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Better than 
Friends
a tease from dreamspinner press author lane hayes

“You’re a barbarian. That’s the third time you’ve picked me up like a sack 
of flour.” I commented as I pulled his chest down to meet mine. I loved the 
feel of his massive body over me.

“Hmm.” Jack ran his fingers through my hair as he ground his pelvis 
into mine. We both gasped at the delicious feel of our hardened dicks 
rubbing through the thin barrier of our shorts. However, it wasn’t 
anywhere near enough contact.

Jack pulled up over me, caging my head in between his tattooed 
arms. The sight of his beautifully inked arms surrounding me sent 
another unexpected wave of desire racing through my body. I lifted 
my hips upwards to meet his in invitation. I wanted him flat on top 
of me, closer and with a lot less clothes on. I yanked at the hem 
of his T-shirt trying to push the fabric out of the way so I could 
explore his impressive chest. Jack shifted back off of me 
making me whine in protest.

“I want you, Curt. I want to be inside you, fuck you like 
crazy... but I don’t want to hurt you. Your foot...”

I sat up leaning on my elbows and eyed him 
incredulously.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me. Fuck my foot. 
I want you... I... Jack, I’m no good at this stuff. I admit 
I’m usually cautious and careful about almost every 
damn thing in my life. If I think too hard about this... 
being here in your bed... I can easily come up with 
ten different reasons why this isn’t a good idea. 
But the truth is... I don’t want to talk myself out of 
this. I want this too.”

Jack inclined his head slightly but moved 
away from me off the bed. I stared at the 
ceiling confused. Had he changed his 
mind?

“Hey. Look at me.” Jack demanded, his 
head tilted to one side thoughtfully and 
continued in a soft voice. “Honey, I was 
talking about your ankle only. I never 
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changed my mind. I tend to be a little physical sometimes... and I was thinking 
I... we should slow the pace down. That’s all. I’m not having second thoughts.” 
He let out a low chuckle and smiled down at me kindly. “I rarely do.”

I licked my lips relieved we had established we were on the same page. 
“Now what?”

“Let me take control. Will you? Do you trust me?”
His words spoken in his sexy low voice had me tongue-tied. I nodded and 

bit the inside of my cheek nervously.
“Good.” Jack winked at me before lifting the hem of his T-shirt to reveal his 

gorgeous torso before flinging the garment aside. He hooked his thumbs 
under the elastic of his shorts and slowly lowered them, freeing his rock hard 
member.

I gulped feeling instantly lightheaded. I sat up and tossed my T-shirt over my 
head quickly. My hands were on my shorts when Jack stopped me with a tsk 
tsk noise. He moved back toward the bed and straddled his naked body over 
my chest. I stared for a long moment at the wide head of his beautiful penis. It 
lay hard on my upper stomach, too far away for me to touch or lick. I looked up 
to see Jack’s heated gaze watching me closely.

“Can I suck you?” My voice was hoarse with need.
Jack didn’t answer right away. Instead he pulled both of my arms over my 

head and held them tightly in his right hand. Then he leaned up on his knees 
and bent forward so his stiff cock was now inches from my mouth. Our eyes 
locked and Jack gave a slight nod, wordlessly granting permission.

I stuck my tongue out and ran it over his slit tasting the precum that was 
starting to puddle there. Jack’s groan of approval made me anxious to taste 
much more of him. I bathed the head of his cock, licking it incessantly with 
cat-like instincts. I grunted in surprise when he used his free hand to guide my 
mouth further down his length. I took the not so subtle hint and opened my 
mouth wide to suck as much of his dick as possible while flat on my back.
Jack controlled the movement, gently fucking his cock down my throat. He 
freed my hands and reached behind him to grip my impossibly hard flesh in 
his hands, stroking me as I sucked him wildly. My breath hitched slightly when 
he released his hold and moved lower to fondle my balls. I was dangerously 
close to sensory overload and I certainly didn’t want to come yet.

Jack leaned back further making my dick ride the crease of his ass in a 
maneuver that had us both sighing. Jack crawled over me toward the 
nightstand, opened a drawer and came back with a condom and lube.

