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    A tender m/m story of sexual awakening, bondage and sacrifice




    Reclusive painter Darren’s life is turned upside down when he meets art gallery owner Jake Fromberg. They enter into an affair but both men fear involvement. Tangled in a web of love and lust, their relationship develops into one of complex emotional control and bondage. Although in the past they have both wrecked their chances of happiness, it is time for them to face their inner demons. Each stands to gain something precious from the other – namely a chance at emotional liberation and true love. Can Jake and Darren make the ultimate sacrifice in order to save their love affair, and are things are about to take a startling turn for the worst when Jake is forced to come clean about the massive secret that overshadows his life?
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    Chapter One – Darren




    Darren stared into his mug of slowly congealing coffee. Nothing made him more miserable than seeing two guys in love; in fact, it made his heart twist and a lump come into his throat. He peered at the two men circumspectly for a moment while trying not to look too obvious. God, he was becoming a sad specimen, perving on lovers like this; torturing himself with something he knew he wasn’t brave enough to have. Darren the voyeur – it had a certain ring to it. But most artistic people were a bit like that, weren’t they? Especially pagan artistic people: eccentric, lonesome, hiding away in their own unique worlds.




    He always chose this table in the café because it was tucked away in a dark spot at the back by the kitchen. Darren of the shades: the sad, timid gothic guy in the black T-shirt, the straight, raven-coloured hair, and wearing the vampire jewellery. His glance flittered over the two men. Yuk, how sickly sweet. Guy number one in the pink shirt was now pushing pieces of sticky cake into guy number two’s mouth and boy was number two working it; flicking out his tongue, licking his lips. They kissed and guy number one’s hand went under the table. We all know what that’s doing, Darren conjectured. He’s squeezing the other guy’s balls furtively, and soon they’re going to do it. Despite his anger, his cheeks were getting warm and he wished it was him. Oh, how he wished. The two men were staring into one another’s eyes now, nearly frozen, an intent expression on both their faces. Darren tried to tell himself he was disgusted but his kinky imagination wanted to embrace the thought. It was the closest he’d ever get to real sex and love.




    Darren was what he considered a bystander in life. He was simply a bit too damaged to ever participate in romance. Indeed, he’d talked himself out of love long ago. He’d almost had it briefly and come very close to losing himself emotionally, but had saved himself just in time. Even that had been scary and painful, though; the emotional entanglement alarming as he began to feel he was cracking up. It was as if he’d been possessed; losing himself as he was sucked into an uncontrollable situation.




    He got into lots of mental arguments about the love thing, however, trying to be self-protective. But that was OK. He was safe now, safe since he’d constructed the world of Dart, and nothing could enter this fortress of fantasy. Who was he kidding, he thought as his eyes secretively threw daggers at the guys. The truth was sometimes he wanted what they had; wanted it more than anything, and at any cost.




    The couple leant across the table, lips meeting in a deep kiss. It was evident they couldn’t keep their hands off one another as their eyes exchanged coded messages. In concert, they got to their feet without a word and manoeuvred towards the door. You could feel the heat, the sparks coming off them as they rubbed together. Enviously, Darren watched as the one man’s hand slid down to cradle his partner’s butt, squeezing it as guy number two, tight-lipped and brooding, pulled him out of the door. The two of them wandered off down the street, giggling like a pair of schoolkids; stopping, whispering and embracing. Jerk-off merchants, Darren muttered sourly.




    He stood up. He had much too much on his mind to be thinking about slippery embraces. His heart gave a little leap. He’d much rather be getting home to Dart’s surreal world of bondage. A relatively inexperienced guy Darren might be, but his mind wasn’t. It was a fertile wonderland; a cosmic world of boundless possibilities, which found fruity expression in his paintings and especially in his latest series of paintings about Dart.




    Darren trembled all over as his mind wrestled with shadowy spectres. When he was like this, he hardly realised he was walking home. The characters in his artist’s imagination were drawn with the same skill as those in a book, parading over his canvases as they told their stories. His new series of paintings featured the dark Mephisto, Dart. Dart seemed a fitting name for a lush, carnal devil who flitted in and out of his imagination and who was everything he desired to be and was too scared to express. This series was a pictorial representation of sexual cravings few artists dared to explore, and was so scary in its intensity, Darren often wondered if he’d, as they said, lost it.




