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2023 Top Ten Gay Romance

Edited by J.M. Snyder


Introduction by J.M. Snyder

Here are our best-selling gay romance stories
of the past year. You’ll find a number of new names alongside those
with whom you may already be familiar. I hope you enjoy them as
much as we do!

* * * *

The Wedding by T.J. Blackley

Roger

Roger was left reeling, as he watched
Vincent, one of his dearest friends, walk away from him at the
racetrack, the sound of his words still echoing in Roger’s
ears.

If you want Edward, you will have to ask for
him.

It was impossible, Roger decided, as he
forced himself to turn and make his way back to his spot in the
stands—his and Edward’s spot. Edward could not possibly love him.
Did Vincent think Roger had not looked? Had not obsessively
cataloged every expression Edward had ever had, when looking upon
Roger’s face, for signs of returned affection? Even the merest
scrap would have satisfied Roger, but he had never seen it. They
had been close ever since Roger’s father, Edward’s uncle, had
adopted Roger at ten years old, after all, and Roger had realized
his feelings only a handful of years later; he had had plenty of
time to make observations.

Roger had all but convinced himself that
Vincent, though clearly it was kindly meant, was utterly mistaken,
by the time he made it back to his seat. It was nonsense; Vincent,
newly married to his husband, Eiji, was seeing love everywhere,
even in places where it did not exist.

But then he caught sight of Edward through
the crowd, and Edward caught sight of him, his beautiful face
lighting up in that way that took Roger’s breath away. He looked as
though he couldn’t be happier to see anyone than he was to see
Roger, and some traitorous part of Roger’s heart said,
Maybe.

But he had always looked at Roger that way,
from the moment they had met as children, when Roger’s father had
taken him in, even before the adoption was finalized. Surely Edward
could not have loved him all that time. It was only friendship.
Edward loved his friends; he looked at Vincent the same way.

Didn’t he?

Roger picked his way through the throng,
pressed against the railing, until Edward could catch him by the
elbow and draw him to his seat. “You’ve come back just in time,”
Edward said brightly, leaning in close to be heard over the din;
close enough that his breath gusted over Roger’s cheek. “The race
is about to begin.”

He let go of Roger, leaving a burning brand
around Roger’s elbow where his hand had been, and they sat down
again. Their knees knocked together, and Edward repeated the
gesture purposefully, smiling at Roger.

Edward, Roger knew, had a horse in this next
race, his beloved Sharp Spear. Roger mustered up every ounce of
innocence that he had ever been assumed to have possessed, and
said, “Do you know, I can’t quite remember which beast I’ve bet
on.”

Edward saw through him, of course, as he
always did, and just roared with laughter, his cheeks dimpling as
his teeth flashed through his smiling lips. He slung an arm around
Roger’s shoulders companionably, giving him a little shake as the
sound of the opening gunshot ripped through the air.

Edward turned his attention to the horses,
his face going lovely and sharp with focus, but he left his arm
around Roger’s shoulders, and so Roger missed most of the race,
distracted by Edward’s scent in his nostrils: leather and mahogany,
rich and intoxicating.

Sharp Spear won her race, which Roger
discovered when Edward dragged him into an embrace, thumping him on
the back and shouting. Roger did his best to return the embrace
without giving himself away; he did not think he managed very well,
but Edward was still distracted by his victory, and thankfully did
not notice any awkwardness on Roger’s part.

“That’s my darling,” Edward said,
triumphantly, finally drawing away from Roger. His cheeks were
darker than usual, from his excitement, and his dimples were still
in firm effect as he grinned at Roger. “I knew she would not let me
down.”

Roger was spared having to respond by the
commotion on the tracks as the next race began.

The rest of the races were unremarkable, but
Edward, and thus Roger too, were still riding the high of Sharp
Spear’s victory as they collected their winnings from the counter
and eased their way out of the tracks with the rest of the
audience. “Ride home?” Edward asked, his mouth once again at
Roger’s ear to be heard.

Roger nodded, and Edward led him to his
carriage. It was much grander than Roger’s father’s carriage, but
Roger had ridden in it countless times, and its grandeur no longer
fazed him as Edward handed him up inside and joined him.

“How will you spend your winnings?” Edward
asked once they were on the road, leaning back against the carriage
wall, still in high spirits.

“I have some new novels on hold for me with
the bookseller,” Roger admitted, feeling his face heat as Edward’s
smile widened. “I’m afraid I’ve already spent my winnings, in some
respects.”

Edward looked at him fondly. “Of course,
you’ve gone into debt over novels,” he said. “The latest romances,
no doubt.”

Roger blushed deeper, rubbing a hand along
the back of his neck. “It’s foolish, I know.”

Suddenly there was a hand on his knee, and he
looked up to see Edward gazing at him, no longer grinning quite so
widely, but still with fondness written over his handsome, friendly
face. “Not foolish at all,” he said, his voice uncharacteristically
serious. “You are allowed your treats, Roger, and things that make
you happy.”

Roger stared at him, utterly caught out by
the tenor of the moment before Edward broke it with a wink. “You’ll
just have to marry rich, so that you never outspend yourself.”

“Do you have anyone in mind?” Roger heard
himself say, and Edward tipped his head back and laughed. If there
was a thread of desperation in that laugh, Roger was sure it was
just his imagination.

Roger’s father was out paying a call to
friends, when Edward dropped Roger at the door, so Roger supped
alone, a fact which, tonight, he was grateful for. Roger loved his
father dearly, and usually enjoyed their nightly conversations over
supper, but tonight he was glad to be alone, because it meant he
could slip up to his room early, without risking comment.

Roger usually made a concerted effort to
avoid indulging in his fantasies about Edward, both his romantic
ones and the ones that were less pure. But tonight, after spending
an afternoon pressed against Edward’s side and an hour in a
carriage with him, his scent and the heat of his body so close that
even now Roger still felt them, and especially with Vincent’s words
still echoing in his ears, stirring up all sorts of hopes and
wishes, there would simply be no avoiding it.

Roger undressed for bed slowly, taking care
with every button and cufflink, and let his mind wander.
Unsurprisingly, it brought him to an image of him declaring himself
to Edward, on one knee before the man he had loved since long
before either of them was properly men.

In his heart, Roger knew Vincent had been at
least partially correct—although Edward did not, could not
love him, at least not in the way Roger wanted him to love him, he
would never fault Roger for trying, if he ever grew brave enough to
make the attempt. Edward respected bravery, and he respected
Roger, too. Edward would be kind to him, when turning him
down, and would make every effort to remain just as friendly and
warm toward him after the awkward moment was over.

But Vincent seemed to think that Edward would
not turn him down; that he would, in fact, accept
him. What reasons Vincent thought Edward might have for not asking
for Roger’s hand himself, as would be his prerogative as the one
with the higher rank, Roger could not fathom, but as Roger
carefully undid his flies and slid his trousers down his legs, he
let himself imagine what might happen if Vincent were
correct, and Roger declared himself.

What would Edward do, if he loved Roger, and
Roger asked for his hand? Would he flush as Roger was now at the
thought, his dark cheeks turning darker at Roger’s words of love?
Would he bite his lip, the way he always did when deep in
thought?

Would he kiss Roger? Would he draw Roger
close, push a hand into his hair, and claim him as his own?

The thought made Roger’s knees weak with
desire and he sagged, catching himself on the bedpost as he lost
all sense of care about his clothing and kicked his trousers
away.

