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Thursday, February 3, 2011

Popham Street N1 is a typical street of
Victorian houses in Islington, north London, situated about two
miles north of Kings Cross station and four miles south of Karl
Marx's final resting place in Highgate Cemetery. The houses were
built at the turn of the 1900s to house the more prosperous
families of Islington and usually consisted of three stories with a
couple of rooms on each floor. Property developers seized upon
these houses with gusto to convert into apartments and it's in
number 58, on the second floor, that Hugo Brown and Ben Cavendish
share a rented apartment. They met about two years ago at a party
organized by someone they'd never met who had two friends
independently acquainted with Hugo and Ben who invited them along.
It was love at first sight across the living room floor and their
relationship took off within hours of that first meeting.

And while it's
yet another cliché, Hugo and Ben really do look like the dream
couple. Both are 26, tall and good-looking, but Hugo has the edge
with his lean, naturally muscular physique, wavy blond hair that
flops over his forehead and blue, come to bed eyes. Ben, on the
other hand, has short dark brown hair, gray-brown eyes, a
well-defined body and a six-pack that comes and goes dependent on
his attendance at the local gym. Sex is important in their
relationship but Ben invariably takes the lead, often to Hugo's
annoyance. He's also not as monogamous as Hugo would like him to be
although Hugo isn't exactly a stranger to erotic fantasies that
involve straying from Ben and the bed they share. Hugo also has the
trump card in the form of the more than generous proportions of his
penis, which Ben remains in awe of to this day and positively
worships.

Hugo's
background is that of the aspirational middle class: the bright,
golden-haired youth from a loving, caring family attending a minor
but decent public school, then Oxford University, and finally
ending up in the refined world of the Courtauld Institute, London,
where he's an assistant curator in fine art. In many ways, he's a
product of institutions, albeit the best institutions that England
has to offer. He isn't really remotely career driven; preferring to
go with the flow than rocking the boat, although a friend and
colleague at the institute named Alexander is always goading him to
make more of himself. Alexander is also hopelessly infatuated with
Hugo and never stops trying to get him into bed.

Ben couldn't
be more different. Born with a silver spoon in his mouth and a
family lineage that goes back centuries, Ben was destined for great
things simply because that's what was expected in his family.
Unfortunately for his parents, he rebelled in a big way when
attending Eton College and afterwards, and his family spent a lot
of time and effort extracting him from relationships that went sour
and business ventures that went bust. In the end, they more or less
gave up and his mother retreated to her usual solace of charitable
activities, religion and the Women's Institute. Sadly, her
charitable disposition doesn't extend to his sexuality, life style
or relationship with Hugo, despite the fact that meeting Hugo
helped to ground his excesses and get him a good job as an
advertising executive which suits his more extravert
personality.

But tomorrow
is probably the most important day of their life, as they're having
their civil partnership ceremony. It was Ben that actually proposed
to Hugo just a few months ago and the last few weeks have been a
flurry of organizing and rather more bickering than usual. Hugo
actually paid for an advert in The Times to announce their wedding,
although Ben was quick to point out that none of their families
would read it as they either read the right-wing Telegraph (Ben's
family) or the liberal Guardian (Hugo's family). That didn't go
down well, as paying for the advert used up the last of Hugo's
meager pay for the month.

"Oh God, I can't believe it!" exclaimed
Hugo. "We're actually getting married tomorrow!"

"Weird, isn't it," replied Ben. "All these
years of going on about gay lib and celebrating queerness and now
we're about to become hitched according to an ancient heterosexual
tradition."

"Well, you could at least sound a bit more
romantic about it!"

"Sorry, sweetie, it's just my pre-nuptial
jitters and thinking about relatives being there."

"Come here and show me your love again."
Hugo slid out of his pajama bottoms and lay back on the bed with a
coquettish grin and a growing erection.

"Isn't this against the wedding rules?"
asked Ben with a smirk.

"Doesn't the condemned man deserve a last
fuck before he meets his end?"

"Which end were you thinking of?"

"That depends on which one of us is going to
be the lady of the house."

