
[image: cover.jpg]


Switch

 

 

MILES WINTER sat back in the limo as it idled in the heavy traffic and opened the briefcase on his lap. He wondered how many rainforests had been destroyed for the sole purpose of stuffing his mail full of unnecessary, uninteresting, and poorly spelled documents. He suspected there’d be more on his assistant’s desk as soon as he got back into the office to check up on it. And that was in addition to the virtual correspondence on email that he had to review daily or risk being smothered by it. He’d been away from the office for only a week, and this was the result. Biting back a sigh, he riffled through the top documents, looking to prioritize or hopefully mark some for shredding….

A throaty chuckle came from a couple of feet away. “That’s not the look I was hoping for, y’know?”

Miles glanced up, startled. “I’m sorry?”

Zeke Roswell just smiled at him. He was sitting on the other half of the limo seat, though it was more like a folding exercise, one leg bent up under his ass, his shoulder pressed against the closed door. On his lap was a large pad of paper, and he’d already sketched out a few sweeping pencil lines, the beginnings of what looked like a head and shoulders.

Miles smiled too. He knew that tone in Zeke’s voice, one of teasing, of speculative desire. He pulled out more of the papers from the bottom of the case, but he knew his attention had already started to wander. “Real life has to go on, you know. These won’t take me long to clear. I brought them with me from the airport to check whether any need action over the weekend. I don’t really want to go back into the office, but we’re finalizing the due diligence on that takeover, and I may have to access some of the accounting files.”

Zeke reached over and ran his hand down Miles’s arm. “It’s okay. I get it. At least I get to see you for dinner and a careless grope in the back of the limo, even if I have to surrender you to your damned filing. We’ll drop you off, and I’ll go back to the gallery. It’s been a long day—guess I need my sleep.” He leaned back in the seat, stretching his neck one way then the other, easing some stiffness. “It’s sort of fun, actually, to see your professional side kick into action.”

“Oh yes?”

“Oh yes,” Zeke repeated mockingly, his smile turning wicked. “Kind of cute to see you in your Mr. Executive Suit mode, when the last time we were alone together—just before I saw you drive off to the airport—you were gasping in the shower, naked as the day you were born, while I crouched at your feet and fingered you to one hell of an orgasm.”

“Hell.” Miles felt the shudder of excitement through the whole of his body. He laughed, but his fingers trembled on the edge of a file.

“Don’t mind me,” Zeke said, settling the pad back on his lap and not even trying to hide his grin. “Just pretend I’m not here.”

And how likely was that? Miles was more aware of his lover than of himself. At the end of his business trip, he’d rushed to meet Zeke as soon as possible. They’d only been back together for a few hours, but already Zeke’s scent clung to his clothes, and the taste of Zeke’s lips lingered on his tongue. The restaurant where they’d gone for supper had been discreet, but not to the extent Miles could touch Zeke in the way he wanted. Often, when they were apart, he found his mind held the memory of Zeke’s touch very vividly, as if Zeke were actually with him on the trip: lying beside him in his hotel bed, walking with him on the unfamiliar city street, nudging up to him beside yet another generic office water cooler. Vivid, yes, but nowhere near as satisfactory as the real thing. The pleasure trickled slowly and seductively through his body. He had the real thing now—Zeke beside him, happy, smiling, joking, waiting to go where Miles needed.

Zeke shifted on the seat, changing the leg bent under him. Miles had opened another file but caught the movement out of the corner of his eye. Tonight they’d both been at the opening of Zeke’s new art show. Then a leisurely supper together and now back in the limo for… the end of the night. Looked like he’d be in the office for a few more hours, and it made sense for Zeke to go back to the gallery. It was on the same route, and Zeke inevitably had things to wrap up from the exhibition. Miles wondered if he’d have time to join him later, depending on when he finished his work.

One of the papers slipped out of the file, and he only just caught it before it fell to the floor. He felt clumsy tonight. Maybe jetlag, maybe the excitement of being with Zeke again. It didn’t seem like that feeling was ever going to wear off.

Zeke gave a casual yawn. His hand was still busy on his sketch. “Come back to the gallery when you’re done, man.” He glanced up quickly; his eyes glittered with something that looked ridiculously like nervousness. “I mean it. Any time. If the lights are off and I’m asleep, just let yourself in.”

“I may be late. I don’t want to disturb you.”

“You won’t.” Zeke sounded quite harsh. “Listen to me. I want you back for the night, Miles, whether it’s for ten or two hours.” He flushed, as if embarrassed, but Zeke Roswell didn’t often do embarrassment, did he? “I'd kind of like to find you there in the morning. I’ve missed that.”