Roger had never kissed anyone before; he did
not know what a kiss was like, in truth; but the thought
Edward being his first kiss—his only kiss—was still enough
to make his head spin with wanting.

Roger clambered naked onto his bed, rolling
onto his back to stretch himself across the covers. He was already
aroused, just from the thought of a simple kiss from the man he
loved, and with a sense of giving into the inevitable, Roger let
himself sink fully into the fantasy.

Say Edward kissed him, and Roger somehow
managed to avoid flying into a thousand pieces at the merest touch
of his lips. Say Roger gathered the wherewithal to kiss back, to
cling to Edward’s strong shoulders as he had always longed to do.
Say Edward kissed him deeper, his mouth possessing Roger’s fully,
stealing his every breath.

What would come next? Despite his two closest
friends being the two loosest men in society, Roger had somehow
kept himself innocent enough that he was not entirely sure what
could come next, save the barest impressions and most basic
anatomical knowledge.

But Edward would know. Edward had bedded more
men than Roger knew about, he was sure, and Edward would know how
to move them from kisses to the things that haunted Roger’s more
fevered dreams. Edward would know how to take Roger in hand.

Roger’s hand wrapped itself around his hot,
aching flesh almost unconsciously, and he cried out at the touch,
secure in the knowledge that he was alone on the floor, his father
still out and the servants safely downstairs. His cry echoed around
his bedchamber and he let out another, stroking himself
carefully.

He did not touch himself often, but tonight
was for indulgence; his hand moved slow and torturous over his
hard, weeping cock as his body and mind recalled the feeling of
having Edward so close to him all day, the gust of his breath over
Roger’s ear reimagined into a more lustful caress, the arm over
Roger’s shoulders pulling him in to a kiss that turned deep and
devastating.

Roger’s desire splintered from that point on;
he was too ignorant in the ways of the flesh to resolve the feeling
into specific images, but the urges, and the feeling of his hand
moving over his cock faster and tighter as he drove himself on,
were decadent enough to bring him to a shuddering, abrupt
conclusion, his body turning itself inside-out all at once as his
breath and voice both caught in his throat.

Unwilling to release the feeling, Roger
continued to pull at himself, wringing every last drop of pleasure
from the encounter until it began to feel too painful to bear. Only
then did he let his hand fall away with a sigh, wiping it
regretfully on the bedcovers beside his hip.

His body felt loose and languid, his hot skin
prickling over his muscles as he came down from his peak. With a
private smile he imagined Edward there beside him, in a similar
state, pulling Roger into his arms to smile back at him, and kiss
him more tenderly, and whisper his love.

In the back of his mind Roger knew he would
wake in an hour or so, too cold without the covers over him and too
sticky without washing, but for now he could not bring himself to
move and risk jarring the fantasy. Instead, he spread his arms and
legs out wide, to embrace an Edward that was not, and never would
be, beside him, and let sleep take him gently.

He did wake, just when he predicted, and
ventured from his bed long enough to sponge the dried mess on his
stomach clean and pull on his nightclothes before drawing back the
covers and climbing under them. He had not dreamed, which he
regretted; he had hoped for a ghost of the memory of Edward’s
triumphant embrace, to keep him warm even as he slept.

“Are you alright?” Roger’s father, Joseph
Millbourne, asked him over breakfast the next morning. “You look a
bit peaky.”

“I had an interrupted night’s sleep last
night,” Roger said, cursing his face, which had always shown every
minor variation in his health on his cheeks. “It will pass once I
get my energy for the day.”

“Alright,” Joseph said, worried as
always—Roger had been a sickly child, and even now was a touch
weaker in constitution than his father, or his friends—but willing
to be easily reassured. “How were the races?”

“Splendid,” Roger said, buttering a piece of
toast and heaping jam upon it. “I won a few dollars.”

“Which you’ll give to the bookseller, no
doubt,” Joseph said, but he was smiling, so Roger didn’t blush
quite as hard as he might have otherwise.

He did pay a visit to the bookseller, trading
most of his winnings for the books he had asked to be reserved for
him, and took them home to place them into empty spots on his
bookshelves—of which there were vanishingly few.

He was deep into one of them when a knock
came on the sitting room door. “Lord Chesburn, sir,” said the maid,
and Roger stood to greet Edward as he came in.

“Oh, sit, sit,” Edward said, flapping his
hands at him as he came to take over the chair opposite Roger. “I
didn’t mean to make you get up.”

This was a long-familiar argument, and one
which neither of them seemed poised to win anytime soon. “It’s only
polite,” Roger said mildly, “even for those as close as we
are.”

“It makes me feel like a stuffed popinjay,”
Edward muttered, but he subsided as Roger did take his seat again.
“What are you reading?” Roger passed him the tome, his place marked
with a scrap of paper, and Edward flipped through it. “You’ll have
to tell me if it’s any good,” he said, passing it back.

“Taking a turn for the romantic in your
reading preferences?” Roger asked, not realizing his folly until
the words made his heart start to race. He forcibly quieted the
traitorous organ and kept his face clear of all emotion.

“I might,” Edward said, grinning, as though
he knew Roger doubted him. “Romance is in the air, after all.”

Roger frowned, confused even as Edward’s
words made his treacherous heart pound again. “How so?”

Edward’s face went through a complicated
dance of emotions, before settling on an airy dispassion that it
did not wear entirely convincingly. “Oh, this and that,” he said,
waving his hand. “There are always elopements and engagements this
time of year. And of course, there’s Vincent—”

He stopped himself, visibly attempting to eat
their friend’s name back into his mouth. He looked abashed.

Roger seized his chance. “Will you tell me
what happened between you two?” he said carefully. “It is only, I
find it dreadfully uncomfortable not to know, you two being my
closest friends, and he will not tell me either.”

Edward’s face sharpened suddenly. “You’ve
spoken to him?”

Roger blinked, taken aback at Edward’s sudden
energy. “Yes, we met at the races briefly, and spoke a bit before
he had to depart. Should I not have?”

Edward subsided, but Roger could tell it took
an effort. “No, of course not,” he said, with grace that appeared
ill-won. “He is your friend; of course, you may speak to him as you
wish.”

Roger waited, gazing Edward down, and
eventually the man shifted and said, “As for what happened between
us…I can’t imagine he’ll mind me telling you, but perhaps it
oughtn’t go beyond this room.” Roger nodded, and Edward went on,
“He went and fell in love with Matsui, quite against all his
plans.” Matsui was the unmarried name of Vincent’s husband, Eiji,
whom Vincent had married for business—Vincent had long sworn off
love, Roger remembered, due to his parents’ unhappy, tragic
relationship when he was a boy.

Oh, how romantic, was Roger’s first
thought, but he suppressed it, remembering the topic of their
conversation. “And this has…enraged you?” he prompted, when Edward
fell silent. “I cannot think why that would drive an estrangement
between you.” An awful thought occurred to him, and then another.
“Do you…You do not—that is, surely you would have said before they
married—”

Edward watched him stumble with increasing
confusion before understanding bloomed across his face and he
hastily said, “No, no, heavens no, I’ve no designs on Matsui. Or
Vincent, for that matter. No, nothing remotely like that.” He
sighed, leaning his elbows on his knees, and clutching his hands
together. “It’s only that Vincent has treated the poor man
abominably, and I cannot find it in myself to forgive him for
that.”

