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The late afternoon sun stretched long across the hills of Silverlake, turning the pastel bungalows and sleek modern homes into gold-tipped silhouettes. Palm trees swayed lazily, the sidewalks thrummed with joggers, and music spilled faintly from the trendy coffee shop two blocks down. This was Los Angeles at its most cinematic, and Joseph was still learning to live inside it.

Inside their new townhouse, sunlight filtered through broad windows that looked out on a street shaded with jacaranda trees. The purple blossoms scattered like confetti, blowing across the windshield of parked cars. From the kitchen, the faint hum of the fridge and the clicking of Joseph’s laptop keys filled the air.

Joseph sat hunched over the table, glasses sliding down his nose, dark hair falling forward as he tapped out sentences for his Creative Writing MFA program assignment at University of Southern California. His lean frame shifted restlessly in the chair, long legs folded beneath him. He had the habit of chewing his bottom lip when his thriller plots weren’t cooperating, and today his lips were raw from it.

When the front door opened, his shoulders relaxed instantly. He knew the rhythm of that entrance by heart.

“Smells like someone’s been thinking too hard,” Pacey said in his warm, gravelly voice.

Joseph looked up—and smiled. Pacey filled the doorway, tall and broad-shouldered, his muscular build still impressive for a man in his fifties. His salt-and-pepper hair caught the light like silver threads, his strong jaw rough with evening stubble. In one hand he carried his briefcase, in the other, a bouquet of lilies and sunflowers wrapped in paper.

“For my boy-wife,” Pacey announced with a crooked grin.

Joseph laughed, pushing his glasses up. “You’re ridiculous,” he said, standing to take the flowers. “But, also sweet.”

“Sweet enough to deserve a kiss?” Pacey teased.

Joseph leaned in, pressing his lips to Pacey’s. The kiss was deep, steady, familiar. Joseph melted into it, his fingers brushing against the firm muscle beneath Pacey’s shirt. Pacey always smelled faintly of cedar and clean soap, a scent Joseph had come to crave.

Together they found a vase, arranging the flowers in the kitchen. Joseph fussed with the stems until Pacey moved behind him, sliding his hands around his waist, pulling him back against his chest. Joseph loved the feel of Pacey’s chest hair against his shirt, coarse and warm, a texture he often traced in bed when he couldn’t sleep.

“You’ve been locked up in here all day,” Pacey murmured against his ear.

“I’m trying to get this scene right,” Joseph admitted. “But... I’m glad you’re home.”

Pacey kissed the curve of his neck. “Then let’s make tonight about us.”

Joseph turned, caught by the sincerity in Pacey’s eyes. This man—this tall, steady, impossibly strong man—looked at him like he was a gift, not a burden. Sometimes Joseph wondered what he’d done to deserve that.

They moved into the bedroom, a space still scented faintly of fresh paint and new furniture. Joseph loved the way the evening light stretched across the wide bed.

Pacey’s shirt hit the floor first, revealing the chest Joseph adored. Salt-and-pepper hair dusted his torso, trailing down to the waistband of his slacks. Joseph’s fingers itched to touch, to trace the familiar lines of muscle that age hadn’t managed to soften.

“Come here,” Pacey said, voice rough with affection.

Joseph obeyed, their mouths finding each other again. 

“Are you wearing them?” Pacey moaned into Joseph’s ear.

Joseph chuckled a little awkwardly.

“Yes, I put them on a few hours ago for you,” Joseph answered.

Pacey pulled him in closer, harder, and Joseph could feel his husband’s hard cock pressing against him.

Pacey may have been twenty-four years older than Joseph, but Pacey always had the sex drive on an eighteen-year-old on a college trip to Cancun.

“I didn’t know if you’d feel comfortable wearing them for me,” Pacey said, his voice growing huskier with each word.

A few days earlier, Pacey had tentatively asked his younger husband to wear a pair of lace panties for him one day, so that he could peel them off of his “boy-wife” as he liked to call Joseph in private before he penetrated him.