"I think we know the answer to that,"
replied Ben, quickly removing his bathrobe and leaping on top of
his husband to be. They kissed and tongued and enjoyed the
sensation of their dicks growing between them. Ben raised himself
up and looked at Hugo's dick which had sneaked up his abdomen to at
least an inch past his belly button.

"Someone ought to write a book about your
dick," said Ben. "Perhaps it could be called 'The Adventures of
Hugo and his Humongous Penis'. With photos, of course, and perhaps
scratch n' sniff as well. And it would definitely have to be pop-up
too."

Hugo laughed. "So what adventures do you
have in mind?"

"Well, this, for instance," said Ben,
sinking his mouth onto Hugo's thick 10 inches until it disappeared
down his throat. He came up for air. "That's its disappearing
trick." He looked at Hugo's dick from the side. "And that's your
dick pretending to be a stalagmite or perhaps a rocket about to
blast off into outer space."

"What if it wanted to blast off into this
inner space?" asked Hugo, gently teasing Ben's anus with a
finger.

"I think I can do better," said Ben. He
licked a finger and pressed it against Hugo's opening. Hugo started
stroking the head of his dick which had oozed a drop of pre-come.
Hugo put his feet on his lover's broad shoulders and Ben eased his
dick into Hugo's smooth white ass. They looked into each other's
eyes and shared the feeling of intense desire. Hugo arched his back
and moaned with pleasure. They fucked with a much-practiced
combination of Ben's thrusts and Hugo's sinuous pelvic movements.
Without breaking the rhythm, Ben bent down and wrapped his lips
around the corona of Hugo's dick, tonguing and sucking the pre-come
that was still oozing. He felt Hugo's fingers exploring his
perineum and working their way downwards to touch the head of his
dick as he momentarily pulled out. Ben pushed back in and he felt
Hugo's sphincter contracting around his dick and knew he was just
seconds away from coming. Hugo's fingers grasped Ben's buttocks and
pulled him in as deep as he could go. Their simultaneous
ejaculations shuddered through their bodies and Ben swallowed every
drop of Hugo's spunk as his dick blasted its thick, milky juice
into his mouth.

"Wow, that was amazing," said Ben, licking
his lips. "Who needs a milk delivery when they've got your juice on
tap?"

"You're not so bad yourself, lover," said
Hugo, lying back thoroughly sated. "So what other adventures do you
have in mind for my dick?"

"Well, who knows what'll happen on our
honeymoon. I hear that Cape Town guys are very sexy."

"You don't mean a threesome?"

"Perhaps even an orgy."

"God, you're incorrigible."

"But you love me for it, sweetie."

The two of them fell asleep with limbs
wrapped around each other and lips touching, their dicks resting
happily until the next bout of lovemaking. Hugo was dreaming about
the ceremony, reception and their honeymoon in the warm sun of Cape
Town. Ben's dream was much the same but there was something
niggling in the back of his mind which made him uneasy.


Friday, February 4, 2011

Hugo and Ben are sitting down for breakfast,
still in their bathrobes, and are trying to synchronize looking
through various lists and other paperwork with eating mouthfuls of
muesli.

"Be careful, that's some milk you've just
dropped on my mother!" exclaimed Ben, brushing away a splatter of
milk that had landed on the seating plan.

"You think she'll turn up, then?" asked
Hugo.

"I know she's said some vile things about us
but I bet she won't pass the chance of a meal that she doesn't have
to pay for."

"God, she can be a cow."

"And with a bounteous supply of milk if you
can get on the right side of her."

"So what do I have to do to get on her right
side?"

"Appeal to her vanity, sweetie, and smile
your lovely smile."

"You mean, like last night?"

"Smile, yes; humongous erection, no. Now, to
matters in hand."

"I thought we'd moved on from my
erection."

They both laughed.

"So we're agreed the seating plan is okay
unless there are any no-shows?" asked Ben.

"Yes, it should be fine," said Hugo. "And
anyway, your best man should be able to take care of any last
minute changes unless he imbibes too much champagne."

"I wouldn't bank on that, sweetie, and he
might just pipe up and say he's the lawful impediment."