Miles could empathize with that. That was one of his favorite times too. Always an early riser, he was learning to love waking before Zeke, then spending a few minutes savoring the familiarity of the man in his bed. He liked to trace the curves of Zeke’s sleeping body with his eyes—and then his hands. Cupping Zeke’s buttocks and feeling the muscles tense up as the other man eased into wakefulness. Then rolling Zeke on to his belly and spreading his legs—

Damn. Another batch of papers had nearly slipped through his fingers.

“Nearly there,” Zeke said, peering out the limo window. “Damned traffic moves like glue this time of night.” The lights on the street and buildings outside glinted on the glass, reflecting flickers of flame in Zeke’s pupils, white and yellow and neon. Miles was far more fascinated by that than by his business agenda for the weekend.

“Will you be okay back at the gallery? The press may still be there.”

Zeke shrugged, still looking out at the slowly passing scenery. “Malia’s got my back. She’ll have moved them on by now, bleary from my free booze, cameras full of pictures, notebooks full of who attended and whose spouse they were with. Some of them may even get my name spelled right. Red said he’d stay behind as well, and if anyone knows what to say to a pack of journalists, it’s Red de Vere. Thrives on it, I reckon. Whereas I apparently can’t be trusted not to tell ’em where to go, what to do, and how hard to twist the stick involved.” He turned back to face Miles. “But I can play that eccentric artist card, right? It’s not as if I haven’t had enough real experience in the past.”

Miles looked at Zeke’s face, wondering if the public smile would ever mask the deeper, more vulnerable look that sometimes flickered in his eyes. “I don’t think there’s any worry about them spelling your name right. Zeke Roswell has been a star of the art world for quite a while now.” At Zeke’s frown, he continued, “In your new incarnation, I mean. Not as the young artist in his brother Jacky’s shadow. You’ve shown your own colors quite boldly and well by now, Zeke.”

Zeke held his pencil loosely in one hand and used the other to flick a stray lock of hair back off his forehead. “We should both be used to it, I guess.”

Miles shrugged. In his professional career, he’d always been subject to media interest, but this intrusive pursuit of his personal life was a different matter. Every time Zeke organized a show, it seemed to resurrect the interest in them both. It was encouraging for sales of Zeke’s art and the promise of future commissions, but it was extremely annoying when Miles just wanted to pursue business as usual. Zeke’s love of secrecy before every show didn’t help, either. The paparazzi had been camping out on a selection of doorsteps for the last week, including those of Miles’s staff, on the chance of an advance scoop. “I think our strategy works well enough, keeping a low profile while you’re working and using my press office to release the official news at sensible intervals.”

Zeke laughed, loudly and rather too uninhibitedly for Miles’s comfort. Maybe he knew the taste—or distaste—of the popular media better than Miles. After all, his life had been rather more outrageous and newsworthy. “Official news? Man, they don’t want to know what your plans are for a new investment in a telecom conglomerate, or whether I’m basing the next show on a pastiche of Renaissance masters or dogs in vests playing pool. What they really want is gossip. Ideally, they’re waiting for me to roll you on the pavement then and there and fuck you in full view of their cameras.”

Miles shivered. Desire rippled through him at the outrageous vision conjured up. “You’re the one who chose the theme, Zeke. Bondage was always going to be provocative. Don’t pretend that’s not the image you like to project.”

Zeke grimaced. “Yeah, okay. I’m just sorry to drag you in on it too.”

“I assure you I’m fine….”

But Zeke’s gaze had dropped to his sketch pad. “It’ll die down eventually. The attention, that is. There’ll be other news, more interesting than me—than us.”

Not to me, Miles thought. He slipped all the papers back in his briefcase and quietly locked it shut. The movement of Zeke’s hands caught his eye again, also Zeke’s quick glance up to Miles’s face, then back to the paper on his lap. “Zeke, are you sketching me?”

Zeke’s hand stilled on top of the pad. “That a problem?”

For a second, they stared at each other. Miles wasn’t sure how he felt. Zeke had often drawn Miles’s hands, ever since that first astonishing and beautiful portrait Zeke had unveiled at his Connection show, the one that had brought them so much closer at last. But Zeke’s work had always been interpretive, not a direct portrait. Or so Miles imagined. He’d always found it fascinating to watch Zeke draw; it delighted him too. He sat beside Zeke as often as he could, following the progress of his work—following Zeke himself. It didn’t seem to distract his lover, and it was a rich thrill for Miles. But… a portrait of him?

“It’s just a study.” Zeke looked hesitant. Miles knew that when Zeke started to draw, it was anguish for him to have to stop. Even now, he was back to sketching, his hand moving swiftly but lightly, the strokes covering the paper with no more than a gentle brush. “Just some thoughts of mine. Got to follow the muse.” He flushed. “No need to feel threatened.”

“I don’t. It’s just… an odd feeling.”