    He took a deep breath and pulled his sunglasses down. It was a good thing he had his alter ego. The Dart projects propelled him to a creative place that jerked him out of his gloomy moods. Dart urged him to play with the more sinister aspects of his mind and kept him sane.




    He was smiling as he sauntered down the road with his hands in his pockets. Yeah, in life you didn’t always get what you wanted – and even if you did it could be ripped away from you. But Darren had something of his own no one could take away; his art, his creativity and, most of all, Dart. He suffered a pang of sexual pleasure that gave him a hard-on.




    Bullying had largely made Darren what he was. He’d had a painfully slow metabolism when he was a kid and no matter how small his food portions, everything rapidly turned to fat. He was also termed weird because he lived in a world of his own and a world at variance with his parents. His father had never had much time for him or his problems, so he’d turned to paganism – the arcane worlds of vampires and witches, black magic and earth energies – and also retreated further into his art. As a result, he became fatter still and the bullying and name-calling became worse. The cruel treatment followed him like a bad smell, right the way through school and into university. It was Mr Sowers who’d largely saved him. His art tutor – quick to spot his promise – saw something extraordinary in his painting technique. “Darren, with a mind like yours, one day you’re going to be famous.” Darren had flushed hotly as he’d experienced a pang of affection for Mr Sowers. He’d had a wild crush on his tutor for ages, and who wouldn’t? Mr Sowers, who was of Italian extraction, had sexy hair curling inside his collar and bold hazel eyes. As he’d absorbed Darren’s paintings, Darren had fizzed all over and particularly between his legs.




    Mr Sowers was kind to him, and that had escalated into a kind of hero worship with the tutor occupying a pedestal. The man had encouraged him and hadn’t once referred to Darren’s weight problem. No, he had carefully steered around it. Cleverly, he presented Darren with an escape route when life back home didn’t seem worth living, and when that happened the weight seemed to dissolve away, and as it did, Darren emerged into something verging on striking. Out of the fat materialised, as if by magic, a bold, angular jaw. He grew his hair down to his shoulders and began walking. Soon he was a slender and appealing shadow; a stunning young man with an aura of deviancy about him.




    Darren’s father was a hard, unyielding man and he really went through the mill when Darren said he wanted to be an artist. In his father’s view, art was a poncy profession and his son a loser. He told Darren this on so many occasions, and Darren, like a sponge, soaked it up. If it hadn’t been for Mr Sowers, he’d have believed it. His tutor gave him the strength to break away. Damage was damage, though, and while other guys had been busy with the dating game, all Darren had ever felt were the barbed references to his weight and oddness. As a result, he’d missed out on the sex and love gravy train, and become bitter, convincing himself he was better off without it. Observing his fellow students stung by love only added fuel to the fire. Darren was happier in his pagan world and with his internet pals, and that was how he wanted to keep it.




    He had an apartment above Huang’s Chinese takeaway. It wasn’t the best but it was all he could afford. In the summer, he was assailed by the smell of grease, which made him feel sick, and in the winter it was so damn cold he had to wear gloves when he was painting.




    Fitting his key in the lock, he shivered before flicking on the light switch. The scene that met his gaze would have freaked anyone else out. Canvases covered every available surface. They were piled against the walls and on the floor. Darren felt a glow of enjoyment. By filling his life with erotic art he could compensate for sex, and the more he created the more inwardly sensual he felt.




    Instantly, he was at the sink pouring water into a jam jar. His new series had a bold edge and he couldn’t wait to start again. When he was compelled to leave a project for a break, he came back bursting with a queer, sexy energy, which made him bouncy and energetic. Seeing the couple had also fired him up with a mixture of anger and pleasure and they were good emotions to work with. His insatiable need to paint, which often kept him up at nights, was always enhanced by the sight or thought of love and sex. Indeed, it could be said he painted the entirety of his desire and anguish into his tortured canvases.