"What? Because you fucked him last
week?"

"Well, he is the ex who insists on being
resurrected from the grave."

"Don't we know," said Hugo with a withering
look. "Just because it was your stag do it doesn't mean you have to
shag the first thing you see on two legs."

"Do I smell burning martyr, dearest?"

"And you better have used a condom if you
want our sex life to continue unimpeded."

"Of course, silly. I may be a rutting stag
but I'm not that stupid."

They returned to their bowls of muesli.

"So what about the flight?" asked Hugo.

"We're all checked-in. It's BA0059 and
take-off is at 7:30 p.m. I managed to get us seats on the upper
deck, so there shouldn't be any screaming kids," replied Ben.
"Thank God your dad paid for business class seats."

"Yeah, at least he's not a stingebag like
your mum."

"That's a bit below the belt."

"Yeah, your ex would know all about
that region of your body."

They glared at each other momentarily before
taking a sip of coffee.

"And which terminal?" asked Hugo.

"Terminal 5," replied Ben, "and we can drop
off the car in short-stay parking."

"So nothing should go wrong."

"Unless one of us gets our knickers in a
twist. Speaking of which, we ought to get our glad rags on as the
car will be here to collect us in an hour."

They left the kitchen, Ben holding Hugo from
behind and pressing his dick against his sexy butt. They waddled
their way into the bedroom where their suits were laid out on the
bed. They stripped off their bathrobes and took in each other's
bodies.

"So this is the last time I'll see you naked
and single," said Ben.

"That's some thought," said Hugo, grinning
at Ben.

"Do we have time?" asked Ben, looking
hungrily at Hugo's huge dick that seemed to be reaching out like
some alien life form eager to make first contact.

Hugo looked down at Ben's dick which clearly
wanted to complete the greeting. "It's tempting, lover, but let's
wait until later. And anyway, it's said to be bad luck to have sex
on your wedding morning."

Ben shrugged and went into the bathroom for
his shower. Hugo double-checked the clothes laid on the bed.

"Okay, your turn now," said Ben, toweling
his hair dry as he came back into the bedroom.

Hugo stepped into the shower stall and
turned on the faucet, watching the threads of water emerge from the
shower head, streaming down his body over the lingering length of
his dick and then splashing to the floor below. He enjoyed the
attention that Ben gave to his dick but he'd never really seen it
as that special. He was amused by the idea of the book, though.

When Hugo emerged from the bathroom he saw
that Ben had finished dressing and was admiring himself in the
full-length mirror. Yes, he'll definitely do, thought Hugo. He went
up behind Ben, nuzzling his ass with his dick and kissing him on
the neck.

"God, you're gorgeous," said Hugo.

"You're not so bad yourself," said Ben,
running his hands through Hugo's damp hair. "Okay, time to put some
clothes on, Hugo Brown."

Hugo finished drying himself and slowly
dressed, aware that Ben was watching every move. Both had decided
to wear the same outfit of a gray Armani suit, white shirt and pink
tie, but Hugo would be the one who'd stand out in the wedding
photos, with his blond hair and languorous look giving him the look
of someone who'd just stepped off a catwalk. Ben wanted there and
then to take a photo of him as the Mapplethorpe model, with zipper
open and dick hanging down, but that would have to wait until
later.

They stood side by side looking at
themselves in the mirror: well-matched as a couple both in and out
of bed, but with their own individualities and idiosyncrasies. They
turned to each other and kissed.

"Will you marry me, Hugo Brown?" asked
Ben.

"You try stopping me, Benjamin Cavendish,"
replied Hugo.

The sound of the doorbell ringing stirred
them back into reality. They grabbed their wallets and door keys
and made their way downstairs to the waiting limo.

The limo they'd booked for the short journey
was from a company called ‘Camp Cars' who guaranteed to be gay
friendly and were well used to antics on the leather seats in the
back. The driver on this occasion was someone that Hugo knew from
taxi journeys to and from the Courtauld and he rushed to open the
car door when he saw them come down the steps hand in hand. Ben
could see net curtains twitching up and down the opposite side of
the street and he gave a queenly wave.