Zeke’s concentration was still on his pad, but he smiled. It was soft, as if it matched the caress of his pencil strokes. “Promise not to display anything of you in the gallery. You’d look pretty odd beside those dogs in vests.”

“Why me?” Miles asked abruptly. He hadn’t meant to say it, but the words burst out. He’d never thought of himself as truly a part of Zeke’s art. He was in Zeke’s life, of course, although he felt that was something still new and surprisingly tender; it was to be carefully nurtured. But the man’s creativity was something else—something contained within Zeke’s volatile, passionate personality alone. Wasn’t it? He’d rarely seen any of Zeke’s rough sketches finished, and if he were honest, he didn’t always pay attention to the subject matter.

Zeke stared back at him, his eyes suddenly, strangely wild. “I need it,” he said. “It’s how I express things. I need to capture you… here.” He gestured at the paper with one hand: his other hand wavered somewhere near his chest.

“Capture me?” Miles couldn’t believe Zeke would ever doubt he had Miles in entirety, both captivated and caught.

Zeke’s words spilled from him now. “Like I’m still getting used to sharing the plans with you. My art—the gallery. Like I haven’t had time to talk to you about what I want to draw in the future, what thoughts and dreams take over my hands.” He frowned. “What I want in the future. Yeah, I talk all the damned time, but some things… I’m not too good at talking about, period.”

Miles put his hand over Zeke’s, his fingers brushing the smooth surface of the paper. “I need it too.”

“Yeah?” Zeke turned his hand so that Miles’s fingers rested in his palm. He laughed softly. “I know all about your need, man. The handcuffs … the secret, seductive orders. The way you play with yourself….” He took a deep breath. “You’re fantastic.”

“Not just the sex,” Miles said quickly, breathlessly. He needed to make it clear to Zeke. “I need you, Zeke Roswell.”

Zeke’s eyes darkened, and a soft flush covered his cheeks. “So maybe I use different ways to tell you I feel the same. But you know what? I don’t need to read anything in the newspapers to know it for the truth.”

Miles started to laugh. The limo gave a sudden lurch as it pulled up outside his office building, but he barely registered it. His eyes were on Zeke. He felt he’d been away for a month, not just a week. The feelings from being back with Zeke were as sharp and painful and deliriously wonderful as they’d always been. Maybe ridiculous… but true. Miles was excited to think he was part of everything Zeke did—but it was Zeke himself Miles loved and wanted. Appreciation of Zeke's talent came second. The emotion flowed through him as thickly as his own blood. He couldn’t take his eyes off Zeke: everything else in life was filed far, far away.

Zeke was peering at him, his head tilted to one side. He gripped the side of his pad, his pencil urgent on the paper. “Yeah,” he muttered, his voice shaking with what Miles knew as excitement. “That’s exactly the look I wanted.”

“Sir?” The driver turned his head toward his passengers in the back. “I can’t park here. Do you want me to drive around to the back or just drop you off?”

“No.” Miles didn’t hesitate, leaning forward to reply. “We’re not stopping here. Can you take us on uptown, please?”

Zeke moved on the seat beside him, surprised. “It’s no problem, Miles. If you want to keep the limo, I can get a cab from here. You’ve had a hell of a flight, and there’ll be stuff I need to get done after the show—”

“No.” Miles grasped Zeke’s arm. His heart had suddenly started to beat more quickly. He turned his back to the driver again to regain some privacy. “I’m not going into the office tonight. I’m sorry I even considered it. I want us to go back to my place.”

“The gallery’s nearer….”

“My apartment,” Miles said, firmly. Why didn’t Zeke listen? “I want us both there. Soon.”

Zeke was still looking bemused. “We can just—”

“I said I needed you, Zeke. I want you too, in every damned way I can. If you still want it too.”

Zeke’s eyes widened. “Excuse me being stupid here, Miles, but are you saying…?”

“Now,” Miles repeated, keeping his voice low so he wasn’t overheard by the driver, but unable—and unwilling—to hide the urgency. “I want you to fuck me. Tonight.”

 

THE journey passed in a blur of tension and excitement. When it looked like they’d be snagged in traffic again, Zeke leaned forward and directed the driver through a shortcut. The limo kept moving, but it still took a long time for Miles to reach his city apartment. He suspected that even immediate "beaming up" would have felt like a long time.

Now they stood together in Miles’s bedroom. He’d refused to let Zeke get him a drink besides a chilled bottle of water from the fridge. He’d walked past his answering machine and its red blinking lights with a firm step and left the briefcase—still unopened—in the hallway. As soon as they reached the bedroom, he’d dropped his jacket onto a chair, wrenched off his tie, and kicked off his shoes and socks.

Zeke never took his eyes off him. When Miles started tugging open the buttons of his shirt, Zeke stepped up close and stayed his hand. “Don’t rush this.”

“I want you.”