    The new series rocked. He didn’t need an expert to tell him that. On countless occasions in the past, he’d been told how exceptional his talent was. Many people had urged him to show some of his stuff to the world; however, he couldn’t. The stain of his bullied past and living within a tightly circumscribed inner world had made him fear rejection and change. It could be said he worked within a fortress, which he himself had constructed. Anyway, he reflected, he was a pagan and pagans thought differently. He didn’t need sales because each painting filled him with a sense of personal gratification and that was enough. If he went out into the wide world Darren would be assailed by all those things he considered terrifying; notably having to deal with banks and money, love and lust.




    He smiled triumphantly as he stood back and appraised his latest oeuvre. This series was the best concept he’d ever had. Composed of nine canvases, each one told a chapter in the history of Dart. The pictures carried a coded message about sex, which was easy to read if you could fathom the riddle hidden within the paintings. Angelica had called them a work of genius – fresh, new and exciting – and she was blunt as far as that kind of thing went. She kept going on and on about Darren approaching a gallery; in fact, at this point in time, she was driving him crazy. She reckoned he was far more talented than his closest rival, Pietro Renaldo. Pietro was some kind of gay sadist and worked along similar lines, but even he hadn’t been bold enough to construct a series of nine paintings. Moreover, Darren knew Pietro’s work was not half as good as his. His were startling in many ways, not just for their excellent execution but the overt sexual content. Darren had had little in the way of sexual experience. Naturally, he craved it – lots of it, and in loads of different ways – but he considered it so far out of reach, it was easier to live out his fantasies through his canvases, and in the doubtful company of Dart.




    The pictures were amazing in that they had hardly any colour. Being a mirror of his tortured mind, they were mostly monochrome and featured twisting, turning limbs or bodies; odd abstract faces and parts of the anatomy, superimposed or muddled together into a sexy mosaic. The paintings were a journey through one man’s mind, with you having to turn the frame this way and that to get the full meaning. Even if he’d had the courage to approach a gallery, Darren doubted the world was ready for the message of Dart.




    He slumped down in a chair, brush and glass of water in hand, as a melancholy mood washed over him. He could see his face reflected in one of the windows; broody, vaguely mysterious. He had no perception of his Byronesque good looks. The simple fact was he’d got used to the old Darren and was convinced he was the same now as he had always been. However, he couldn’t be more wrong. Gone were the podgy cheeks, the plump, bullied schoolboy of yesteryear. Years of living without any money and existing on bread and beans like a student had given him a lean, bad boy appearance.




    Sprawled in the chair, he threw his paintbrush violently to the floor and ran his hands through his hair. It was no good; those two guys had wound him up and made something begin to brew. It was often like this before one of his creative explosions. He would wander around in a state of smouldering frustration then, all of a sudden, like a starting gun going off, he’d splash some paint onto the canvas and off he went. For some reason this evening, his mind was clawing at sex, and as the claws sank into his psyche, they drew other and forbidden thoughts into his mind. As much as he tried to talk himself out of it, there were moments when he really wanted love or even simply some good, raw, cut-and-thrust sex. His mind filled with images of a Dart-esque fuck session; a slick, overlarge dildo rammed up his arse as, pinioned in Dart’s bondage cellar, he yelled for mercy while wanting more, more, more … Dart the harsh, skilful master might even use his special gadget to apply enough electricity to fry Darren’s cockhead. As passionate and infinitely satisfying as such dark bondage could be, though, tonight he wanted more. Notably the things that came with togetherness; tender and brutal kisses, skilled hands unbuttoning his shirt, and a voice whispering words in his ear – love words – before he and his lover submitted in a tangle of limbs.




    Darren slithered down on the couch; legs spread, cock rampant, biting his lip as he fought the forbidden feelings. Sometimes he felt as if he was losing his head and it was Dart’s fault. Dart was the part of him that shouted from the prison of his mind. He wondered occasionally if he was a schizo because that voice seemed so real. They’d had great times, him and Dart. Darren was the one and only invited guest at Dart’s secret bondage parties and no one else could turn him on like his fuck buddy partner. An evil grin caressed Darren’s face. He knew he could easily give into a fantasy fuck session now. His fingers strayed to his zip and his cock, under the auspices of his vivid imagination, thickened and begged for relief.