“Oh,” Roger said. His breath was still coming
quicker from his panic, and he took a moment to get it under
control. “I see.”

“Perhaps I was a little unfair to him,”
Edward said, seeming as though he were talking to himself more than
Roger, his eyes fixed on the fireplace over Roger’s shoulder. “But
it struck a nerve, you know.”

Roger did not know, in fact, but he could not
bring himself to ask for clarification. There were any number of
possible conclusions to be drawn from Edward’s statement, and Roger
suddenly found that he couldn’t bear to know which one of them it
was.

Edward stayed for dinner, and drew Roger into
an embrace before he left. This was twice now in two days that he
had done so, when Roger could count on one hand the number of full
embraces Edward had indulged in with him in the past year. Arms
over his shoulders, yes; casual touches, a cuff on the back of the
head, a gentle shake when Roger got off a decent quip, plenty; but
Edward and Roger had never been friends who embraced often, a fact
for which Roger was usually quite thankful. Touching Edward in any
way was a trial of self-control, after all.

Roger went back to his novel once Edward had
gone, but he could no longer focus on it, his mind instead swirling
around the morass of Edward, and Edward and Vincent, and Vincent’s
sins against his husband, and why Edward could not forgive Vincent,
when he and Vincent, so far as Roger knew, had never quarreled for
longer than a day in the whole of their friendship.

He knew they had been lovers, when they were
younger, and so he spent some time considering whether, despite his
words, Edward did harbor feelings for Vincent. But Edward
had never lied to him before, and he had flatly denied it, so Roger
put that aside, as did the prospect of Edward having feelings for
the newly-minted Eiji Pennsbury.

Could Edward have feelings for someone else,
and Vincent’s apparently cruelty toward Eiji wounded a newfound
romantic sensibility?

Vincent’s words from the day before swam
through Roger’s head again. Vincent, Roger knew in his bones, would
never have spoken to Roger about Edward’s supposed feelings if he
had not been certain of them, but just because Vincent was
certain did not mean Vincent was correct.

But where had Vincent gotten the idea? He had
been in the country for months before his brief return and fight
with Edward, and Roger did not have the sense that Vincent had
suspected Edward’s feelings before his marriage. There must have
been something that happened after his wedding that made him
believe as he did. But Roger had no idea what it might have
been.

Roger’s wonderings kept him occupied through
the whole of the afternoon and evening, and he only managed to
shake them off with difficulty the next morning. He’d dreamed, a
low, hot dream that lingered; clearly his preoccupation had gone on
long enough, and it was time to put it aside, as he had so many
times before.

He even managed it, for four whole days—until
the next time he saw Edward again. It was not a personal visit, but
a party; a dinner gathering given by someone or other higher in
society, which Roger had only netted an invitation to on the
strength of his relationship with Edward. He wouldn’t have gone,
but Edward had asked him specifically, and Roger had never had the
heart to refuse him anything.

Edward was busy socializing—the demands on a
marquess’ time at an event like this were numerous and, Roger knew
from Edward’s complaining on former occasions, quite taxing—and it
took Roger less than half an hour to determine that he had been
asked to come solely so Edward would have a friendly face to look
to in between conversations with people he liked less, but was
duty-bound to talk to. Every time Edward moved from conversation to
conversation, he sought Roger out, to throw a face at him or roll
his eyes, and waited for Roger to laugh or smile before moving
on.

Warmth filled Roger’s chest when he realized,
and a sort of buzzing took over the back of his mind. Damn
Vincent—his assumptions about Edward’s feelings for Roger wouldn’t
leave him alone. He and Edward were friends, and cousins by
law; it made perfect sense that Edward would find comfort in his
presence, and seek him out.

But, the devilish voice in the back of
his head that now sounded an awful lot like Vincent purred, what
if it meant more? What if Vincent was correct, and Edward
sought Roger out because he loved him?

It was impossible, Roger told himself
savagely, mustering up another smile for Edward as he passed
between a countess and a baronet. Unthinkable. Edward loved Roger
as a friend, as family, but as a lover? It could not be. It was
not.

Roger watched with a roaring in his ears as a
man—a young man he did not know, with a handsome face and the sort
of elegant smile Roger had only ever dreamed of—put a casually
intimate hand on Edward’s arm, and Edward all but snatched his limb
away, throwing Roger a panicked look. Something, some shell of
doubt and self-protection that had encircled Roger’s heart until
now, cracked open, leaving the organ bare and beating faster in his
chest than it ever had before.

It was still early in the party—it was still
early in the day—but Roger could bear it no longer. He fled
the house, barely stopping to give Edward an apologetic look and
receive a concerned nod in response. No doubt Edward thought him
suddenly unwell; it had happened before, and Edward had never
begrudged his early departures.

And after all, Roger thought hysterically as
he sat in his father’s carriage as it took him home, was he
not unwell? Was not the sudden realization that his closest
friend, the man he loved more than anything, loved him back, cause
for a certain infirmity?

He could think of no other reason for that
look on Edward’s face, for the fact that he had looked at Roger at
all in that moment, let alone with sudden worry, as though Roger
would have been upset. He was upset, but Edward would have
had no reason to know that, unless he was thinking of Roger as
another man made a pass at him.

And Roger was tired, suddenly, and yet
not suddenly at all. He had carried his torch for Edward for
years—almost two-thirds of his life—and he was bone-weary of trying
to hide it. Vincent had seen, and it had felt like relief after a
lifetime of carrying heavy things around; even if Roger was wrong
and Edward did not think of him that way, perhaps Edward knowing
the strength of Roger’s feelings would feel like relief, too.

That Roger’s mental state would be visible on
his face only occurred to him when he walked into his house and his
father looked up, alarmed. “A slight headache,” Roger lied, to
forestall Joseph’s inevitable concern and questions. “I think I’ll
retire early.”

“Of course,” Joseph said, still looking
worried. “I’ll have a tray of supper sent up.”

Roger didn’t eat it, beyond a few mouthfuls
of bread to make sure he didn’t faint. He spent the night
ricocheting between his armchair, the edge of his bed, and the
corner of the room, moving frantically and feverishly, as though
through motion he could excise his excess feeling.

For, of course, now he would have to
say something. And Roger did not know if he was brave
enough.

He slept, some, falling under a little after
midnight, and waking with the dawn. The sleep had done him good; he
was no longer frantic, although still nervous, and still unsure of
what, exactly, he would say.

He was no longer panicked, but his mind would
not stay put in his head, for all that. He dressed almost in a
daze, unable to focus on his clothing beyond making sure it all
matched and had no holes, or to care overmuch.

If Edward wanted him, it would not matter
what he wore.

Edward’s townhouse was a mere twenty minutes
away by foot, but Roger did not trust himself with the journey and
called the carriage, taking a moment to be grateful that his father
had not yet risen, and therefore could not ask questions. Edward
would be awake—the man was an early riser, a fact for which Vincent
had never refrained from teasing him—but Joseph Millbourne did not
share his nephew’s tendencies in that regard.

Roger spent the carriage-ride attempting to
compose a speech, something that would convey the depth of his
affections—of his love—without frightening Edward with their
violence, but by the time the footman handed him out at Edward’s
door, he knew it was useless. He would just have to improvise, and
trust to destiny.

If Edward wanted him, it would not matter
what he said. All that would matter would be that he said
it.