Zeke nodded. “You think I feel different? I just want you to feel good.”

Miles smiled. He slid a hand around the back of Zeke’s neck and pulled him in for a kiss. It was a long, satisfyingly passionate time before they broke apart again.

“Okay,” Zeke said a little shakily. “Guess I can feel good too.”

Miles reached for the button and zipper of Zeke’s jeans. His fingers felt both twice their usual size and half-numb. “You said… when we were in my office last time….”

Zeke nodded. He shifted in Miles’s grip, his voice very quiet. “Yeah. I said I love you. I meant it, Miles. Just….”

“What?”

“Hey.” Zeke put his arms around Miles's waist and nestled in against him. “No provisos. No denials. I just wanted to talk some more to you about it, but we never got time. You got busy with the takeover, and then this trip you just took to Europe….”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.” Zeke’s lips brushed Miles’s neck, nuzzling the evening bristle on his chin. “It’s how things are.”

“I do too,” Miles whispered. God, but it was good to get the words out into the open. “Love you. Maybe it started as lust and fascination and need….”

“Works for me,” Zeke murmured.

“…but it’s so much more now.”

“Yeah, I know.” For a moment, silence fell. Miles let his forehead lean against Zeke’s as they breathed in each other’s scent, got used to each other’s embrace all over again. He hated to think his overseas business trips kept them apart in more ways than geographic, but it was almost worth it for the reunion, which was poignant and startling every time. “I’ll be easing off the travel later this year. I want to spend more time at home.”

“That sounds good.”

“More time?”

“Home,” Zeke whispered in Miles's ear.

Miles let out a long, relaxing breath. “Let’s get comfortable.” He slid out of his shirt and pants, then helped Zeke finish undressing. It didn’t take long: as was his usual habit, Zeke wasn’t wearing any underwear. He kicked off his boots, and his jeans dropped to the floor. Then he was totally naked. Sweat glistened on his torso, and the muscles of his belly clenched in the cooler air. His cock was already hardening, swelling out from its bed of curly hair. Miles gazed at him, enjoying every inch of the view. He swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry.

“Come on.” Zeke took his hand, pulled back the covers, and they lay down on the bed. Miles took a moment to appreciate the physical pleasure of returning to his own place, then was brought back to the matter in hand by Zeke’s hip nudging against his. Zeke’s body was warmer than Miles’s, with the common smell of skin and soap and residual sweat at the end of a long day—but with the underlying muskiness that was all Zeke.

“We could bottle the smell,” Miles said. His voice sounded hoarse. “Make a fortune.”

“Huh?” Zeke was back to nuzzling at Miles’s neck: he loved to touch Miles there. “Whatever it is you’re rambling on about, you’ve already got a fortune, remember?”

Miles laughed. His heartbeat felt steadier than it had on the journey over. Being in bed with Zeke had a calming effect, at the same time as it thrilled his sexual desire. A mad, bad, and beautiful contradiction, he had to admit.

“Are you okay?” Zeke pushed Miles playfully on to his side, then spooned up behind him. He threw his upper arm across Miles’s torso, his fingertips tracing gently over Miles’s skin, running along the lines of his ribcage. His mouth still brushed the nape of Miles’s neck.

“Fine,” Miles whispered. “Very fine.” He shifted his body, getting more comfortable as Zeke’s cock pressed against his thigh. It was warm, damp and hard. And very thick. Every inch of Miles’s skin shivered in response, raw with anticipation, heated with excitement.

Zeke slipped his other hand down Miles’s back, along a path smoothed by the sweat that had suddenly sprung up between the shoulder blades. Miles’s muscles tightened, both in pleasure and with nerves. But when a finger wriggled mischievously between his buttocks, he tensed involuntarily. Zeke’s hand moved swiftly away.

“Look at me for a moment,” he said.

“I’m fine,” Miles protested, but allowed Zeke to roll him onto his back. Zeke lifted himself up on one arm, gazing down on Miles’s face. Zeke’s pupils were widely dilated. Miles didn’t dare guess what his looked like in return.

“We don’t have to do this,” Zeke said. “You look….” He smiled. “Impossibly hot, man. All lean and sexy, shiny skin, tense muscles.” Zeke ran a damp finger around Miles’s nipple as he spoke, apparently aimlessly. “And you know what expression you’ve got?”

Miles knew he flushed; he felt it heat his neck. “Don’t you dare tell me scared.” He could feel his throat tightening. It was more difficult to swallow now.

Zeke shook his head. “Don’t often see you scared, Miles Winter. You look fierce. Determined.” He bent his head and let his tongue follow his fingers over Miles’s chest, using brief, flickering touches. Then he pulled back. “Fucking hungry.”

“I want to do this,” Miles said. He wished he could make his voice work properly; it sounded hoarse. “God, I want to.”