    It was no good; this evening the mood just wasn’t there. Jerking off was one thing, but it couldn’t beat a proper fuck and a pair of warm arms. It was all the fault of those guys in the café. Surely, he had the guts to go out and pick a guy up. It wouldn’t take that much effort, would it? And no need to worry about confidence or appearance because a quick session would do to simply – forgive the pun – get him over this hump. Strolling over to the window, he gazed out. The window drew him like a magnet because it offered a view onto a forbidden world of temptation. Below was the alley, which served as a shortcut for the Blitz Club – run by two gay guys who drove a flashy silver BMW.




    He’d forgotten it was Friday, and every Friday and Saturday night the dance floor would throb to the beat of DJ Wicked, Wickes Wayburn, as the club bulged at the seams with hardcore dance and techno fanatics. He never missed out on the fascinating parade down below; it tempted him and played with his psyche in queer ways as the stream of gay guys passed by. They were the kind of men Darren dreamed of fucking but would never have the nerve to; trendy couples in leather jackets and jerkins, ripped tops and silk shirts, who kissed and shrieked and whooped it up, strutting their stuff like colourful peacocks as they surged towards the double doors. To be truthful, those black doors to sensual hell had beckoned on more than one occasion. A few times Darren had been brave enough to open his wardrobe – which contained his secret fetish collection – and contemplate launching himself into that brave gay world out there. Once, he’d even put a foot on the steps to the club. However, he simply wasn’t brave enough to go through with it.




    Tonight, for some reason, he felt differently. He was pumped up and the bump of the distant music was enticing.




    Weeks later, he still hadn’t been able to fathom out what had made him slither into skin-tight black leather pants, a button-up-the-front black jerkin with silver studs and chains, and pair of snazzy goth boots. The finishing touch – and he was sure Dart would have approved – was to comb his thick, black hair back and secure it in a sexy ponytail. Then, before he knew it, he’d ventured further than he ever had before and his foot was on those steps again.




    Once on the threshold, Darren was sucked in, just like being swallowed down a monster’s throat. Down, down. Through the shabby chic entrance to the Blitz Club with its black and white photos of drag artists and DJs; further still down the plush carpeted stairs with the chrome railings. Until before he knew it, boom – he’d ejaculated through into the club, which was packed full of heaving, sexy bodies. Surprisingly no one stared at him, unless you counted sidelong glances of interest.




    Like a heat-seeking missile, Darren headed for a banquette shrouded in darkness. From this tenebrous hinterland on the edge of the dance floor, he watched the shadows moving and embracing. After a few moments, he found he rather liked it. Unapproached, he could merely observe, liking the way the sexy music – his kind of music – shook the boards. Soon, he decided he enjoyed watching the men dancing marginally more than he was enjoying the beat. They were good dancers, most of them – in his experience, most gay guys were.




    It was then he saw him and afterwards wished he hadn’t. The guy sat on the banquette opposite, kind of retreating and merging within the shadows, just like Darren was. Darren gazed with interest because this was not your classic predator. Actually, he didn’t look like the others at all – he looked out of place. Shit, Darren felt a sting of mild interest. There were plenty of adjectives to describe Mystery Guy. He was a looker: big, blond, and with a rugged, interesting face. Darren dismissed him. Too handsome, too cool, too self-assured. If only he’d been a dominant like Dart things might have been different. But he wasn’t.




    It was funny how attraction was instant and you had no control over it, though. Things might tell you “don’t go there,” but you did anyway, which was why Darren kept on staring. Boy, he wanted to burst out laughing. He had a hard-on to beat all hard-ons. Shit, he was attracted to the blond bombshell – the type of guy he’d usually detour a mile to avoid. Now, why was that? The pagan force lit up in Darren like someone striking a match before swirling him around in its inescapable vortex.




    Mystery Guy gave him a smile and Darren’s heart flipped. He ought to run; in fact, if he slid off the banquette right now, he might be able to make a beeline out of here. But no. Too late … shit, fuck. When he looked up, the bombshell, as if he had teleported, was standing peering down at him.