Edward, true to Roger’s prediction, was at
the breakfast table when Roger found him, clad in a bright green
dressing gown that set off his skin, and a rumpled white
undershirt. He looked up as Roger entered the dining room, his
beautiful smile spreading across his face at the sight of him.

How had Roger ever doubted that this man
loved him?

“Why, Roger!” Edward cried, gesturing to the
seat next to him; true to his principles, he did not rise. “What on
earth brings you here so early in the morning? I was worried when
you ran out last night; I assumed you were unwell.”

Roger gaped at him for a moment, and then
said the only thing he could think to say: “Marry me.”

Edward blinked, rearing his head back in
shock. “Edward, marry me,” Roger went on, groping his way down the
table until he could drop to one knee in front of his dearest
friend.

Edward was blinking owl-eyed at him, his face
a picture of confusion and, blessedly, a strain of hope that Roger
recognized with a hopeful surge of his own. “Edward,” Roger said,
taking his friend’s hand in both of his own and kissing it. It was
the first time his lips had ever touched another person, and it
made his head swim. “Marry me,” he repeated, looking up at Edward
again. “Please.”

“Roger,” Edward breathed, and Roger knew he
had been right, and Edward did love him, just from the tenor
of that one word: his name. “Roger, you cannot mean it—”

“I have never meant anything more in my
life,” Roger said. He was still clutching Edward’s hand, but Edward
had made no move to free it, as he had his arm from the man last
night, so Roger kept hold of it. “Marry me, Edward; please, say you
will.”

“I don’t understand,” Edward said wildly,
still staring at Roger as though he had never seen him before.
“What has brought this on?”

“I love you,” Roger said, and Edward
shuddered as though struck by lightning. “I love you, Edward, I
have since we were children, and Vincent said you loved me
back, and that you would not mind if it was me asking
you, and I have barely been able to think of anything else
since.”

As it had the last time they spoke of the
man, Edward’s face sharpened again. “You spoke to Vincent about
me?” he asked.

Roger brushed this aside. “At the races, as I
said. But that is not important, Edward; he was just the catalyst.
Edward, please say you’ll marry me.”

There was a pause as Edward stared at his
face, and then: “You cannot love me,” Edward whispered, looking
lost and desperately confused, still. “You cannot, I would have
seen…”

Despite his denial, that thin thread of hope
was still present in his face, and Roger understood the situation
in a flash: for the first time in their lives, Edward needed Roger
to be brave for him. And so, Roger put one hand on Edward’s
cheek, feeling the fine grain of his stubble under his fingertips,
and pressed their mouths together.

That, thankfully, seemed to do the trick;
Roger would have been at a loss for what to do next if it hadn’t.
Edward reacted instantly, reaching for Roger in turn and adjusting
the fit of their mouths together, and oh, Roger had been
right—Edward did know what he was doing; he did know just
what to do with Roger.

The kiss lingered, Roger’s heart pounding in
his ears and racing through his veins. He scraped his fingernails
across the line of stubble under his hand, and let out a soft noise
of surprise when Edward trapped his lower lip between his own.

Finally, they broke apart, but not for longer
than a moment before Edward was in his arms, dropping to his own
knees on the carpet before Roger and flinging himself upon him.
Roger caught him, held him close, tucked his nose into Edward’s
short-cropped hair and breathed in the scent of him in a
mind-whirling spin of contentment.

Edward needed to be held for a long time, and
Roger happily obliged, until he noticed that Edward’s shoulders
were shaking. Roger pulled back to look at him, and sure enough,
there were tears in his eyes—but his face was beatifically happy,
happier by far than Roger had ever seen him before. Roger’s heart
squeezed and then began to gallop—he had put that look on
Edward’s face.

“I never thought,” Edward murmured, pressing
his forehead to Roger’s. “Oh Roger, my darling, I never, never even
dreamed…”

“You haven’t answered me yet,” Roger pointed
out, grinning when it made Edward burst into sun-bright
laughter.

“Yes,” Edward said, and his smiled faded to a
happy ghost of itself in the seriousness of the moment. Roger, too,
sobered, stroking his thumb along Edward’s cheek again. “Yes, I
will marry you, and it will be the best thing I ever do,” Edward
murmured, and then there was nothing at all Roger could do but lean
forward and take his lips again.

Roger could have kissed Edward forever—the
combination of his soft lips, the gentle puff of his breath against
Roger’s cheek, and the shape of his scalp under Roger’s fingers
when he cupped the back of his head was incredibly drugging, more
potent and delicious than any wine Roger had yet tasted—but
eventually Edward pulled away, to hover an inch from Roger’s nose
and allow them to catch their breath.

“Have you eaten?” Edward asked eventually,
and Roger clung to him as he tried to remember how to speak.

“I don’t remember,” he said honestly, after a
moment’s thought, and Edward laughed, pulling away further to
stand.

“That means you have not,” he said, offering
Roger a hand off the floor. Once Roger was standing and they were
at eye level again, he looked a little shy and asked, “Have
breakfast with me?”

Roger’s chest, which he’d thought couldn’t
get any warmer, was swept with another flush of heat and love. “I
would love to,” he said, and allowed Edward to help him into the
chair at his left hand.

Edward rang the bell and called for another
plate for Roger, and while they waited, he, still shy, lightly
touched the back of Roger’s hand. Roger instantly turned his hand
over and caught Edward’s, suddenly nervous that if they weren’t
touching, it might all be undone.

Roger’s plate appeared, with a fresh serving
of eggs and toast, and Edward ladled a few sausages from his own
plate onto Roger’s. “Eat,” he said, smiling at him. “You mustn’t
vanish on me.”

Roger obediently went to pick up his fork,
realized it would mean releasing Edward’s hand, and awkwardly
grasped it in his left. Edward let out a low, beautiful chuckle and
released his right hand; Roger reluctantly transferred the utensil
over and began to eat.

For a few minutes there was only the sound of
their eating, and then Edward said tentatively, “May I ask…”

Roger hastily swallowed his mouthful of
toast. “Ask anything.”

Edward inexplicably flushed. “It’s just, you
said…since we were children?”

Now it was Roger’s turn to blush. “Yes,” he
admitted. “I think I was about fourteen when I first realized.”

“Fourteen,” Edward echoed, looking suddenly
devastated. “So long.”

“When was it for you?” Roger asked, smiling
helplessly when the question made Edward refocus his gaze on his
face. “When you realized that you…”

He trailed off, unable to say it, but
thankfully Edward picked up the trail. “That I love you?” Roger
nodded, feeling as though he could have cooked the eggs on his
plate on his cheeks. “Five years ago,” Edward said softly. “It was
five years ago.”

“So long,” Roger echoed. “What made you
realize?”

Edward gave an elegant shrug. “It was not one
thing in particular, I think,” he said. “More, I looked at you one
day, and realized that looking at you brought me joy, of a type I
had not felt before, as did speaking with you, and merely existing
around you. The rest became obvious in time.”

“That’s it exactly,” Roger breathed.
“Joy.”

They smiled at each other for a moment, and
then Edward cleared his throat and broke their gaze, with some
visible effort. “What exactly did Vincent say to you?” he asked,
picking up his last piece of bacon and crunching it. “I must know
exactly what I am to thank him for.”