At first, Joseph was caught a little off guard by this request. He hadn’t ever thought of himself as being particularly fem in any way. But, when Joseph agreed to marry Pacey, he did it knowing that his older, strong, masculine husband needed to be “the man” in their marriage. Pacey wanted to be the protector, the provider, the one who was dominant in the bedroom. After decades of being married to a woman, Pacey could only see himself in this role. Joseph struggled with this a bit at first, but then he realized how much he loved Pacey. Joseph had never felt so cared for, so loved as Pacey made him feel. 

Sure, their relationship began in a very unorthodox...and scandalous way. Joseph was angry that his father, Chuck, who had come out late in life was marrying Joseph’s own ex-boyfriend, Vince, who was twenty-five years younger than Chuck.

Joseph felt hurt and betrayed by what Chuck and Vince had done. Furious even. So, then, in a twisted plan of revenge, Jospeh began to flirt with his father’s long-time best friend and business partner, Pacey. It was a twisted plan. Pacey had even been best friends with Pacey’s daughter, Lauren, at one point. Pacey was happily, or so they all thought, married to his wife, Gwen.

But, when Joseph began subtly flirting with Pacey, he opened up a Pandora’s box of secret desires, and he found himself shocked when Pacey had sex with him one night. Gradually, the two of them began entangled in a sordid affair that exploded into full-on falling in love with each other. People were hurt. Lives were changed, but Joseph, eventually, happily agreed to be Pacey’s “boy-wife” and the two of them relocated to Los Angeles to start fresh in a new city.

And, there sex life remained off the chain.

“Does my husband want to take off my panties and fuck me deep?” Joseph said, suddenly surprising himself by getting into this new scene.

“Hell, yeah,” Pacey moaned, as he jerked down Joseph’s chinos and exposed the lacey pink panties his young husband wore for him.

Pacey dropped to his knees and rubbed his face all in Joseph’s crotch.

“Put you strong man penis inside me,” Joseph cooed. “You know I need your seed deep in me. Nothing makes me happier.”

Not able to wait any longer, Pacey jerked down the lacey panties and flipped Joseph around so that his young husband’s tight ass was in his face.

Pacey bent Joseph over the bed and buried his face in his husband’s ass and eagerly licked his hole.

Joseph moaned in ecstasy. Being eaten out by his dominant husband was one of his favorite things in this world.

More clothes fell away, leaving only warmth and skin and the electric thrill of connection. 

Pacey flipped Joseph back around and draped him across the bed before climbing on top of him. Joseph’s lean frame pressed against Pacey’s muscular body, the contrast always making him feel both protected and desired.

Joseph’s hole had learned to love and accommodate Pacey’s girthy penis, and usually just the spit from Pacey’s eating him out was enough for Pacey’s dick to slide inside him.

Their lovemaking was unhurried at first, then urgent, a rhythm that spoke of years of trust and discovery. 

Joseph ran his fingers through the hair on Pacey’s chest, kissed along his shoulders, whispered words that were half thanks, half plea.

“I love you so much,” Joseph said. “Please breed me.”

“You’re going to get every fdrop,” Pacey moaned as his penis went deeper and deeper into his younger husband.

Pacey was the anchor, the “Man,” steady and strong, guiding Joseph with tender dominance. Joseph surrendered to him, finding comfort in the weight of his body, the certainty of his love.

Suddenly, Pacey’s body tightened as his load prepared to be shot into Joseph.

“Fuck,” Pacey groaned, as his body shuddered and his seed filled Joseph’s hole.

When they collapsed together, tangled in sweat-damp sheets, Joseph rested his head on Pacey’s chest. His fingers absentmindedly traced patterns through the hair there, grounding himself in the reality of their life together.

The peace was shattered by the sound of a key turning in the front door. Joseph sat up, startled.

“Did you give someone a key?” he whispered.

Pacey frowned, sitting up, grabbing his robe. “Only—”

The voice that cut through the air froze them both.

“Dad?”

Joseph’s stomach dropped.

In the doorway of their bedroom stood Lauren, Pacey’s daughter...Joseph’s childhood friend. Her eyes swept the room—the flowers in the kitchen visible behind her, the trail of clothes, the tousled sheets—and finally landed on Joseph.

Her face hardened. “Well,” she said, her voice sharp enough to cut glass. “Isn’t this cozy.”

The silence that followed was suffocating. Joseph pulled the sheet tighter around himself, heart pounding, as Pacey took a step forward.