    ‘Mind if I join you, lonely boy?’




    Darren, struck dumb, nodded. The guy stood in front of him, eyes flashing signals. Darren knew his kind and they were best steered clear of. It was like one of those moments in a science fiction movie when time seems to freeze. The music moved smoothly into a slow dance number.




    ‘Do you dance?’ the blond asked, grinning down from his statuesque six foot.




    Why had he come here? It had been a mistake. Dart did sexy bondage dance clubs, Darren Bright didn’t. Dart, the subject of his paintings, lived in a sex-fuelled world of erotic music, dungeons, and fetish. Darren lived in a silent, lonely world of music on his MP3 player, lying in his room and dreaming of sex he couldn’t have.




    Wow, it was scary! His body behaved in ways he didn’t want it to, as he was steered confidently onto the dance floor by the blond. He smelt nice, he smelt good; of expensive cologne and man smell. The brush of a warm, male body sent pulsing signals through Darren. They emptied his mind of his thoughts so he revolved in a mental fug. Suddenly, the lights had dipped and he felt an arm around his waist; a gentle squeezing, as if his partner wanted to feel all of him. Darren, forced closer by the pair of strong, muscular arms, found his chest pressed to this blond god, his crotch nestling into an expensive pair of designer jeans. His heart was singing as his cheek rested against the other guy’s and they moved in slow, sexy revolutions across the crowded floor.




    Darren danced like he’d always wanted to dance; up close and personal, gyrating his hips in circles and grinding them so he could feel the guy’s bulge. Yes, he was fizzing, and for the first time in months, he was hotwired to something that was real and terribly exciting. Moreover, he was enjoying himself.




    ‘My name’s Jake,’ the blond whispered in his ear.




    ‘Darren,’ he replied, huskily aware that lips were nuzzling his ear and the blond was cradling his nape. Before he knew it, their lips met in a teasing kiss. It was nice and he was too surprised to object. One kiss, then two, and then tongues. But very gently; entering and retreating, coaxing and making him want more. Darren was convinced the guy was leading him on but, just to be playful, he gently bit his lower lip in return.




    ‘You dark Mephisto.’ Jake grinned as the lights came up and he beat a hasty retreat back to the table.




    ‘Hey, I like that track,’ Darren joked. He’d rather fancied gyrating his stuff a bit more.




    ‘Too fast for me.’ Jake burst into laughter. ‘I can’t dance to save my life.’




    He sat down beside Darren, closer still. Shoulders and thighs rubbing. This was fate; it had to be. Darren thought of Dart as the black Mephisto, but for this guy to say he possessed any of that charisma – wow! Come on, that was hilarious. Maybe he was taking on some of his character’s personality.




    ‘You’re so wild.’ Jake was wetting his lips; Darren melted. Asshole, he reprimanded himself. They’d only met moments ago and Jake was too smarmy and coming on far too strong. No decent guy did that. But boy oh boy was he sexy.




    This type was dangerous; the super-handsome gay who picked up a new partner every night. To prove it, everyone seemed to be staring at and sizing up this Mr Cool. Yes, Jake was predatory. He probably made a game of picking out the quiet, shy guys who’d leap at the chance of a fuck with someone like him. The notion made Darren grim; he must have loser written all over him. He ought to back out now, but he couldn’t. His heart was beginning to pound. Why? Because it was so good and was continuing to be so, as Jake’s beefy thigh pressed against his. He was golden beefcake and Darren, who felt numb, was determined just for once to flow with the current.




    ‘Where’ve you been hiding?’ Jake was putting on an act. It was so obvious. His American accent must be contrived, although it didn’t sound cheesy. Darren stared hard. He thought Jake’s blond hair was actually natural and so was the tan.




    ‘I love the look,’ he continued, crooked smile ebbing and receding. ‘I love that Gothic, pagan thing you have going on. It really makes me hot.’




    Darren’s mouth was dry. The hand which had caressed his butt during the dance was sliding up his leg and he was hard, so hard it was embarrassing. But what the hell.




    ‘You new around here?’ Jake continued.




    Darren arched an eyebrow. ‘You ask a lot of questions.’