"Such a beautiful couple you make," said
Pieter the driver, tears brimming up and reaching dramatically for
a handkerchief.

Hugo thought Pieter looked rather splendid
too, as he'd dressed for the occasion in a double-breasted limo
driver's outfit complete with black tie and hat.

With his passengers safely strapped in the
back seat and tears mopped, Pieter set off for the short drive to
Camden Passage. Hugo and Ben had debated long and hard about the
venue for their ceremony. Islington Town Hall in Upper Street had
been the first option but they'd been put off by the warning on the
council's website that "ceremonies running over half-an-hour incur
extra cost" which gave them the impression of being cogs in an
assembly line. They eventually plumped to have it in Frederick's
restaurant in Camden Passage which was just a stone's throw from
Upper Street, but with the advantages of their ceremony being the
only one happening that day and everything occurring under the one
roof. They'd already met with the registrar who'd be conducting the
ceremony and were pleased by the positive vibes they'd picked up
from her which seemed at odds with what had been reported in the
press about a homophobic colleague.

They arrived at Frederick's exactly on time
at 10:30 a.m. for a preliminary meeting with the registrar and to
complete paperwork. This was after being greeted warmly at the door
by the manager and a glass of champagne put in their hands. Despite
the warmth emanating from everyone, their nerves were starting to
kick in and Ben was feeling distinctly queasy. Hugo seemed to sense
this and held Ben's hand while they were waiting for the registrar
to arrive. The door opened and she bustled in with her assistant,
beaming a smile that immediately put them at ease.

"Hugo and Ben, it's good to see you again.
This is my assistant Carly and she'll be making sure I don't make
any mistakes. Can we just confirm the words you've decided to
use?"

Hugo extracted some sheets from his inside
pocket.

"This is the format we'd like to use. It's
basically what we went through with you at the Town Hall with some
minor changes, but all the legal bits are still where they should
be." He handed the registrar her copy. She glanced through it and
then slipped the pages into plastic covers.

"That looks fine. As you know, I'll be
making an address to your guests and witnesses, which includes the
question about any lawful impediment. I presume that nothing has
happened since we last met that changes that?" She looked
inquisitively at Hugo and Ben.

"No," they said together after looking at
each other briefly.

"Excellent. Then I'll take you through your
vows. Don't worry about remembering the lines, as I'll say them and
then ask you to repeat them. If you make any mistakes just repeat
the word again. Following that, I'll ask your guests to stand for
the exchange of the rings. Do you each have rings or is your best
man responsible for them?"

"Ben has his best man and my sister is my
best woman," said Hugo.

"I like that," said the registrar. "Next
there's the declaration of your commitment which is essential for
the civil partnership to be valid. Finally, there's the signing of
the register and then your civil partnership becomes recognized in
law. So do you have any last minute questions?"

Hugo and Ben looked at each other and
replied: "No, we're ready."

As if on cue, Ben's best man, Jonathan,
stuck his head around the door.

"Sweeties, everyone's here."

"Does that include my mother?" asked
Ben.

"Even her," said Jonathan.

"Is she smiling?" asked Hugo.

"Almost," replied Jonathan, "but more of a
knowing smile, as if she doesn't really believe what's about to
happen and is expecting divine intervention to put things
right."

"That's my mother," said Ben. "I just hope
she doesn't insist on praying for our salvation half way through
the ceremony."

Jonathan handed the two of them a spray of
miniature white lilies which they put in their buttonholes. The
three of them followed the registrar and her assistant up the
stairs to the ceremony room from where they could hear expectant
chatter. The registrar went in first and Jonathan was instructed to
open the doors when it was time for Hugo and Ben to enter. They
smiled at each other and held hands like lovers on their first
date.

As the doors were opened and they walked in,
Hugo and Ben exchanged fleeting looks with their guests on either
side. Hugo's family had beaming smiles and his mother was already
dabbing away at a tear. Ben's family appeared rather more reserved
and his mother was looking straight ahead. Hugo noticed that Ben
had been looking at her and they exchanged a rueful smile. The
registrar smiled at them and commenced the ceremony:

"Good morning, ladies and gentlemen, my name
is Florence Josephs. Welcome to Frederick's for the civil
partnership ceremony of Hugo Brown and Benjamin Cavendish.

