanced wistfully at the shopping bags. “Suppose you’ve got somefin’ nice for yours and Blake’s dinner, right?” He gave Will a look full of longing. “Got anyfin’ tasty you could let me ’ave? A man can only stand so much rabbit food, and then he needs somefin’ more substantial.”

Will arched his eyebrows in amusement. “What did you have in mind?” He liked Dominic. The man was rough, sure, but a genuinely nice guy. He always had a smile for them when they walked through the entrance hall of the building. And it didn’t bother Dom in the least that Will and Blake were gay. He’d even bought them a bottle of Scotch as a wedding present.

“Any chocolate?” Dom asked hopefully.

Will shook his head. “Sorry, mate. Blake emailed this whole list of stuff for my dinner tonight, so I think it’s all needed.” He gave Dom an apologetic look.

Dom’s face broke into a smile. “Of course—it’s yer birfday. ’Appy birfday, Will!” He extended his hand and Will shook it. “Let me get the lift for yer.” He walked across and pressed the call button. Will picked up his bags and followed Dom to the lift. As the doors slid open, Dom pressed the button to hold them while Will got in. “’ave a lovely evening, Will, and give me regards to Blake.”

“I’ll do that, Dom. Thanks.” Will smiled as the doors closed smoothly. He chuckled to himself. Dom wasn’t usually that chatty. He got out at the top floor and put his bags down before searching through his denim jacket pocket for the key. As he opened the door, he realized there were noises coming from inside the flat.

Oh fuck... burglars?

He reached into his pocket for his phone, about to call the police—when Blake appeared in the hallway, dressed in his jeans and a T-shirt. Will sagged with relief. Then it hit him.

“What are you doing home? I expected you in a couple of hours.” Will picked up the bags and trudged into the kitchen, Blake following him. Will put them down on the worktop and swung round to face his husband who leaned against the tall kitchen cabinet. “And if you’re home at this hour, why get me to do the shopping?” He turned away, huffing as he unpacked the groceries. “It wasn’t as if I had nothing to do, y’know—my edits are due back with Beth at the end of the week.” Will was more than a little pissed off. He turned to face Blake once more, brandishing a cucumber. “This is my birthday, you know!”

“I hope that cucumber isn’t loaded,” Blake said with a wry expression.

Despite his annoyance, Will cracked a smile. Blake walked slowly across the kitchen, took the cucumber from his hands, placed it on the worktop and then took Will in his arms.

“It was supposed to be a nice surprise. I wanted you out of the flat while I got a few things ready,” Blake said soothingly, stroking down Will’s back.

That sparked Will’s interest. He pulled away. “What things?” He was trying not to let Blake’s caresses get him all worked up but he was failing miserably. His husband had only to look at him sometimes with those azure eyes of his and Will’s knees turned to jelly. God, he can still turn me on in a heartbeat.

“Well, let’s get the boring stuff out of the way,” Blake said as he opened the fridge and started loading it with Will’s purchases, “and then we can talk about my plans for you for this evening.” The sound of Blake’s voice as he uttered the word plans had Will’s cock stiffening. The two of them made swift work of storing everything. The bags neatly folded and placed in the cupboard, Will turned to Blake with a hopeful expression.

“So? What things?”

Blake waggled his eyebrows. He took Will’s hand and led him into the lounge. Will loved this room, especially when the sunlight poured in through the huge floor-to-ceiling window which overlooked the London skyline. Little had changed since he’d moved in, except that Blake had done some rearranging of his prints. Pride of place was now given to the beautiful print Dave Thurston had done from their photographic session for him. The client had been more than pleased with the results, but Will had been awed when the large sepia print had arrived, wrapped up carefully, from Dave’s studio.

It was the two of them, naked under a white sheet, Blake on his back with Will resting his head on Blake’s shoulder, both men gazing at each other. What Will loved was the look in Blake’s eyes. Never had he seen a camera capture such naked emotion. Blake’s love for him was there, for all to see.

“You haven’t spotted it yet, then.”  Blake’s voice was low and sensual.

Will dragged his attention away to scan the room. The bottle of champagne, chilling in an ice bucket on the table, two champagne flutes next to it? That wasn’t unusual. Then he saw. On the floor next to the coffee table was a duffel bag, looking careworn. It had been Will’s from his days as a rentboy, but it usually lived at the bottom of the wardrobe these days. The bag was their code for.... Ahhhhh. Will suddenly saw the light. And damn if his cock went from half-hard to granite in seconds.

He moved slowly across the floor to stand in front of his husband. He knew how the game went—they’d played this out many times in the last six years. Will reached out and stroked a single finger down Blake’s chest, watching as the muscles jumped when he caressed his abs. Then he let his finger stray down to where Blake’s erection was a stony outline in his jeans. Will lifted his chin to look into Blake’s eyes.

“So you wanted a rentboy?” Will grinned. He was more than happy to play along. It had been a long time since he’d done this for real, but playing Alec for Blake always resulted in a pair of happy, well-fucked men.

Blake caught his breath as Will—Alec—squeezed his cock gently, and then with increasing pressure. “Fuck,” he whispered hoarsely.

Will leaned in to kiss his neck, licking and sucking at the warm skin. “What brought this on?” he murmured against the silken skin of Blake’s throat.

“W-wanted one more time with Alec. In a few weeks our lives are going to change forever.” Blake’s voice was husky. Will loved that he could still put that tremor in Blake’s voice.

“Shall I continue?” Will asked, before tracing a line with his tongue up Blake’s neck to his ear.

“God, yes.” Blake pushed into his hand eagerly, hips bucking.