Roger, feeling daring, stole Edward’s coffee
cup and took a sip. Edward beamed at him. “He told me that if I
wanted you, I would have to ask for you, for you would never
speak,” Roger said, putting the cup back down in front of his own
plate. “He would not break your confidence and speak of the true
nature of your feelings, but he encouraged me to tell you of my
own.”

“Impossible man,” Edward muttered, but Roger
could see he was fighting a smile. “Impertinent to the last.”

Roger picked up his fork, put it back down,
and asked, somewhat more hesitantly than he meant to, “Why would
you not? Speak, that is.”

Edward sobered all at once, lifting his hand
to cover his cheek and one eye. “I suppose we would have had to
speak of it at some point regardless,” he muttered, seemingly to
himself. He lowered his hand and looked at Roger almost
beseechingly, as though what he was about to say might make Roger
change his mind. “I held my tongue because…well, you know my past,
better than anyone save Vincent,” he said, still gazing
entreatingly at Roger.

For a moment Roger couldn’t think what he
could possibly have meant, and then it clicked into place—his past
lovers, of course, and how foolish indeed—and he grabbed for
Edward’s hand, now sitting on the table between them. “Oh, Edward,”
he said, his heart breaking a little in his chest for all their
lost time. “I don’t care about that, not one bit.”

“Don’t you?” Edward asked, looking crushingly
relieved.

Roger shook his head firmly. “Not a bit,” he
repeated. “In fact, I find it rather convenient.”

“Oh?” Edward’s eyebrows lifted.

They had wandered into dangerous territory.
Roger’s head was still rather lightly seated on his shoulders from
their kisses; he had to be careful not to talk himself into
throwing himself bodily at Edward—his fiancé, now—here at the
table. “One of us ought to know what he’s doing,” he said, a little
breathlessly. “God knows it won’t be me.”

Edward’s eyes flashed dark for a moment,
making Roger’s blood run hot in his veins. He lifted Roger’s hand
and pressed a kiss to his knuckles, then turned it over, nosed his
cuff slightly out of the way, and pressed another kiss to the
inside of his wrist.

“Oh,” Roger breathed, utterly floored. He
could feel a little dampness on his wrist, where Edward’s lips had
touched him.

He was saved throwing himself into Edward’s
lap, propriety be damned, by the housekeeper coming in. Edward
dropped his wrist as if burned, and Roger pulled it back toward
himself, coughing to cover his desire to sing with happiness.

“Will you come with me to speak with my
father, once you’re dressed?” Roger asked, once he had ahold of
himself again. It was clear neither of them would eat any more, and
he couldn’t bear the thought of parting from Edward so soon. “To
tell him our news?”

Edward smiled at him, wide and stunning. “Of
course,” he said. “Give me five minutes to make myself presentable.
Did you come over in your carriage?” Roger nodded. “Then we’ll take
that back,” Edward said, rising from the table. “Five minutes,” he
repeated, and left the room almost at a run.

He took nearly fifteen minutes to dress,
which Roger had predicted, but soon enough they were tucked into
Roger’s father’s carriage on the swift ride back to the house he
shared with his father. Not for much longer, Roger thought
to himself, and a wild rush of happiness swept through him.

Joseph Millbourne had roused himself, in the
time Roger had been gone, and broken his own fast; he was fully
dressed by the time Roger pulled Edward into the study alongside
him, and watched them enter with a bemused expression. “There you
are,” he said, sounding pleased to see his nephew. “What brings you
here so early, Edward? Roger, did you fetch him for something? Have
I forgotten an appointment?”

Roger shook his head and looked to Edward;
Edward looked back, his eyes wide. It fell to Roger to speak. “We
have…we have news, Father,” he said, stumbling a little over the
words.

Joseph’s forehead creased. “Good news, I
hope?”

“Yes,” Roger said in a relieved rush. “Yes,
the best news.” Joseph gestured for him to go on. “I have,” Roger
started, and then all at once it seemed too big to say, in mere
words. He took Edward’s hand, and one of Joseph’s eyebrows lifted.
“I have asked Edward for, for his hand,” Roger managed to say. “And
he has accepted me.”

He was suddenly deathly afraid. Now that he
had Edward, he could not give him up, he would not, not for
anything, but if his father disapproved…

He needn’t have worried. Joseph took a moment
to look absolutely stunned, and then his habitual smile, crooked
and wide, spread across his face. “Truly?” he asked, looking
between them.

“I know I ought to have asked you first—”
Edward began, sounding as nervous as Roger had just felt, but
Joseph cut him off.

“Nonsense, my boy,” he said, coming toward
them to put a hand on each of their shoulders. “Roger has never
needed my permission to do anything, let alone marry, and anyway he
says he asked you, so you didn’t get the chance.” He
looked between them again. “You two are happy with this?” he asked.
“You love each other?”

“Yes,” Edward said, giving Roger a glance
that Roger could feel on his cheek even without looking back. “I
do.”

“As do I,” Roger said, giving Edward’s hand a
squeeze where he was still holding it. “Very much.”

Joseph beamed at them. “Then that is all that
matters,” he said. He leaned forward and kissed first Roger, and
then Edward on the forehead. “Congratulations, my boys,” he said,
squeezing their shoulders. “This is, indeed, the very best
news.”

Roger felt Edward sag next to him, with the
same rush of relief weakening his own knees. They allowed
themselves to be chivvied into two armchairs, and Joseph thankfully
did not comment when Roger refused to let go of Edward’s hand,
although he did look frighteningly like he was about to coo at
them.

“Have you thought of any details yet?” Joseph
asked, once they were all seated and settled. “When you want the
wedding to be, and where, and so forth?”

“Soon,” Edward said immediately, and then, as
if embarrassed by his urgency, said, “That is, I would like it to
be soon.”

“As would I,” Roger assured him. Edward gave
him a grateful look. “I know it will take time to arrange
everything, but perhaps in the early days of the new year?”

“I can arrange that,” Joseph said. “I’ll
speak to the parson and see what openings he has in early January.
Assuming you do not object to our church as a location,
Edward?”

“Not at all,” Edward said. “To be honest, it
does not matter to me where we marry, only that we do.”

Joseph did coo at that, and Roger had to
restrain himself from joining in. “Very well,” Joseph said. “We’ll
sort the date out with the parson, and then start on the rest of
the details.”

To Roger’s surprise, his father’s eyes misted
over. “It will be strange, not having you here in this house with
me anymore,” he said, when Roger made an inquiring, concerned
noise. “But that is an old man’s folly. You were never going to
stay forever, and if I am to part with you, at least it is to one I
already love as my own son.”

Now Roger was tearing up, and he looked at
Edward even as he groped for his father’s hand. Edward, too, had
tears in his eyes, and took Joseph’s other hand when he reached out
for him. They sat in a circle together, holding each other, and
Roger had never felt more loved than he did in that moment.

* * * *

Edward

By the time Edward took Roger’s mouth in
their wedding kiss, they had only shared a little under a dozen, in
the two weeks since their engagement. Uncle Joseph had been
remarkably decent about giving them at least a moment alone every
day, but sometimes they had better things to do than kiss in that
time, even though if someone had asked Edward even a month ago, he
would not have valued anything as more important than
sharing a kiss with Roger.

Ten kisses, and none of them had been like
this, the kiss where Roger took him—wayward, loose Edward,
always to laugh with and never to take seriously—to husband. Edward
could feel his own tears in his eyes and Roger’s tears on his
cheek, as they sealed their vows and were knit together
forever.