“Lauren,” he began, voice heavy.

But the look in her eyes told Joseph everything. Their new beginning in LA had just been invaded—and nothing would ever be the same.
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Chapter Two 
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The silence in the townhouse stretched until it felt unbearable. Pacey cleared his throat, tugging his robe tighter.

“Lauren,” he said carefully, his deep voice softer than usual. “You should have called.”

“I shouldn’t have needed to,” she snapped, arms crossed tightly over her chest. Her eyes, so like her father’s but sharper, cut straight past him to Joseph. “Some things you don’t schedule, Dad. Some things you just have to see for yourself.”

Joseph swallowed hard, clutching the sheet around his waist. His pulse hammered, shame blooming hot across his skin. He wanted to vanish into the walls, but Lauren’s gaze pinned him in place.

“I’ll, uh, get dressed,” Joseph muttered, slipping out of the bed and retreating into the bathroom. He closed the door and pressed his back against it, heart pounding. He could hear their muffled voices—Lauren’s sharp, Pacey’s measured, strained—but he couldn’t make out the words.

––––––––
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By the time Joseph emerged, Pacey had coaxed Lauren into the kitchen. She sat stiffly at the table, her blond hair pulled into a no-nonsense ponytail, her expression carved from stone.

Joseph busied himself at the sink, pretending to rinse a glass. The tension was suffocating.

“You two moved fast,” Lauren said finally, her tone brittle. “Vegas wedding, a new house in Silverlake... what’s next, Joseph? My dad buying you a BMW so you can drive to your little writing classes in style?”

Pacey’s jaw clenched. “That’s enough.”

“No, it isn’t.” Lauren’s voice rose. “I grew up with Joseph. We were practically family. Now, he’s my stepdaddy? Do you know how twisted that feels?”

Joseph turned, meeting her glare. “I didn’t plan this, Lauren. I didn’t plan any of it. But your father and I—”

“Don’t,” she snapped. “Don’t talk like this is some epic love story. You’re twenty-four years younger than him. You were my childhood best friend. You expect me to believe you’re not just using him?”

Pacey stood, his height looming over both of them. “Lauren, Joseph is my husband. I love him. That’s the truth.”

Lauren’s laugh was sharp and bitter. “Love? Or is it just a midlife crisis? A chance to play sugar daddy and keep some kid who makes you feel like a big man happy in bed?”

The words sliced through Joseph, even though he tried not to show it. He turned away, blinking fast, focusing on the flowers Pacey had brought him just an hour earlier. Sunflowers in a vase, already wilting under Lauren’s stare.

“Excuse me,” Joseph said quietly, retreating again.

––––––––
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Later that night, after Pacey had gone upstairs to shower, Joseph lingered in the living room, laptop open but ignored. He didn’t hear Lauren approach until she spoke.

“Can we talk?”

Joseph looked up. She stood by the window, arms crossed, tension radiating off her in waves.

“Sure,” he said cautiously.

Lauren came closer, her voice low, sharp. “What are you doing to him?”

Joseph stiffened. “I’m not—”

“You are,” she cut in. “I know you, Joseph. You were always chasing something, always restless. And now you’re playing house with my dad? It’s pathetic.”

Joseph rose to his feet, his lean frame taut with anger. “You think this is easy for me? You think I don’t know how it looks? I’ve been judged since the day we got together. But I love him, Lauren. I love him more than I’ve ever loved anyone. And if that makes me pathetic in your eyes, fine. But don’t you dare say I’m using him.”

For the first time, Lauren hesitated. His words seemed to land, but her eyes hardened again. “We’ll see,” she said coldly. “Because if you’re lying—if you break his heart—I’ll make sure you regret it. You’ll pay.”

She turned and walked away, leaving Joseph trembling, furious, and yet more determined than ever to prove her wrong.
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Chapter Three 
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The house felt quieter than usual the next morning, as though Lauren’s presence had lingered even after she’d gone to bed in the guest room. Joseph padded into the kitchen barefoot, wearing one of Pacey’s oversized T-shirts. He busied himself with the coffeemaker, hoping the familiar routine would settle the unease thrumming in his chest.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Temptatlon

DOMINICK
CUMMINGS





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