    Jake considered for a moment. Then, leaning back against the banquette, he exploded in laughter again. ‘OK, I know I do. Sorry.’ His gaze roved around the dance floor, but to Darren’s relief he didn’t seem to be eyeing anyone up. Jake leant forward, pushing his long strands of hair out of his eyes. ‘Here’s the funny thing. I don’t normally hang out at these places you know but …’ A funny expression crossed his face. ‘Frankly, I don’t know why I came tonight, but I’ve had this kind of really bad day and …’ He was frowning. ‘I had some bad news and I wanted to lose myself.’ Jake seemed disturbed by something.




    Darren was about to say, ‘I know the feeling,’ but he clamped his mouth tightly shut. He didn’t want to make an idiot of himself. But his soft, pagan nature was taking him over, and if his sentimental side wanted to do the talking, who was he to stop it? ‘Hey, I’m real sorry about that. Wanna talk about it? I make a great listener.’




    Jake seemed frozen into silence, his hands locked around his beer. After careful consideration, he turned to Darren, spearing him with his stare. ‘You’re not like everyone else, are you? You mean it. You’re a nice guy and you want to listen. However, here’s the thing, and I’m being truthful, Darren. I don’t feel ready to tell anyone about this yet. Not anyone.’




    Darren started to smile, but it vanished at Jake’s sombre expression. ‘Christ, it’s not that bad, is it? You haven’t committed some wacky crime; you’re not a murderer, are you?’




    ‘As awful as it sounds, in a way I wish it was that simple, but it isn’t. This problem’s so complex I don’t even want to start talking about it.’ He glanced away, but when he next looked at Darren, his eyes were sparkling. ‘Do you want to help me out? If so, maybe there’s something you can do.’




    Darren nodded. He could be such a naïve idiot. ‘Sure. How?’




    Jake was deadly serious. ‘You could ask me back to your place. I think you’re the only person on God’s green earth who could help me at this moment.’




    He’d been swept up and it was too late to go back. Darren didn’t know how it had happened so easily, but it had. Jake was such a smooth operator it was hard to say no; besides which, Darren wasn’t entirely sure he wanted to turn him down. This evening, for some reason, he’d had enough. He wanted something for himself. It was right what they said about the heat of the moment, because in the rush of getting to know Jake he’d forgotten all about his fears of tomorrow and quite how devastated he might be by a one-night stand with a stud.




    Darren shrugged out of his leather jerkin. With a muffled expletive of delight, Jake ran his hands over his oh-so-pale skin and circled his pierced nipple. Darren’s world of innocence was external, but his alter ego, Dart, had a firm hold on his subconscious. The true Darren hid beneath his skin, concealing hopes and desires which he was certain were not his own. ‘Hey,’ he said. ‘Go slow.’




    Jake paused. ‘What do you mean?’




    ‘I mean I don’t do this kind of thing regularly.’




    ‘What, sleep with guys? Christ, you’re so hot.’




    ‘I don’t believe in spreading it around,’ Darren persisted.




    ‘I like your gear.’ This dreamboat was trying to change the subject and Darren blushed.




    ‘There’s this guy on the market who sells second-hand stuff at ridiculous knock-down prices.’




    ‘So, are you some closet goth? Do you dress like this all the time?’




    ‘No. Only in secret.’




    ‘Why do you do it in secret?’ Jake was teasing. ‘Wow. You pervy or something?’




    That hurt and a shadow crossed Darren’s face.




    ‘No,’ he retorted. ‘I don’t have the guts to walk out like it, but it makes me feel good so I just do it here and I pretend.’




    ‘You weren’t pretending tonight?’




    Darren visibly stiffened. By the look on Jake’s face he could tell he was thinking “got you”.




    ‘No. Tonight, I just let loose.’




    ‘Mmm, that sounds familiar. Seems like we’re in the same boat.’




    ‘I’m not weird, if that’s what you’re thinking.’ Darren had decided it was best to come clean. ‘I’m just shy, OK? I don’t have much confidence.’