His lips were damp, when they finally pulled
apart, bound together now as married spouses. He licked them almost
unconsciously, seeking for another taste of Roger, and saw Roger’s
eyes track the appearance and movement of his tongue, just as
unconsciously.

They hung together in a breathless moment,
which was only broken by Vincent’s hands coming down on Edward’s
shoulders to pull him into a backward embrace. Roger laughed and
accepted an embrace of his own, and then Uncle Joseph clapped them
both in his arms as well.

“My boys,” he murmured, and Edward felt his
throat choke up once more.

There were more embraces, from their gathered
friends, and Edward had the distinct pleasure of watching Roger
totally lose his composure when finally introduced to Vincent’s
husband Eiji. Edward was not lost enough to his own happiness not
to worry that Roger’s enthusiasm would be painful to Vincent, but
when he looked at Vincent, their friend was still smiling.

Edward put his hand on Roger’s back,
unwilling not to be touching him for a single moment, and murmured,
“It is time for dinner.” Roger stopped his flow of words to beam at
Edward, and Edward, beaming back, said loudly, “I must say, getting
married makes one heartily hungry,” to a round of laughter.

Vincent joined them in their carriage back to
what was now their townhouse, but Edward could honestly say,
later, that he paid his dearest friend not a whit of attention.
There was too much of Roger to look at, too many new expressions
playing across his face, too much love pouring out of his new
husband to take in.

Uncle Joseph took what was now his carriage
alone, and met them at their house for a meal that was almost too
rowdy for acceptability, the hour being what it was. It was a
small, intimate meal, just the newlyweds, Uncle Joseph, and
Vincent, and only a very little wine, but Edward felt drunk enough
on his husband, on the pride in his uncle’s face, and on the
strength of his reunion with Vincent. The latter two were
indulgent, and Roger matched his energy easily, clearly as thrilled
with the day as Edward was; together, the four of them passed a
happy meal indeed.

“Come,” Vincent said finally, when the food
was gone and they ran into the risk of running late for the ball.
He stood and said, “Let us change, and give the newlyweds a moment
alone. Just one moment, mind, or we really will be late.” Edward
made a face at him, at which Vincent just laughed, and then stood,
offering his hand to Roger.

His servants had laid their suits for the
ball out in what was now their bedroom, and they were on the
bed, waiting to be changed into, but the moment the door closed
behind Roger he was in Edward’s arms. Edward seized his mouth in
their dozenth kiss, hungry and sweet. He cupped his hand around
Roger’s jaw and licked his husband’s lower lip—the first time one
of their kisses had gone even so far.

Roger moaned and clutched at him, kissing him
harder. Encouraged, and still high on the joy of finally having
this man as his spouse, Edward licked again at the seam of his
lips, encouraging them open.

Roger groaned again as Edward’s tongue
touched his own, and the sound went straight to Edward’s groin,
weakening his knees as it traveled down his body from their lips.
Roger cupped his hand around the back of Edward’s head, scratching
lightly at his scalp, and when the kiss ended, murmured, “I want
you.”

Edward let out a harsh breath, fighting down
the urge to say damn the ball and never leave this room. But
he would never hear the end of it from Vincent, if he gave in. “A
few more hours,” he murmured back regretfully, stroking his
fingertips against Roger’s cheek.

Roger kissed him again, and stepped closer,
pressing his body fully against Edward’s. This had the consequence
of making both aware of the slight growth in Edward’s trousers that
was the result of their kisses.

Edward froze, but Roger, to his surprise,
looked almost delighted. “May I?” he murmured. Edward didn’t have
the slightest idea what he might be asking permission for, but he
was not in a position or of an inclination to deny Roger anything,
and so he nodded.

His surprise mounted when Roger stole a hand
between their bodies, leaning away slightly to make room. The backs
of his fingers brushed lightly over Edward’s bulge, and then he
turned his hand and cupped it fully, with the barest hint of a
squeeze in his grip.

“Oh,” Edward exhaled in a punched breath. For
a moment he was not sure if he was more aroused or more
surprised.

Roger, when he could focus again, was smiling
at him. “You look as though you’ve just had a realization,” he
said, sounding amused. His hand was still cupping Edward’s
erection.

Edward had had a realization. He had
dreamed of kissing Roger for years, and when Roger had asked for
his hand, he had vaguely thought there would likely be a
consummation of their marriage, but…“I think, until this moment, I
did not realize that you had, and have had…” He trailed
off.

Roger raised an eyebrow. “Had what?”

“Lusts,” Edward admitted.

Roger’s smile shifted into a grin and he
brought his free hand to touch Edward’s face. “Did you think me an
innocent?” he murmured. His kiss to Edward’s mouth was anything
but; he trapped Edward’s lower lip between his teeth and drew it
out. “Pure as the driven snow?”

“More fool me,” Edward said hoarsely, as
Roger’s fingers flexed around his rapidly-increasing cock.

Roger, blessedly, removed his hand to throw
both arms around Edward’s neck for yet another kiss. “Oh, my love,”
he breathed. “The nights I’ve spent with my hand around myself,
imagining it was yours.” A groan ripped its way out of Edward’s
throat and he seized Roger’s mouth again, his tongue no longer
tentative and gentle in its pursuit of Roger’s. Roger kissed back,
inexperienced still but hungry. When they parted again Roger
went on, “I’d have put my fingers inside myself too, if I’d figured
out how to make it pleasurable instead of painful. Oh, Edward, I
dreamed of you so often.”

“I’ll teach you,” Edward promised. His voice
was still raspy with lust. “I’ll teach you everything that feels
good, my darling.”

Roger bit his lip. “My father asked, last
night, if I’d managed to glean anything about what happens on a
wedding night between two men, or if I wanted him to tell me,” he
said. His eyes were dark and glowing, bright and full of love and
lust. “I told him I had some idea, but as for the rest, I wanted
you to be the one to teach me.”

“I’ll teach you,” Edward said again, gentler.
He ran his fingers through Roger’s hair, doing his best not to muss
it. “I’ll teach you everything, I promise.”

Roger bumped his forehead against Edward’s.
The mood had changed from dangerous heat to sweetness, and Edward
took a moment to drink it in.

“Turn around,” Roger finally said, a soft
smile on his face. “I will not be able to keep my hands off you if
we watch each other change.”

Edward nodded. “We’ll save something for
tonight.” Roger favored him with a loving look before stepping away
to tug at his collar and turn his back to Edward.

They managed only to be a few minutes behind
Vincent and Uncle Joseph at the front door. Vincent threw Edward a
look that said that he had many suspicions about the causes of
their delay; Edward just raised an eyebrow at him until he
grinned.

Dancing with Roger, on the afternoon of their
wedding, was a transcendent experience. They had danced before, but
only ever as friends, neither of them taking it seriously—or, in
retrospect, they pretending not to take it seriously, so as not to
betray their feelings to the other. But today, Edward could sweep
Roger into his arms whenever he liked, and both knew exactly what
it meant, as did the crowd of their friends, acquaintances, and
loved ones. Each step, each twirl and spin and promenade, was a
sign of their love for each other, and even when they danced with
others, their eyes were never far from each other.

The dancing lasted well into the evening, but
it could not last forever, and, knowing what was to come when they
made it to their wedding bed, Edward could not bring himself to
want it to last forever. He and Roger saw everyone off,
ending with Vincent and Eiji, and then finally, finally,
Edward handed Roger into their carriage and took him home, for them
to finally be alone, without deadline.