“Me too. But you know it’s no big deal to me how we do it, right?”

“Yes, I know.” Zeke’s face hovered over him, his generous mouth only inches away, strong arms holding him just close enough for Miles to feel the heat from Zeke’s skin and to see his chest moving with each breath, but not so close that Miles might feel intimidated in any way. Miles looked up into his lover’s eyes and saw the support and the tolerance there—and the need. It was just as fierce as Zeke had said Miles’s was.

“The show was another success,” he said, lifting a hand to cup Zeke’s cheek. “They loved it. The provocative theme, the excitement of mixing movie clips and painting and sculpture. And let’s not forget the sex toys.” He grinned, remembering the reaction of some of the more conservative guests who’d been standing at the back of the gallery when he arrived. “And you….”

“Me?” Zeke raised an eyebrow.

“You were so good. So assured. Such a fine, confident host. You’ve made that gallery your own, you know.”

Zeke flushed, looking pleased. “Sure, but that’s because it’s my name on the lease. You signed it over, remember?”

“Eventually,” Miles said, wryly. “At a rather more modest, private little meeting with my lawyer, the night after—”

“You played your power games with me in the office,” Zeke finished. His chest was moving more obviously now as his breath shortened.

“And that’s only on paper. I meant that you’ve created your own signature at the gallery—your own style. People come to see you and your work, not the landlord.” Miles reached his other hand up as well, cupping Zeke’s face and brushing his thumb over the creases of Zeke’s smile. “You’re a success of your own making,” he whispered.

Zeke smiled back. Miles couldn’t mistake the look of pride in his eyes. Zeke relaxed his arm, dropping back down to lie at Miles’s side, but he trailed his fingers over Miles’s hip as he moved. His breathing was shallow, and Miles recognized his increasingly needy huffs of breath. But Zeke still kept his touches soft and soothing.

Oh yes, Miles thought, full of gratitude and admiration. I love you.

“Thanks for coming to the show,” Zeke said. “You didn’t have to fly back early from Europe. But I’m damned glad you did.”

It was Miles’s turn to roll over and look down on Zeke. He placed his palm on Zeke’s chest, feeling Zeke’s heart beating faster than usual, a steady vibration against Miles’s hand. “You looked like you had it all under control. Your usual juggling trick with the press and the art critics and your assorted group of fans.” There were always plenty of them, since Zeke had climbed back to the top ten of rising stars after a succession of stunning presentations. Even more, after he and Miles had come out publicly as a couple. Some of the camp followers were genuine art fans and supportive of Zeke’s creative work. Some others were—in Miles’s opinion—just predatory and a trifle unnerving.

Zeke chuckled. “Carter makes sure they don’t let too many of those guys in. Can’t have you getting jealous, can we?”

Miles shook his head dismissively. Strangely enough, he didn’t feel jealous, even though he knew Zeke had far more experience with lovers than he had, and could have had his pick of the followers with a snap of his fingers. No, Miles only worried about their claims on Zeke. Zeke threw himself into every show with his full energy. He was often exhausted when it actually opened, running on his enthusiasm alone. Miles had arrived late for Bondage, after a succession of airport delays, and the show was already in full swing. The room was full of laughter and loud commentary and more than a few glasses of champagne being raised in salute to Zeke Roswell. Miles had pushed through the door behind a group of Japanese collectors and barely found a space to settle his case and coat. Malia had spotted him first, rushing over to make him more comfortable. But it had only been another few seconds before Zeke’s gaze found his, over the heads of the visitors milling around him. It was eerie, the way Zeke always knew he was there within moments of arriving. Eerie, and very exciting. Miles had recognized the look of welcome in Zeke’s eyes—shortly followed by weariness and the onset of frustration in the face of so many people’s clamor for attention.

Miles had taken Malia to one side, and they’d managed to extract Zeke from the crowd shortly afterward. Zeke had already spoken to everyone who wanted to meet him; given soundbites galore for the press. Miles reminded him that the gallery had staff to cover the remaining hours of the event, and hustled him out to the limo and off to dinner at an undisclosed location.

Now they were at last in Miles’s bed, Zeke’s body stretched out underneath him, his comfort and passion in easy and willing reach. Tonight, the gentle touches made Miles shudder with excitement and impatience, even though he was usually the one who took a little longer to relax and surrender. Whereas Zeke knew exactly what he wanted and pursued it with hunger and mischief as swiftly as he could.

Usually.

But tonight… tonight was different. Miles rolled over again and spooned back up against Zeke. This time he didn’t flinch when Zeke ran his hand over his ass; this time he pushed back into the caress, inviting more.

“Talk to me,” Zeke murmured. He continued to stroke Miles, his strong hand running the length of Miles’s back, over his buttocks, down his thighs as far as Zeke could reach, then back up again. “Tell me what you saw at the show.”