    ‘Hey, sorry.’ Jake pushed him back on the bed as he kissed him slowly and persuasively. ‘I didn’t mean to embarrass you. It’s simply I get the feeling I’m going to find you amazing and different.’




    ‘Most guys would call me eccentric and odd,’ Darren replied huskily.




    Jake’s hooded eyes were full of sparking intent. ‘I like odd. Odd is unpredictable and gives you new things to explore.’




    Darren was not about to explain to Jake that odd wasn’t the word for it, and he often dressed up and even painted himself in what he called full Dart battle armour: leather, white goth make-up. Just pretending to be Dart gave him a tremendous surge of what he could only describe as confidence. Lately, and with each day that passed, he’d been creeping closer to taking on all of Dart, including his personality. Yeah, donning the Dart mask – dressing in another skin – helped to push his art along and made him feel kind of groovy. A scintillation of excitement shimmered through him. It was happening routinely as he tested his shyness and self-imposed limitations, although a fuck session with a hot blond bombshell seemed to be taking it a step too far, too soon.




    Jake’s fingers circled his lover’s nipple. Then his lips came down, soft as velvet, and he began tonguing him gently, starting wild feelings within Darren who was already rock hard, moaning and moving his hips. He quivered. His mouth was dry and every one of his nerve-endings was alight as his skin erupted in goosebumps. He’d been right in his assumptions. Jake was a stud. He was now mouthing Darren’s belly with alternate soft and fierce jousting kisses. Darren responded greedily. For once he wanted to let go and be Dart, and that thought turned him on even more.




    Jake was fiddling with his belt buckle. Darren’s skin-tight pants were a nightmare to remove but Jake was content with undoing the fly. Darren blushed fiercely as his cock exploded from its confines, startlingly erect and begging.




    Jake didn’t hesitate. ‘You’re gorgeous,’ he said, blue eyes glittering in the watery neon from Huang’s Chinese takeaway. ‘And I’m gonna take you.’




    He’d been right; Jake was a real smooth operator. Darren groaned, stretching up to curl his fingers around the metal bedstead. Jake was lightly kissing his balls and licking them. It was terrific as his expert tongue found places Darren had only ever imagined having explored. In reality, it was too good, and he wondered if he ought to hold back. Of course, Dart, being a BDSM expert and having a vast armoury of toys and tricks at his disposal, would have been prepared for such a sensual assault. That wasn’t to say that Darren, his apprentice, wasn’t. He had a few cock-rings and nipple clamps of his own stashed away.




    Jake clambered off the bed, stood up, and – gaze fixed on Darren – commenced a slow striptease. He flicked open the buttons on his denim shirt and, having flung that on the floor, worked hard at his tough jeans.




    Darren stared transfixed. The bulge under that zip was something else.




    Jake was totally uninhibited. He’d always been comfortable with his buff, beach-babe body. Turning around, he treated Darren to the sight of his tight, muscular buttocks and bent over slowly as he tugged the denim down his legs.




    Darren melted, seduced by feelings of emotion and lust. God, he’d give anything to have a boyfriend like this; a proper boyfriend, and not just a one-night stand. Jake was really something. He couldn’t – no, he mustn’t – go there, he chided himself. He simply had to follow the path of least resistance and see where it took him. Enjoy it for what it was.




    Jake turned. His body was muscular, trim and tanned, and his thighs were large. Darren felt a wild fizz at the base of his spine as he took in the full balls hidden in their blond nest and Jake’s cock that was thick and latticed with veins.




    Without giving him time to think, Jake leapt back on the bed and began kissing him again, while he mumbled in his ear, ‘Like to be submissive, Darren?’




    Darren wasn’t sure he’d heard right, but Jake was peering at him, pressing his finger to his lips. ‘It’s OK don’t answer that. You’re shy and I need to get you to open up, huh?’




    ‘I dunno.’




    ‘It’s OK by me.’ Jake forced him down roughly, raising himself up on his elbows. He was a heavy guy and the weight of his body on Darren’s was a further turn-on. He gyrated his hips, rubbing his smooth skin against Darren’s. It was extremely sexy and Darren gasped in pleasure, hands reaching to wrap around Jake’s neck and comb through his hair, pulling his mouth onto his in an increasing frenzy of lust. This was how it was meant to feel. This was how he’d dreamt of it being.




