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  “Jay? Are you home?”


  “In here,” he called. He normally painted on the front porch, but this evening, the most vibrant sunset colors were visible from the bedroom window. He’d set up shop. Paints and brushes lay scattered over a canvas drop cloth and worktable. His easel and a half-finished skyscape allowed him to face the treetops. Though he painted with acrylics instead of oils, he’d opened the window to freshen the room.


  He’d also surrendered his shirt to the floor. The air was warm enough, and the last thing he needed was another stain. Colorful streaks lined his left forearm, where he wiped the brush between uses.


  Dress shoes tapped across the cabin floorboards in the next room. A sigh came from the doorway.


  “What am I going to do with you?” his lover asked.


  Jay didn’t turn around. “Don’t worry. Your research books are safe. I moved them into the kitchen this morning.”


  Arms wrapped around his waist from behind. “Is that the last time you ate?”


  “No. There was a sandwich in the fridge. I didn’t dare defy the note to eat it.”


  “Good.” Breath was hot in his ear. “I thought you might be on a sunset hike by now.”


  “They’re not the same without you,” he answered. He squinted as he painted cloud cover in shades of amber. “Besides, once I saw the sky, inspiration struck. I’ve never seen the hues so vivid.”


  A chin rested on his shoulder, five o’clock shadow rough against his skin. “It’s nice.”


  The paintbrush stilled. “But?”


  “But nothing.”


  “Oh, go on.”


  “Not that I don’t treasure them, but you paint skies all the time. Sunsets, stars, clouds, lightning. Sometimes I wonder if you’re hiding wings beneath this angelic skin.”


  Jay smiled, shivering when lips kissed his neck. “Are you calling me predictable?”


  “Merely in love with the sky.”


  He turned his head. “I’m in love with you.”


  Soft lips met his. They tasted of masculine essence, heat and love and home. He breathed into the kiss, humming his contentment. With the sun retreating and his lover home for the night, he could wish for nothing else.


  The kiss deepened and it quickly became apparent that, well, perhaps there was one more thing he would wish for.


  The arms embracing him tightened, reflecting his own thoughts. Muscles rippled beneath the three-piece suit pressed between them.


  “Can you take a break?”


  Jay opened his eyes, breaths heavy. He glanced out the window. The sunset wouldn’t wait. It would be gone by the time he returned to work. But his dick was stirring in favor of other activities. It began to throb against the fabric of his Carhartts. He shifted uncomfortably, gritting his teeth when the seam rubbed against him.


  “We have a conundrum,” lips murmured against his throat. Eyelashes tickled as they lowered in the direction of his swelling erection. “What, then, would be the logical solution?”


  Jay swallowed, mouth dry. There were few things that voice didn’t do for him. It was predatory, heating his skin even as his dick bulged in the confines of his pants.


  “I know. You keep painting. I’ll . . . play.”


  Hands slipped between his thighs, forcing them wide. He gasped when he almost fell from the stool. The paintbrush smeared a line across his pants.


  His lover tut-tutted, guiding his hand back to the canvas. “Always so messy. But we can white that out.”


  Fingers deftly unsnapped the button on his pants. His hand trembled as he tried to keep painting. There wasn’t any more paint on the brush. Wetting his lips, he dipped it into the orange on the palette beside them. Then he froze when his zipper was yanked down. It didn’t catch on his dick, but damn, it could have.


  A smirk against his shoulder told him it was only a ploy to get his attention.


  Two could play that game.


  Pursing his lips, he continued painting as if a hand wasn’t reaching into his pants to free his aching cock. Another hand wormed into his waistband.


  “Lift up.”


  Jay kept painting, as if he didn’t hear.


  A growl was his only warning before his waistband was wrenched hard enough to make him fall back against his lover’s chest. The pants were dragged over his skin, jarring his hips, pulled down until they constricted his thighs.


  He sat up straight, paintbrush stubbornly finding the canvas once more. The wooden stool felt cold against his bare ass. Fingertips traced his spine to the crease, dipping between his cheeks. He couldn’t stop the shudder that ran up his arm and translated to the painting.


  “You like that?” The question was triumphant, already answered. “How about this?”


  Both hands shifted to his thighs, kneading the muscles. A bead of pre-come dripped from his cock. He frowned just a little, never tearing his eyes from the canvas. The wrinkle between his eyebrows deepened as he tried to concentrate.
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