Miles pursed his lips. “Not sure I can do you justice. My color blindness, remember? I don’t always get the full benefit….”

Zeke gave a dismissive grunt and slid one of his hands around to Miles’s belly, playing with the trail of dark hair down to his groin. Miles’s cock thickened and stretched, the need starting an ache in his gut. “Not just the colors. Tell me what you saw.”

Miles frowned. He wished he could see the expression in Zeke’s eyes, try to guess what Zeke wanted. But Zeke had always told him to speak his mind. To speak his feelings.

“Well, there was the usual dramatic combination of art and sculpture, all sizes, all mediums.” He smiled at the memory. There’d been a ladder effect of exhibits—paintings and other creations, stepping up beside each other, behind each other, making the visitor crane his head to be able to see it all. There were pictures of seducers and the seduced; those in bondage and those dominating; those who flushed with pleasure and the pure contentment of finding their sexual place in life and those who fought against it, anguished both physically and emotionally. The sexual bondage scenes had been playful, exciting and stimulating. But there’d been other, different views of bondage— photos of couples arm in arm but with body language that cried for separation, of workers miserable at their desk, of people of all ages who looked nothing but painfully uncomfortable in their clothes and home setting. The leaflets and placards Zeke had showed him in the office some weeks ago were there, evidence of protests against discrimination and repression. And in amongst the pictures were structures and tokens illustrating the locations where these things happened. In back streets, in public forums, in the comfort of a man’s living room. Everything in together, a riot of activity, a challenge to anyone’s critique. A jumble, like the box of exciting goods Zeke had spilled on Miles’s office carpet. Seemingly a mess, yet brought together by Zeke’s talent into an experience like no other. It was what people had come to expect of a Zeke Roswell show.

Miles’s smile caught on a gasp as Zeke bit mischievously at the skin stretched tight over Miles's hip.

“Turn over,” Zeke muttered. “On to your belly. Keep talking.”

Miles rolled slowly over, resting his head on his hands. His heart beat more rapidly again. Zeke had a way of demanding things of him that reached into Miles’s equally assertive soul and invited total surrender. He wished they’d spent more time on familiar foreplay tonight, kissing and nipping gently at skin until one or the other of them laughed or begged to move on. He wanted to taste Zeke’s cock on his tongue, wanted to suck and lick it, a better taste by far than the champagne at the show. He wanted time to—

No, he didn’t. There’d be time for all that, another night.

“What did you feel?” Zeke murmured in his ear, breaking into his thoughts. “Tell me.”

“I felt excitement, suspense, anticipation.” Miles’s mind drifted back to all he’d seen. “There were curtains over the corners of the room, half-hiding the displays underneath. There were corners I turned and came face to face with shocking images. Sometimes it inspired anger or distress, sometimes titillation. There were explicit scenes of erotica, of both pain and ecstasy. Scenes of platonic but deeply felt love. It was… tantalizing.”

Zeke nodded. Miles felt the brush of Zeke’s hair on his shoulders as Zeke shifted down the bed. His tongue lapped gently at the small of Miles’s back, making him gasp again. Zeke stretched his leg over the back of Miles’s calf, momentarily holding Miles down on the bed. Miles felt the cheeks of his ass tighten with something between thrill and trepidation.

“I said, keep talking.”

Miles smiled, his cheek nestling into the thick pillow. “It was exciting, as always, the way some exhibits were free-hanging, moving as the guests passed them.” He himself had felt the startling brush of lace against his cheek as he ducked under a low painting; the rough scrape of some abrasive material on his hands as he pushed a curtain aside. Zeke always expected full involvement in his shows—full audience participation. “And the toys!” Miles laughed. “Some I’d never seen before, even when you showed me your samples. Some cute, some outrageous. Objects of torture, it seemed, but some were so beautiful you couldn’t believe it to be so. Elegant wood and metal and leather, texture and decoration everywhere. I suspect you could start up your own catalog after the show is done.” His cheeks felt suddenly heated. “I saw a set of familiar handcuffs in prime view by the entrance.”

“And the key,” Zeke whispered.

Miles nodded. He’d seen that, too, as if Zeke had mischievously wanted to include the souvenir of Miles’s ambush, yet also the means of his release.

“I wanted an experience for all the senses.” Zeke gave a low, slow laugh.

“God, yes. You achieved that so well.” Miles sighed with pleasure. Zeke’s fingers were tugging gently at his buttocks, prising them open. Zeke’s breath was warm on the crease, and his tongue swiped greedily across the nerve endings of Miles’s entrance. Miles yelped, and his thighs shook.

“Come here,” Zeke said. “On your knees.”

Miles pulled himself up on to his hands and knees. A bead of sweat ran down his spine, and his cock was hot and swollen, hanging heavily between his legs.