"The place in which we are now met has been
duly sanctioned according to law for the registration of civil
partnerships. You are here to witness the formation of a civil
partnership between Hugo Brown and Benjamin Cavendish. If any
person present knows of any lawful impediment to this partnership
they should declare it now."

There was a brief, pregnant pause and a bead
of sweat appeared on Ben's upper lip. The registrar continued:

"Hugo Brown and Benjamin Cavendish have
chosen to pledge themselves to each other by committing to a
legally binding contract. Hugo and Ben will now make their
vows."

Hugo and Ben turned to look at each other.
The registrar addressed Hugo first:

"Hugo, will you repeat after me: I choose
you above all others to share my life. I promise to honor this
pledge as long as I live. I call upon these persons here present to
witness that I, Hugo Brown, take you, Benjamin Cavendish, to be my
life long partner."

Hugo repeated the words, looking intently
into Ben's eyes, and somehow managed to get the words out
faultlessly despite his nerves.

The registrar turned to Ben:

"Now, Ben, will you repeat after me: I
choose you above all others to share my life. I promise to honor
this pledge as long as I live. I call upon these persons here
present to witness that I, Benjamin Cavendish, take you, Hugo
Brown, to be my life long partner."

Ben repeated the words but Hugo couldn't
help but notice that he seemed even more anxious than him. He
smiled at him to give encouragement.

The registrar smiled and said: "You may now
exchange rings."

Hugo's sister handed him the ring and he put
it on Ben's finger: "I give you this ring as a token of my love.
Wear it with pride and happiness now and always."

Ben then took the ring from Jonathan and
placed it on Hugo's finger: "I give you this ring as a token of our
love. Wear it with pride and happiness now and always."

"Please all stand for the declaration," said
the registrar. "Hugo, please repeat after me: I declare that I know
not of any legal reason why we may not register as partners in law.
I understand that on signing this document we will be forming a
civil partnership with each other."

Hugo repeated the words.

"Now, Ben, please repeat after me: I declare
that I know not of any legal reason why we may not register as
partners in law. I understand that on signing this document we will
be forming a civil partnership with each other."

Ben did the same.

The registrar completed the ceremony: "Hugo
and Benjamin, it is now my pleasure to tell you that you are now
partners in law. You may kiss each other if you so choose."

Hugo and Brown paused for a moment, then
smiled broadly and kissed each other firmly on the lips. Both would
have admitted afterwards that kissing each other in front of their
family and friends was really the best part of the ceremony.
However, there was one member of the happy gathering who was
neither family nor friend and uninvited. He'd dressed to avoid
recognition and slipped out as Hugo and Ben exchanged their kiss
and the tearful guests applauded. He wasn't moved to tears but he
was excited. He had arrangements to make. There was no doubt that
they made a very attractive couple. He was becoming aroused at the
thought of them in bed together.

Once downstairs for the champagne reception,
Hugo and Ben shook hands in turn with their line-up of guests,
exchanged long forgotten anecdotes and stories, and posed in
multiple permutations for the photographer. Despite the chilly
February weather, a feeling of warm affection permeated throughout
until anyone came into the vicinity of Ben's steely gazed mother.
Hugo thought it was particularly inappropriate for her to have a
cross ostentatiously on display around her neck.

The reception segued into the lunch and all
the guests sat down for the three-course meal which Hugo had
carefully planned to take into account all known dietary
restrictions. Hugo had decided his nerves would get in the way of
saying anything meaningful, particularly without the benefit of
PowerPoint, so only Jonathan and Ben were giving speeches. Ben, on
the other hand, felt entirely at home speaking in public and saw it
rather like pitching for an advertising campaign. It was the
Jonathan's turn first and he tinged a teaspoon on his glass.