Will drew in a deep breath and then whispered, “Hi, the name’s Alec, and I’m all yours for the night.” He put his arms around Blake to draw him close. “So tell me, Blake, what would you like to do this evening?” He slowly licked the shell of Blake’s ear, feeling him shudder against him.

Blake reached around him to tug him closer, until their erections ground against each other. “I thought we’d start with some food,” Blake said with a gleam in his eye.

Will was a little disconcerted by his husband’s expression. Blake was up to something. “Oh?” He kept his voice even. “And what are we eating?”

“You,” Blake said huskily. Then he chuckled. “Well, we’re eating off you—you’re going to be our table for this evening.” He waggled his eyebrows. “But I’ll be feeding you,” he added with a wicked smile. “Because you’ll be in no position to feed yourself.”

“Why’s that?” Will bit his lip. This was a serious turn-on.

Blake caressed his arse, moulding his hands around Will’s cheeks and pulling him even tighter against his own erection. He licked a line slowly down Will’s neck to where his collar bone was just visible above his T-shirt. Will couldn’t contain the shiver that ran through him.

“Because you are going to be tied to the bed,” Blake said in a low voice that sent all the blood in Will’s body heading south. His nipples were hard little bullets under his T-shirt. A heady groan rolled out of him before he could stop it.

This was certainly going to be a memorable birthday.

~ 0 ~

Blake grasped the hem of Will’s T-shirt at the back and pulled it upward, sliding it over Will’s head and off his arms. Will shivered and Blake knew it was nothing to do with the temperature. He threw the T-shirt behind him and bent to lick at those tight little buds that simply begged for his attention. Will’s breathing hitched and Blake smiled against the lightly furred chest. He knew exactly which buttons to press. After nearly six years of married life, it was still a joy to make his husband tremble with arousal. Their sex life was rich and varied. He listened to straight friends who told of their dwindling love lives, and how they were lucky if they got to have sex once a week. They bore no comparison to Blake’s experience. A day didn’t pass without one form of intimacy or another: a lightning-quick fuck in the shower before Blake left for the office; blow-jobs that rolled into existence with all the suddenness of a summer storm; slow, lazy fucks on a Sunday morning; most precious of all, lingering make-out sessions on the couch which led to the bedroom, and went on long into the night and often into the next morning.

God, I love him. The thought crossed Blake’s mind every day.

“Oh God, that’s good,” Will sighed, his head rolling back as Blake flicked his nipples with his tongue.

“My feelings entirely,” Blake said softly as he traced a line down Will’s abs with his tongue, circling his navel and then laving the indentation until it was gleaming with saliva. Will quivered. Blake straightened and took Will’s hand. “This way to my bedroom, Alec.” He grinned to himself as he anticipated Will’s reaction to his birthday present. It had been a passing comment a few months back that had given him the idea. All he’d needed today was to get Will out of the flat for long enough to let the delivery guys in. They’d sat in the van, watching as Will had exited the building.

He knew the exact moment when Will saw his gift. His husband was rooted to the spot, his mouth open, eyes wide.

“Oh my God, Blake, when did you do this?” The awe in Will’s voice was recompense enough, but that was as nothing compared to the look in his eyes as he lovingly caressed the slender mahogany columns carved with ivy-leaves. White voiles were gathered at each corner, and the headboard was intricately carved with ivy. Across the foot of the bed was a polished mahogany shelf which could slide up the bed on wheels, perfect for breakfast in bed. “I always wanted a four-poster bed.” His voice was hushed. He turned to stare at Blake. “Oh babe, it’s beautiful.” His eyes glistened.

“I’m so glad you like it.” Blake stroked across Will’s back. “Look closer. What else do you see?”

Will walked to the head of the bed and peered at the columns. He laughed. “You’ve had steel rings fitted to the posts.” He fingered the rings, the leather shackles already attached, and then chuckled. “You’ve thought of everything.” Until today, they’d hung from a bedpost. Rarely a week went by without them being put to good use.

Will turned to face Blake, his eyes smouldering. “Now, how about I get back into character?”  He stroked down his chest, tweaking his nipples as he did so, until he reached his jeans. Will rubbed across the taut belly and slid his fingers under the waistband. Blake stood, mesmerized, as he watched Will play with his cock inside his jeans, and then undo the button, his gaze trained on his husband. Blake couldn’t take his eyes away from the slow, teasing performance as Will lowered the zipper and pulled the opening wide, revealing the dark curls nestled above his dick. Blake’s mouth watered. The man was fucking edible.

“Like what you see, Mr. Davis?” The breathless quality to Will’s voice had Blake’s cock rock hard.

“Oh yeah.” Blake stifled a moan as Will pushed his jeans past his slim hips until they were a puddle of denim around his ankles. Will kicked them off and then straightened, hand pulling lazily at the erect cock which rose up, pointing skyward. And all the time his gaze was fixed on Blake. “Oh, you’re a fucking sexy man.” Blake was hoarse with desire.

Will grinned. “Says you, the gorgeous man who stands there, his dick hard for me inside those tight jeans, that glorious chest hidden by a T-shirt.” His eyes flashed. “Take them off.” He tugged at his erection and Blake almost lost it there and then when he saw pre-come ooze from his slit.

Blake stripped off his T-shirt in one long, fluid movement, and then fumbled with his jeans. His cock was so hard it ached. The temptation to lower Will onto the bed and just take him was huge. But he had an agenda—not to mention a host of delicious goodies to spread all over that delectable body. At last he stood there, nude and aching, loving the appreciative look in his husband’s eyes.

“On the bed, Alec, now.” Blake’s eyes glittered. “On your back.”

Will gave him a sexy smile before climbing onto the beautiful bed and lowering himself to the mattress
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