“We’re going slow now, honey. You doin’ okay?”
“Mmm.” I licked my lips in anticipation. I hadn’t been on the receiving end in 

some time. Hell, I hadn’t had actual sex in a while.
Jack sat back on his knees between my open thighs. I heard the bottle top 

from the lube click open and shut. My mouth went dry. Jack lifted my left leg 
and set it over his right shoulder, just as he’d promised to do earlier. We looked 
at each other and shared a brief smile before Jack got back to work coating 
his fingers with the cool gel. I swallowed around the lump in my throat at the 
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first feel of pressure on my hole. Jack gently massaged the surrounding 
sensitive skin before slipping one finger inside me. I felt sweat bead on 
my forehead and tried to remember to breathe as Jack worked his digit 
in and out slowly. He gripped my rigid cock in his other hand and stroked 
me as he worked a second finger inside me. I was writhing in pleasure 
and moaning deliriously when he pulled back completely. The sound of 
a condom being unwrapped made my skin tingle in anticipation. I bit my 
lip and waited while Jack worked more lube into my entrance and on his 
covered cock, pumping himself like a porn star in his fist before coming 
back to lean over me on one arm. I watched his blue eyes darken as he 
set his throbbing member on my hole and gently pushed.

He pulled back almost immediately before repeating the motion. Then 
he guided my other leg up over his left shoulder and bent forward to kiss 
me. It was one kiss. Soft and sweet. Then a second, more demanding. 
His tongue demanded entrance the third time and he took advantage 
of my distraction to push himself completely inside me. We stopped for 
a moment, our sweaty foreheads resting on each other as we let our 
bodies adjust to being joined. And then he moved.

Jack was true to his word. He kept a slow and languid pace, moving 
deeply inside me before pulling almost all the way out, only to delve 
more deeply on the next stroke. He fastened his mouth over mine and 
sucked on my tongue, biting my lips then my jaw and chin before raining 
soft kisses all over my neck. I reached down to hold his ass close to me. I 
wanted to feel as much of him as possible. He was well endowed but my 
body had adjusted well and I was overwhelmed by the desire for more. 
More friction. More Jack. I grasped at his ass hard, hoping to get my point 
across without speaking.

“Tell me what you want.” Jack fucked into me hard sending my body 
back a couple of inches toward the headboard. His gorgeous muscles 
glistened with a fine layer of sweat making him look even more god-like 
and powerful than ever.

“Just fuck me, Jack. Harder.” 
I watched his Adam’s apple move once before he nodded and gently 

moved my legs from his shoulders to wrap around his waist. He looked 
deeply in my eyes.

“Your ankle okay?”
“Screw my ankle, Jack. Fuck me!”
He chuckled then leaned over me and did as I asked. He held my 

body tightly, pistoning his hips rapidly in a frenzied speed. I’d never felt 
so overpowered in my life. I gave him complete control, and he delivered, 
moving gloriously within me as he buried his nose in my neck nuzzling, 
licking and kissing. I pulled at his hair when the sensations became too 
much and Jack went a little crazier. He propped himself up on one arm 
and lifted one of my legs back over his shoulder changing the angle so 
he hit my prostate at each pass. Then grabbed my weeping cock in one 
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hand and jacked me off as he fucked me.
I felt the wave of release come for me. A tidal wave. I cried out his name 

and shuddered beneath him as my orgasm claimed me. Jack milked my cock 
dry, literally wringing every last drop from me. His hips stilled though he was 
harder than ever inside me. I gazed up through hooded eyes to see what he 
would do next. He brought his forefinger down to the mess of come splattered 
across my stomach and traced a squiggly line from my left nipple down to my 
belly button. I stared at him mesmerized as he brought his finger to his mouth, 
closing his eyes as he sucked his it clean. He repeated the motion, this time 
starting at the opposite nipple and gave me my own come to lick as though 
offering a magical elixir.

I should have been disgusted. I’d never tasted myself like this before. Sure, 
I’d tasted my own precum when fooling around with previous lovers, but I’d 
never shared it in quite this way. And I found it to be an incredible aphrodisiac. 
My spent dick became interested all over again. I lowered my hand to touch 
myself as I sucked hard on Jack’s finger. He groaned loudly and finally 
lost control, coming wildly as he bucked his hips over and over into me. He 
collapsed on top of me, silently quaking and shuddering in release.

Jack lay still for a moment before gingerly detaching our sweat and come 
slicked bodies. He kissed my forehead once then pulled away. I closed my 
eyes and listened to the sound of him walking toward the bathroom and 
running water. I looked up when I felt the bed shift under his weight. He held a 
washcloth in one hand and was wearing a very self-satisfied grin.

“Hey. You sure made a mess, honey.” He teased as he cleaned my chest 
with the warm cloth, removing all traces of his earlier finger painting.