"As many of you will know, Ben and I go back
a long way and if I wanted to I could probably make him very, very
embarrassed. I won't, of course, although there was that occasion
when he and a bellboy got stuck in an elevator in a New York hotel
after the elevator got confused about whether it was meant to be
going up or down with all the hot action going on." Everyone
laughed and Ben did indeed blush. Ben's mother looked horrified and
wondered what was coming next. "As you can see, they do make the
most handsome couple and you can see why Hugo was offered a
modeling contract when he was a freshman at Oxford. But the catwalk
wasn't his thing and he chose to strut his stuff academically,
which a certain Mr Sewell has been particularly delighted to
behold." This time it was Hugo who blushed. "But now that I've done
what I promised I wouldn't do by embarrassing them both and thereby
satisfying the esteemed tradition of the best man's duty, I'd like
to ask you to raise a toast to the happy couple: to Hugo and Ben
and to a long and happy life together. But please, don't have any
babies."

Glasses were raised: "To Hugo and Ben."

Ben stood up, looking less confident than
Hugo had expected. He squeezed his hand to give him
reassurance.

"That's a hard act to follow and I hope that
Jonathan appreciates his gift of a replica of the object that gave
Elton John so much pleasure." Half the guests laughed and half
didn't have the faintest idea what he was referring to. "Of course,
I'm referring to a golden... framed picture of Madonna... on stage
in New York and wearing Jean-Paul Gaultier." Ben's mother looked
affronted but everyone else laughed. "As Jonathan has said, Hugo is
a prince among men and I suppose I should be thankful that Mr
Sewell didn't come across him in the Courtauld Institute, as I'm
sure he'd have had a certain part of him pickled in Victorian aspic
for display on his mantelpiece." Very few of the guests had
first-hand experience of what Ben was referring to but most of them
guessed and laughed loudly. "And I promise that we won't be making
babies but I'll check before we head for Cape Town that Hugo has
been taking the pill."

Hugo laughed along with everyone else but
felt ill at ease about the stereotyping of his role in their
relationship.

So more champagne was consumed, promises
were exchanged to keep in touch with distant relatives, and the
time came for Hugo and Ben to return to 58 Popham Street and then
to drive to Heathrow for their evening flight to South Africa.
Pieter returned in the limo as arranged, loaded the trunk with
their wedding presents, and opened yet another bottle of champagne
as soon as the last photos had been taken of the happy couple and
Hugo's mother had wished them 'bon voyage'. They arrived back at
home just in time for a quick change and general turnaround but
certainly not enough time to have sex. They kissed each other
deeply and put the rest of their nuptials on hold until they were
in the hotel in Cape Town.

London Heathrow Terminal 5 gleamed
impressively in the late afternoon sun as Ben drove up to
departures. Bags dropped off, they went through the fast track lane
for their boarding passes and passports to be checked and then
joined a blissfully short queue to go through security. Ben passed
through unhindered but Hugo set lights flashing and he was
instructed to go through a walk-in full body scanner and then had a
very thorough frisk from a security guard. "It's that WMD in your
jeans that did it," Ben whispered just out of earshot of the guard.
The two of them giggled and headed in the direction of the South
Gallery lounge. This was their first taste of the business class
experience and they were momentarily in awe of the luxury on offer
which seemed a million miles away from cattle class at 3:00 a.m.
This impression was briefly dented by an obese Russian traveler
vomiting down her front just feet away from where they were
sitting, but once they'd moved away from the sight and smell and
had glasses of champagne in their hands, the club class equilibrium
was restored. The plane was boarding just as they arrived at the
gate and they joined the fast track queue. Climbing up the stairs
to the upper deck on the 747 added to the excitement of their
journey. Ben had pre-booked seats 63J and K, which was a pair of
seats facing each other with a reasonable degree of privacy,
although not to the extent that there was any chance of them
joining the mile high club.

Halfway through the dinner service an
announcement went out on the intercom: "We're sorry to interrupt
you, but British Airways and the crew would like to congratulate a
young couple, Hugo and Ben, on the upper deck, who are flying with
us this evening after having their civil partnership ceremony
today. We're sure you'd all like to join us in a toast to them if
you have a glass to hand." Rather sweetly, and totally
unexpectedly, Hugo and Ben heard a ripple of applause which seemed
to spread from the bowels of the plane upwards. They stood up in
their seats and gave little bows. A steward appeared and handed
them a bottle of champagne 'with the complements of the captain'. A
short time later, the captain actually emerged from the flight deck
and shook their hands. Hugo really couldn't think of a better way
of starting their legally sanctioned life together.