“Tell me what you heard.”

Miles’s eyes half-closed, partly from concentration on his memories, partly because Zeke’s tongue was pressing around his entrance, wet and hungry. He loved that touch, didn’t he? He loved Zeke touching him there….

Zeke blew out gently across the sensitive skin. “Tell me.”

Miles shuddered, and fresh goose bumps ran down his arched back. He let his head fall down between his braced shoulders. “Uhh… so many voices. Cheers, laughs, some complaints, some confusion. As always. The sound of glasses clinking, of people moving around. Some of the exhibits moving against each other. And also….”

“What?”

“Even when there was no conversation, I could still hear an underlying murmur. A soft one, like the thread of a tune, a gentle beat, a humming in the background.” Miles tried to remember more details but it had been elusive.

“How did it make you feel?”

Miles smiled. “It was soothing. Very comforting, despite all the noise and drama in the gallery itself.”

“Good. That’s how it was meant to be.” Zeke’s tongue flicked across the cheeks of Miles’s ass.

“It was deliberate?”

“Yeah. I mixed a soundtrack of some of the people and places I visited for research. I stripped out most of the words and kept the tone… you looking for technical details?”

“Not right now,” Miles whispered, and shivered.

Zeke’s laugh tickled the hairs at the top of Miles’s thighs. “And what did you smell?” His fingertip teased at Miles’s entrance. 

“Smell…?”

“Miles, stay with me, man. Keep talking to me. Keep imagining the room, the sounds, the feelings.”

Zeke shifted for a moment on the bed, and Miles heard the pop of a lid being opened. Then Zeke’s finger, cool with gel, pressed gently inside his opening. Miles knew the feeling from times before—he knew it would eventually make him groan with pleasure—but he still tensed slightly.

Zeke’s finger ceased moving at once. “You want to stop?”

Miles shook his head. “No! God, go on. Please.” He willed himself to relax, and Zeke’s finger slipped slowly inside him. It probed gently at first, letting Miles get used to it. When he moaned with delight, he heard Zeke’s laughter again.

“So…?” his lover whispered. “The smells?”

“I smelled something rich and thick and exotic.” Miles gasped as Zeke’s finger touched him inside, making him jerk. “God. Yes. Zeke. Yes.” His hips shook and his ass clenched. He felt Zeke shift again, getting a better position, and then Zeke’s tongue lapped wetly against the base of his spine. Miles arched up, and Zeke slid in a second finger, reaching again for that special spot. “It was something wicked—delicious. Musky, tart. Something extremely sensual. Was that deliberate too?”

“The smells? Or this?” Zeke’s voice was ragged, and he stroked Miles’s prostate yet again. “You’re fantastic, man. You look… I can’t describe it.”

Miles tried to peer back over his shoulder to see Zeke’s face properly, but the angle was awkward. He could hear Zeke’s breath, tight and erratic, as he knelt between Miles’s spread legs, leaning in close. When Zeke slicked more gel around Miles’s entrance, his fingers seemed suddenly clumsy. Miles could feel the heat from Zeke’s groin on the inside of his legs. Something very solid bumped against his left thigh, and he knew it was Zeke’s cock.

“Malia has been studying perfumery,” Zeke said. The words were shaky. “Miles, I can’t—”

“It was magnificent,” Miles whispered. Hear the love in my voice. “All the senses engaged. A great….” He took a deep breath, trying to calm his racing heart. “A great success.”

“Uh… there was another title to the exhibition, y’know.”

“What?”

“One just for you,” Zeke whispered.

Miles was panting now as Zeke’s knuckles rolled against the pucker of his hole, Zeke’s fingers inside him. Opening him up. He could feel Zeke’s cock rubbing under his buttocks, and the soft fuzz on Zeke’s balls as they nudged against his. “What do you mean? What was the other title?”

Zeke pulled his fingers slowly out. Miles felt his lover’s hands on his ass again, Zeke’s thumb rubbing gently between the cheeks. Something pressed at his entrance—Zeke’s cock, slipping across the skin on an excess of lube. It left a wet trail among the fine hairs.

“Seduction,” Zeke whispered. “I reckoned that was what you wanted. What you deserved.”

Miles moaned softly. “Me? But I never actually said….”

Zeke dug his fingers into the flesh of Miles’s buttocks, tugging them apart again. His cock nudged up against the hole with more determination now, its tip warm and slick. “Not in so many words, no. But you said you wanted to try this, and I wanted the mood to be right.”

“Tonight…?”

“I didn’t plan it,” Zeke said hurriedly. “I didn’t know when—or if—it’d happen. I just wanted you to sense that from the show, to feel good. All over. And then, tonight you turned to me in the limo, and—”

“Wanted,” Miles echoed. Dear God, but he had wanted this! He’d wanted to feel what Zeke felt when Miles was inside him. He’d wanted to give Zeke that pleasure, too, to offer him everything. To feel everything.