Roger’s hand crept into his during the ride.
Edward pressed his thumb to the pulse in Roger’s wrist, feeling it
jump at his touch and then settle, still elevated from their
dancing and his anticipation, but steady and strong.

It had been hours since they had eaten
anything more substantial than a canapé, and the servants had laid
out a cold spread for them. Edward made himself eat at a reasonable
pace, but he could see his own impatience mirrored in Roger’s eyes
as he did the same.

Finally, Edward could take it no more, and as
soon as they had eaten enough that they likely would not faint, at
least, he and Roger pulled each other out of their seats and up the
stairs to their bedroom.

Roger shut the door behind them, pressed his
forehead to it briefly, and turned to Edward, saying, “At last.”
Edward opened his arms to him, and Roger stepped into them and
caught his mouth in a kiss that tasted of wine and chicken and
joy.

“Are you tired?” Edward murmured, when
Roger’s lips finally fell from his. “We can go to sleep.”

Roger shook his head, his arms tightening
around Edward’s. “No,” he said firmly. “I’ve waited for you long
enough. Unless you are tired?” he added, looking concerned.

Edward laughed and shook his head. “Not
remotely,” he said.

Their kiss this time was deeper, and more
intense; once again Edward introduced his tongue into Roger’s
mouth, and tasted Roger’s whimper as he swept it along the roof of
Roger’s mouth.

They ended the kiss with both of their eyes
closed, and Edward whispered, “May I see you?”

He felt Roger’s nod against him, and opened
his eyes to see Roger blinking at him heavily. “Only if I may see
you as well,” his husband murmured, and Edward felt his whole body
go hot.

They stepped away from each other, each of
their hands going to their own clothing. Edward had bared himself
before many a lover in his time, and had thought himself immune to
embarrassment, but as he undid the final buttons of his shirt and
shrugged it from his shoulders, he felt himself heat under Roger’s
open, devouring gaze.

He lost his nerves almost immediately,
however, for Roger followed suit by dropping his own shirt to the
ground, and Edward saw his first glance of the chest he had so
often dreamed about. Roger was well-formed, not overly muscled but
neither overly thin, his skin a healthy pink with a fine forest of
hair on his chest, the same walnut brown as the hair on his head.
There was another trail of it leading down his stomach into his
trousers, which he was rapidly undoing under Edward’s gaze. Edward
hastened to follow, fumbling with his flies in his excitement.

Edward kept his eyes on his own legs until he
was completely bare, and only then let himself look up at Roger.
Roger’s legs were of the same build as his chest and arms, but oh,
his cock—it was sizable, and already half-hard, a darker
pink than his chest, and Edward wanted nothing more than to take it
into his mouth and suck him dry.

He dragged his gaze up to Roger’s face to see
Roger staring at him in much the same manner, mouth agape. Edward
stepped forward and Roger startled, his eyes flying up to Edward’s
face as he stepped forward to meet him. They met in a crash,
Edward’s hands cupping Roger’s face to drag him into a kiss that
left all their previous ones in the dust. Roger’s hands found his
bare shoulders, and after a few long moments of kissing, one of
them slipped low, sliding along the curve of his lower back until
it rested on the swell of his ass.

Edward broke the kiss at that point; if he
hadn’t, he would have had Roger there on the floor, and his husband
deserved better than that for his first time. For their
first time.

He took Roger by the hand and drew him to the
bed, drawing his knees up to sit atop them as Roger arranged
himself on the duvet. “You mentioned you had some idea of what
happens now,” Edward said, trying desperately to keep his voice
steady and reasonable. “What would you like to happen between us
tonight?”

Roger looked at him so adoringly that Edward
could tell he knew his struggle. “Tell me my options,” Roger said
softly, taking Edward’s hand in his own. “I want to make an
informed decision.”

Edward swallowed, his mind instantly
presenting him with a visual catalog of all the things they could
do together. “You could take me,” he began, “or I could take you.”
Roger’s cheeks grew darker, and Edward forced himself to go on
rather than throw himself at the man. “We could use our mouths, or
our hands, or our thighs,” he said. “Or combine them; we need not
do the same exact things to each other, after all. I could be on
top, or you, or we could be on our sides, chest-to-back or facing
each other. There are,” he swallowed again, “options open to us.
Almost a whole world.”

Roger’s cheeks had never recovered their
paler shade, remaining a dark pink. “All of those sound…enticing,”
he said, and Edward was gratified to hear that his voice was as
hoarse as Edward’s throat felt. He looked down, biting his lip, and
then, with an effort of will that made Edward’s heart throb with
love and admiration, forced his gaze up to meet Edward’s. “When I
dreamed of this night,” he said, “it was of you taking me. I want
that, if it is not too basic an idea.”

Edward could not help himself; he leaned in
and stole a kiss from this beautiful, brave, perfect man who had,
somehow, married him., just that morning. “Not at all,” he said. “I
would love nothing more.” Roger let out a long, unsteady breath, as
though he had truly been nervous that Edward would reject him. “But
first,” Edward murmured, and Roger’s eyes snapped to his again, his
hand flexing in Edward’s. “I wondered if you might let me…indulge
myself.”

“How?” Roger asked, and then held up a hand,
forestalling Edward’s explanation. “No,” he said, seeming surprised
at his own daring. “Do not tell me.” His eyes flashed dark and
suddenly lustful again. “Show me.”

Edward placed his hand on the side of Roger’s
head and tilted him until the side of his neck was exposed. He
leaned in and sucked a kiss there, relishing Roger’s surprised cry,
and then sat back up. “Lean back against the pillows, my darling,”
he murmured, “and spread your legs.”

Roger scrambled to obey so quickly that
Edward almost jumped. He had to bite back a chuckle at his own
expense, which was not difficult when Roger spread himself across
the duvet and, with a deepening blush across his chest that Edward
wanted to taste, shyly spread his legs, revealing a cock that was
hard enough to stand proud from his belly.

Edward wanted to taste that dark red skin,
and now he could. He raised off his knees and crawled up the bed,
until his hips were between Roger’s thighs, that delectable cock
pressed against his abdomen—Roger moaned at the pressure, and
Edward felt it twitch—and bent to smear his mouth along Roger’s
collarbone.

The taste of Roger’s skin burst on his
tongue: sweat, salt, and something that tasted remarkably like
cinnamon. Edward licked him again, relishing the drag of his chest
hair on his tongue, and mouthed his way down to one nipple.

He kissed it, and Roger jolted, his hands
flying to the back of Edward’s head as a surprised, “Oh!” burst
from his lips. Edward sucked his nipple between his lips and laved
it with his tongue, grinning to himself when it stiffened beneath
his attentions, his areola pebbling delightfully.

Edward loved on his husband’s nipple until
Roger was moaning continuously and twitching under him, and then
switched to the other side, dragging his nose between his pectorals
until he could wrap his lips around his other nipple. “Edward,”
Roger breathed, his nails scratching at the nape of Edward’s neck,
and Edward took pity on him and left it, instead opening his mouth
and letting his tongue wet a path down Roger’s stomach into that
trail of hair that had so taunted him before.