Saturday, February 5, 2011

The plane touched down just after 9:00 a.m.
As Hugo and Ben walked down the steps towards the entrance leading
to immigration, they could see Table Mountain with its fluffy
covering of cloud sinking off the edge into the brilliant azure
sky. Processing through immigration seemed endless, with the queue
of half-asleep visitors performing what seemed like a slow version
of the conga without the customary hands on waists. Ben tried to
hold hands with Hugo but it was the wrong time and place for a
display of their affection. After waiting for their bags to be
deplaned and delivered to baggage reclaim, they finally got to the
airport exit 60 minutes after landing and they then looked for a
taxi. The journey to the Nelson Lodge Hotel was brief and they were
dropped outside the grand entrance just before 11:00 a.m.

Too early to check-in, they left their bags
and went in search of a coffee on the nearby Kloof Street. Having
found a convenient deli, they sat opposite each other, sipping
their espressos, touching fingers across the table and rubbing legs
together underneath. Both became aware that their button flies were
in danger of popping open. As they stood up, Ben gave Hugo a look
of dramatic surprise and handed him a napkin to hold over his
heavily bulging crotch. Hugo blushed and giggled and briefly
considered ripping his jeans open.

In fact, Ben would have done precisely that
given half a chance. The nearest the two of them had come to airing
their sexuality publicly was last year while spending a weekend in
Amsterdam, in an unusual place which translated from Dutch as the
'Come Again Garden', but commonly referred to as the 'Come Garden',
on account of its policy of inviting single men and couples to have
al fresco sex and then leave biodegradable tissues on the ground to
nurture the grass and plants. But years of middle class
indoctrination and a thick mantle of respectability had made that
impossible for Hugo even when looking at Ben's near perfect
body.

Walking back to the hotel, they were both
aware of feeling extraordinarily horny and the bulging of their
jeans must have been obvious to anyone passing by. Indeed, Hugo did
get a few lustful looks when passing the Studio 91 entrance where a
gaggle of men where queuing to get in for their auditions. Arriving
back at the hotel, they were able to complete their check-in. An
immaculately dressed porter took their bags and escorted them to
room #202 on the second floor overlooking the pool and gardens.

Their immediate response on the door being
opened was to wonder whether they'd been given the wrong room, as
the show of opulence took their breath away.

"Wow!" exclaimed Hugo.

"Are you sure this is the right room?" asked
Ben.

"Absolutely, sir," replied the porter.
"You've been upgraded to one of our senior suites."

The porter left, leaving them to take in
their surroundings. Apart from a king size bed, there was an
adjacent lounge area with a three-seater couch and a large flat
screen TV. When Ben went over to look at it, he noticed that it was
displaying a message: "Many congratulations to the two of you. I
hope you enjoy your room upgrade. I'll see you later. M." Ben's
immediate thought was that this must be a message from Hugo's
mother.

"Come and see this, sweetie," he called to
Hugo. "Your mother paid for the upgrade."

Hugo went over and looked at the screen. "I
don't think it's her. I mean, why would she say something about
seeing us later?"

"Yes, you're right. Perhaps it's a secret
admirer of yours from Kloof Street."

They both giggled but Ben was still
wondering who 'M' might be.

"Lunch?" asked Hugo.

"Later," said Ben, bending down and putting
his face to Hugo's crotch.

"Okay, but let's shower first," said
Hugo.

The two of them undressed and went into the
vast, gleaming bathroom complete with a double power shower. Ben
was initially reluctant to use the bidet but relented and then
joined Hugo in the shower. They let the powerful jets of water
strip away the sweat and grime of the long flight and commenced
their first lovemaking as a legal couple, gently touching and
kissing. Partially toweled dry, they flopped onto the king size
bed, Ben astride Hugo and then Hugo on top of Ben. Ben looked
momentarily confused by this change of tactic.