Zeke whispered something, nothing, nonsense, the sound of a kiss. Then his cock pressed into Miles—slowly, carefully, firmly. Miles groaned, willing himself to stay relaxed. So much better than the fingers, so much closer to Zeke himself! His thighs trembled again, the muscles tightening as he settled himself against the thrust of Zeke’s body. He readjusted his weight onto one arm only, reaching the free hand to his cock to stroke it in rhythm. They wobbled on the bed for a second, getting used to the position. Miles wondered how the hell he could manage to keep his balance, but his other arm locked into place, and he was strong enough to hold himself there. He pushed his ass back against the invasion, welcoming it, allowing Zeke to sink in even deeper.

“Careful,” Zeke gasped. “Am I going to sound like some porn movie if I say how fucking tight you are?”

Miles tried to laugh, but it came out as more of a hiccup as Zeke pulled out a way, then thrust back in. His cock stretched Miles, filled him. It was astounding; a strange, alien sensation, a mix of unfamiliar discomfort and shock—and a wonderful thrill. Miles rocked back, and Zeke cursed loudly.

Miles tensed, pausing the movement of his hips. “What’s up? We can stop—”

“No.” Zeke groaned. His voice sounded husky. His hands were sweaty; Miles could feel them slipping on his hips. “Shit, no! But I’m not going to last very long.”

Miles managed a proper laugh this time. “The whole range of senses,” he gasped. “You wanted them all engaged, you said.” A long, slow thrust of Zeke’s cock made him shudder. Ecstasy coiled deep in his gut, and his cock jerked in his fist. “Looks like you fell for your own seduction.”

Zeke suddenly gripped him even more tightly, and a guttural noise came from his throat. “I never thought it’d be so….” Miles could barely hear him. “So fucking good. Miles… you….”

“Hush.” Miles soothed him. “Hush.” He rocked again, feeling the tension in Zeke’s body where he lay over Miles’s back, the way Zeke’s hips thudded up against him, Zeke’s balls slapping against the back of Miles’s thighs. He heard—so vividly, so clearly—the low keening sound Zeke made as he came.

Miles braced himself and let the sensations shudder through his body. Zeke’s cock was fully inside him; he imagined he could feel it pumping its seed into him, thick and hot. He knew, without having to see, the fevered look there’d be in Zeke’s eyes—he heard the sound of his own name on Zeke’s lips.

“You, too,” Zeke growled.

Miles tightened his hand on his cock, his strokes firm and fierce, and he came, the climax wrenched out of him with a cry, just as Zeke’s body slumped down over his back.

They fell forward onto the bed together.

After a panting moment, Miles twisted under Zeke. “Let me… I want to hold you.”

“Hey. Gently. Let me…” Zeke slowly withdrew, both of them wincing a little. Then they rolled awkwardly and tiredly to face each other, and Miles hung on to his lover, his arms around his chest as if trying to anchor them both together in the real world. He could still hear the echo of their combined moans; feel their sweat-slicked skin and smell its musky fragrance; taste the warm, spicy saliva. A dribble of come tickled him in the crease between his thigh and buttock. Elation coursed around his body, the blood pumping in his veins.

“How… are you okay?” Zeke gasped into Miles’s ear. “Shit, that was…. God, better than I’d ever thought. Didn’t think my legs would hold me up any longer. They’re still shaking now. Damn, damn, I never imagined…. God, Miles, thank you, you were superb, you mean so fucking much to me. Fuck, I should learn to say it more often, right? That I love you, I really think I just—”

Miles put a hand over Zeke’s mouth.

“Hm?” Zeke mumbled through Miles’s palm, his eyes suddenly wide.

“Fine,” Miles said. “I’m fine.” He moved his hips slowly, the muscles of his body still relaxing after such excitement. He felt sore, inside and out, but it was a welcome souvenir of the excitement. “Apart from the wet patch. Next time, we fall on your side of the bed.” He laughed and took his hand away, meeting Zeke’s concerned expression with reassurance, he hoped. No more talking for the moment. He wanted to savor this whole experience, let it absorb him, let the aftershock calm at its own pace. And he wanted that sight—Zeke beside him in bed, tousled and sweating and staring at him with eyes full of worry, delight and satisfaction, for every day of the rest of his life. Well, maybe without the worry.

He grinned. Broadly.

“Next time?” Zeke smiled in reply, the mischief never far away. “Some kind of insatiable you are, man. You maybe ought to take it slow….”

“I mean it, Zeke. I feel great.” Exhausted, but great—and it was the truth. Miles reached out and drew Zeke in closer against him, their skin cooling, their breaths finally slowing. He chuckled softly. “And so do you.”
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