Roger was panting by now, his hands tight on
Edward’s shoulders as Edward carefully nosed around the base of his
cock to dip his tongue into the crease of his thigh. Roger’s thighs
were smooth and unblemished, covered in dark hair, and Edward began
sucking a mark into one of them, holding them apart with his hands.
He could feel them trembling in his grip, and once again grinned
around a mouthful of Roger’s flesh.

“Edward, Edward, Edward,” Roger was
whispering when he resurfaced. His nails were digging holes in
Edward’s shoulders, and his eyes were screwed shut. His cock was
almost fully hard, and beginning to leak from the tip. Edward could
deny himself no longer; he gently took hold of Roger’s shaft in one
hand and licked the precious fluid from his slit.

Roger’s scream was high and thready, and
Edward looked up to see him fall flat on his shoulders, his hands
covering his face. Edward began to kiss down his shaft, his other
hand still holding Roger’s thigh open. He kissed down to the root,
then tongued a wet trail back up and took Roger’s head between his
lips.

He tasted divine, still sweat and cinnamon
but now with an even saltier layer overtop, slightly bitter and
exactly to Edward’s tastes. He hollowed his cheeks and slid his
mouth further down, moaning as Roger filled his mouth to
perfection.

There was a muscle in Roger’s thigh that was
twitching in time with Edward’s sucking. He dug his fingers into
the meat of his leg and Roger groaned. Edward flicked his eyes up
to see that Roger had pushed himself up onto his elbows, his chest
a gorgeous arch between them. His head was hanging back so Edward
could not see his face, but he could hear him, agonized moans and
grunts and hissed breaths that filled Edward’s ears like the
sweetest symphony.

Edward let himself sink into the rhythm of
sucking cock, mindlessly cataloging everything that made Roger moan
and twitch. His hand on Roger’s shaft pumped him slowly, coming up
to meet his lips as far down as they could go and then sliding down
to his base.

Roger’s sounds began to build, and his hips
started thrusting, short and shallow attempts to get his cock
further into Edward’s mouth. Edward slid his hand from Roger’s
thigh to his hip, pressing down until Roger subsided, and then slid
it down, giving Roger’s testes a teasing brush before slipping even
further back to stroke his perineum.

“Oh,” Roger cried, the shout sounding
ripped from his throat. “Edward, I—I’m, I’m going
to—Edward—”

Edward sucked him harder, took him deeper,
and at the same time sent his questing finger further back. He
hadn’t gotten out the oil first, and he did not want to free his
mouth even long enough to use saliva, so he just pressed the pad of
his finger against Roger’s entrance, the barest pressure, but it
was enough—Roger screamed and spilled into his mouth, his body
jolting as his cock pulsed a spray of hot, bitter fluid onto
Edward’s waiting tongue.

Edward swallowed it all, not letting a single
drop slip away from him. He removed his finger from Roger’s hole
and gripped both of his hips in his hands, sucking him until Roger
whimpered and scratched at his shoulder.

Only then did he pull off and look up. Roger
was gazing down at him, dumbstruck, his pupils completely blown and
his mouth agape. His cheeks were bright pink, as were his neck and
chest, and Edward had never seen anything more mind-bendingly
arousing than the sight of his beloved darling in the
afterglow.

Roger reached for him and Edward crawled up
his body again. He hesitated, unsure if Roger would want the taste
of himself, but he needn’t have; Roger pulled him into a deep kiss,
for the first time sending his own tongue between Edward’s lips,
seemingly in pursuit of every drop of himself still on Edward’s
tongue.

They kissed for a long time, Roger languid
and Edward still frantic, until Edward had to pull away and pant
into Roger’s neck. Roger stroked his short hair, his other hand
petting Edward’s shoulders until he had ahold of himself once
more.

“That was…” Roger said breathlessly, when
Edward looked at him again. Roger smiled shyly, shrugging one
shoulder. “I did not know it was possible to feel that good,” he
finished, his tongue stealing out to wet his lower lip. “Already
you have blown past all my expectations.”

“Do you still want me to take you?” Edward
asked. His throat was raspy now from work as well as lust, and to
his delight Roger shuddered at the sound of his hoarse voice.

“Yes,” Roger breathed, reaching up to caress
Edward’s face. “Yes, Edward, more than anything. I want more, I
want you, all of you that I can have.”

“All of it,” Edward promised, putting his
hand on Roger’s chest. “You can have all of me, my darling
Roger.”

Roger’s eyes fluttered shut and he pulled
Edward into another kiss, this time sweet and almost chaste. “I
like when you call me your darling,” he whispered against Edward’s
lips.

Edward smiled. “Then I shall do it often, my
darling,” he whispered back, and began to kiss down Roger’s jaw and
up behind his ear.

Roger shivered, and Edward hummed happily
into the skin just under the hinge of his jaw before laying one
more kiss there, and then pulling away.

He kept his nightstand well-stocked.
Regretfully rolling away from the heat of Roger’s body for a
moment, he rifled through the drawer and emerged with a bottle of
oil and a clean, dry cloth. He heard Roger’s breath hiss as he
removed the oil from the drawer and set it carefully against one of
the unused pillows.

Roger’s color was high, when Edward turned
back to him, and his eyes were dark. Without speaking he opened his
arms to Edward and Edward threw himself atop him, allowing Roger to
pull him into a kiss that started hungry and only became deeper as
they continued.

“May I?” Roger murmured against Edward’s
lips, and Edward, in no better position to deny him than he had
been the last time Roger asked it, nodded. Permission so granted,
Roger pushed Edward onto his back and looked down his body to where
his erection, unflagging after all this time, stood waiting for
attention. Edward looked down as well, just in time to see Roger’s
long, elegant fingers wrap loosely around his length, and the sight
as well as the feeling drew his groan from his throat.

“Oh,” Roger breathed, stroking up Edward’s
cock gently. He looked up at Edward’s face; his own was written
over with delight and a certain aura of awe. “For me?”

Edward cupped Roger’s chin, brushing over his
cheek with his thumb. “No one else,” he swore, and Roger kissed
him, sudden and frantic.

“Take me,” Roger breathed against his chin,
“take me, Edward, I’ve waited long enough.”

He gave Edward one more languid stroke and
then, blessedly, let go before Edward shot off in his hand. Edward
urged Roger onto his back, picked up the bottle of oil, and crawled
back down Roger’s body.

Roger parted his legs for him easily,
although Edward could see a hint of nerves in the set of his jaw
and the tremor of his stomach. He kissed the inside of Roger’s
thigh to make him look down, and when he caught his eye, said, “I
will never hurt you, Roger, my darling. I swear to you.”

Roger let out a breath, and the tenseness of
his abdomen eased somewhat. “I trust you,” he said, a small,
beautiful smile playing out in the corners of his mouth. “I trust
you, Edward.”

Edward kissed his leg again and uncorked the
bottle, pouring a generous helping into the palm of his hand to
warm it before spreading it to his fingers. He lay stretched out on
his stomach, his slick hand crooked in front of him, and used the
other to cradle Roger’s cock, still half-hard after his previous
orgasm. He pressed a kiss to the base, just at the moment he
pressed the pad of his other index finger to Roger’s entrance.

“Oh,” Roger said again, breathy and high.
Edward began to circle his rim with his finger, spreading the oil
over his skin. Roger’s hole began to flutter, reacting to his
touch, and Edward, moving more carefully than he’d ever moved
before in his life, gently breached his rim, sinking just a
centimeter of his fingertip inside Roger.
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