"I meant what I said in the vows, lover,"
Hugo said. "I want us to share everything." He licked his index
finger and teased Ben's anal opening. He sniffed the finger and put
it to Ben's nose. "That's your smell."

Ben did the same to Hugo and they shared the
musky odor. "I prefer yours," he said.

Hugo's dick tensed. Ben savored the sight
and sensation of its length and girth, taking it in both hands and
stroking it slowly up and down. He bent forwards to lick the
opening and then around the thick rim, tasting some lingering
saltiness. Hugo's dick bobbed higher and a bead of pre-come emerged
from the tip. Ben sucked greedily and he felt a shudder go through
Hugo's body. A moan of pleasure escaped from his lips.

"My turn," said Hugo softly. They exchanged
places and Hugo allowed the head of his dick to pulse against Ben's
opening. Ben's dick bobbed expectantly and Hugo traced the length
with his tongue, feeling the veins distending under the built-up
pressure, and he then took in the entire length to the back of his
mouth and beyond. Ben sighed, and to his surprise, he felt Hugo's
dick entering him with only the slightest, momentary discomfort. He
leant back and allowed it to slowly fill him. Hugo bent forward to
kiss Ben, his dick still inside and throbbing against his prostate.
Ben lifted his body up until the head of Hugo's dick almost emerged
and then he lowered himself again. Hugo bent forward and the two of
them rolled over. Hugo slowly pulled out of Ben and then
immediately pushed back in with short, staccato movements. He took
hold of Ben's dick and matched his strokes with those of his dick.
Sensing that Ben was near to coming, he withdrew out and switched
to a 69 position. Hugo and Ben stroked and sucked greedily and they
were rewarded with fountains of creamy come.

"Wow," said Ben, "I didn't know being fucked
could be as good as that."

"Thanks, lover," said Hugo, "that was
amazing."

The two them lay back on the bed, utterly
spent, with the sheet entwined around their legs. There was a knock
on the door. Ben called out "Come in!" and a waiter entered
carrying a bottle of champagne and two glasses. "With the
compliments of the management," he said, hardly giving the naked
couple a second look before putting down the tray and closing the
door.

"Cute," said Ben.

"Very," agreed Hugo.

After showering and changing, Hugo and Ben
sat on their terrace enjoying the champagne and the view of the
hotel's tree-lined gardens.

"It's so peaceful here," said Hugo.

"But you know what happens behind bushes,"
teased Ben.

"No!"

"I promise. It's mentioned in the Spartacus
guide: a quick cruise followed by a lengthy afternoon tea with
cream cakes."

"You daren't!"

"Okay, I promise I won't."

Hugo and Ben walked downstairs hand-in-hand
to the restaurant for lunch. This display of their affection had
been Ben's idea and he'd persuaded Hugo to agree to this by saying
that he'd go on a trip to Robben Island if Hugo agreed to cast his
reserve aside for once. They'd dressed similarly in loose-fitting
white shirts and chinos and the impression created was of a
handsome, fashionable gay couple who'd every right to demonstrate
their love on the first day of their honeymoon. Indeed, as they
made their way to their allotted table, they turned the heads of at
least 75 percent of the guests and 100 percent of the male waiting
staff.

The next five days passed in a
well-choreographed pattern of lovemaking, indulgent meals in Cape
Town's trendiest restaurants and an assortment of touristic
activities, including going up Table Mountain and making the boat
trip to Robben Island. Although both agreed that the vast, flat
expanse at the top of Table Mountain was the most impressive thing,
a close second on Ben's list was the five minutes he spent ogling
the blond-haired operator of the rotating cable car there and back.
The fact that he seemed oblivious to being an object of lust only
made him more desirable in Ben's eyes. The trip to Robben Island
the following day did an effective job of denting Ben's ardor:
while Hugo saw something of a monastic simplicity in the eight feet
square cell with its steel bed, slit-like window and slopping-out
bucket, Ben was horrified by the idea of constraint and felt sure
he'd go crazy in such an environment.

Later that afternoon, and probably as a
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