    Jake was massaging and playing with his balls; cupping and squeezing. The smooth motion of his body and the squeezing combined in a fabulous melange of sensations. Next, he straddled Darren, holding his cock in invitation.




    Now was the moment to be a bit gauche and uneasy; however, the excitement was eclipsing that, as Jake shuffled up his body. Hell, he wanted to eat this guy and he wanted to show him that although he was innocent he could give great head. Darren’s heart was pounding as Jake moved closer, cock wet and glistening.




    ‘Eat me,’ Jake whispered.




    Darren took him in his mouth. He knew exactly what to do; Dart did it all the time, so he’d rehearsed it millions of times in his imagination. He swirled his tongue, sucking gently as Jake bent over his head, grasping the bedstead and thrusting his hips gently.




    ‘Let me know if I go too fast, OK?’




    Darren said nothing. Jake was a considerate lover and that was good. He nibbled gently, feeling Jake shudder in delight. So he liked a bit of pain, did he? Let’s give him some more. He bit down, grazing his teeth against Jake’s length as the blond bombshell slid in further. Darren realised with a pang that he liked it, liked having this kind of control more than he’d ever thought possible.




    Shit, what was happening? He’d reckoned he’d be submissive in a situation like this and allow the other guy to have total control, but Dart wasn’t submissive in the least, was he? His fantasy muse was fiercely dominant and he felt that dominance now as he tried to force a reaction out of his lover. Jake came quick and with a volcanic shudder, withdrawing quickly.




    ‘Hey, I’m sorry.’ He hugged Darren before rolling under him and holding him tightly. ‘I generally have more control than that. But hey, I couldn’t help it; you’re so sexy and you give great head. You really turn me on.’




    Darren kissed him. It was good being on top. Mouth open, he tasted Jake’s skin and cute, shell-pink nipples. Then he followed the thin line of blond hair down his belly and circled his navel. Jake watched him, breathing heavily. His cock was hardening again and Darren felt a thrill. This was great; he was taking the initiative and leading the way, with Jake yielding. Shit, it was wild having this stud acquiescent, just lying there waiting. Darren’s heart was pounding. He wanted to fuck Jake properly and stick his painful erection between those huge, muscular buttocks.




    As if he was reading his lover’s mind Jake rolled over, spreading his legs. Darren couldn’t believe it as he ran his hands over his smooth back and down to his muscular butt cheeks. He wasn’t even sure how to go about an arse fuck, but hey, it was instinct, wasn’t it? And he was sure Dart would show him. He parted the dream doorway with his hands and the orifice seemed to blink, tightening in anticipation as he stared. Darren was so full he worried he was going to burst. Wetting his finger, he circled the hole, felt Jake tense as he eased first one digit, then two inside, moving them around. He was shaking so much he could barely contain himself. Positioning his cock, he pushed and Jake moaned. ‘Oh boy, yes, that’s good, simply go for it.’




    Encouraged, Darren leant forward and began to thrust harder. It was incredible; warm and slick, the tight tunnel closing around him, sucking him in and providing a gorgeous kind of resistance as he began to work backwards and forwards.




    ‘Holy shit,’ Jake moaned, burying his face in the bedclothes and squeezing a pillow. Darren continued working away. He was delighted about the control thing and was determined to show Jake he could be a good lover. Gradually, he built up the tempo, trying to rotate his hips to give a good massage, until Jake shouted, ‘Go, go.’




    Darren came. It was possibly the best experience of his life. Something like a solar flare burst at the base of his spine and thrust forward like a white-hot ball of – if it was possible – tingling light. It exploded between his legs, forcing its way down his bulging shaft, culminating in satisfying spasms like volcanic aftershocks.




    Jake tumbled him over and they spooned together, Darren’s limp cock pressing between his legs.




    When Darren woke from a fuzzy sleep an hour later, he found he’d rolled over and Jake had put it inside and was gently fucking him from behind; rocking his pelvis as he clutched Darren in a bear-hug with one arm while deliciously fingering his erect nipples with his other hand.


  

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