I just smiled. I was too wrung out to banter. I had easily just experienced the 
best sex of my life.

The remainder of the afternoon was spent in bed, taking time to explore, 
touch and tease. I laid my head on Jack’s chest and traced the fiery flames 
drawn in deep shades of orange and red on his upper left arm.

“What was the first one you ever got?”
“First what? Blow job?” Jack ruffled my hair playfully and gave me a
devilish eye. “I know the last one I got was pretty fucking spectacular.”
I felt my cheeks redden at the crudely carnal compliment. “No, tattoo... and 

how old were you?”
I laid my head flat again content to listen to the deep timber of his voice while 

my hands roamed over his flat stomach and up over his rib cage. I loved the 
feel of his skin. He was smooth all over, and although I knew he probably had 
some professional manscaping done, it seemed natural. I didn’t think I had a 
preference about how much hair a guy had on his body but I admired Jack’s 
hard muscled frame. His tattoos were a perfect juxtaposition to the otherwise 
uninterrupted fluidity of his manly physique.

“My first one was this little dragon here. Can you see him?” Jack pulled 
hisleft arm over for me to examine.

“Barely. It’s small.”
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AngelA moment with an

Growing up in the 90’s I think every gay man knew the BelAmi studio, whether from eating 
up the megabytes on dial up, or from a sneaky DVD purchase at the local adult store.  

One thing is certain, from watching features from BelAmi you can see that all the models are 
truly loving what they do.

BelAmi, established in 1993 by film maker George Duroy, which is reportedly a 
pseudonym taken from Guy de Maupassant’s novel ‘Bel Ami’.  Over the years 
Bel Ami has taken hundreds of actors off the casting couch and into many 
DVDs, Calendars, and Photobooks.  Some of the most recognisable names 
in the industry are attributed to Bel Ami, actors such as Sebastian Bonnet, Kris 
Evans, Luke Hamill, Tim Hamilton, Johan Paulik, Ariel Vanean, Mick Lovell. Most 

notably for me being Lukas Ridgeston, with his popularity debatably at its peak in 
the mid nineties with the Lukas’ Story series.

Now nearly a decade on the Bel Ami Studio is discovering a whole new generation of 
Bel Ami boys, one such boy, Kevin Warhol, is quickly cutting a career path hot on 

the heels of Johan Paulik, George Duroy stating that Kevin has all the qualities of 
a young Johan.

We were lucky enough to be granted an interview with the Bel Ami star.
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Reading through your BelAmi Biography, it tells a vague story of a difficult childhood, does 
that history play a part in why you first entered the porn industry?
There is a good reason why my online biography is vague - and I guess we’ll leave it blurred. 
You’d obviously prefer if I am more specific but it wouldn’t be fair to my parents. Let’s say I was 
on my own from my 16th birthday and it wasn’t easy. George calls this an ‘Oliver Twist’ and he 
obviously has quite a collection of them. It was a stroke of good luck that I landed in Bel Ami. It 
gave me certainty, self-confidence, education and anchorage a feeling of belonging. It is my 
home now. But I am also helping my parents and sisters, visiting them often. 

How do you navigate the views of family and friends in regards to your line of work?
Of course I’ve lost a few acquaintances and “friends” as a result of my profession but 
I’ve found many more than I’ve lost. As for my family - they are perfectly OK with my work 
and have been right from the beginning. I don’t have to do too much explaining, as almost 
everybody I know meets me through my job, including waiters in restaurants, hairdressers etc. 
Quite often strangers will stop me and ask for my picture. 

Do you identify as a Gay man?
(Laughing) Well, George used to say I am uncertain of my sexuality (or should I say sexual 
orientation). He calls it “flexisexual”. I don’t think I am gay and I certainly don’t think I am straight 
either. Generally I don’t think about it too much... mostly only when journalists ask me. 

13
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Do you have a partner? (OR see one for 
yourself in the future?)
:) I have lots of partners... and two lovers. One 
man and one girl. They know each other well.
Sex as a profession must come at some 
kind of emotional cost.  Do you find it 
difficult or different when sex is personal 
rather than professional?
It is certainly very different than regular life 
but I wouldn’t call it emotionally difficult. All 
those years I was not in serious relationships. 
Now I am in love, but my partner seems to 
understand. It certainly is different to have 
sex on camera than it is in private life, but I 
liked most of my screen partners and made it 
pretty personal in front of camera too.  I have 
to say that most of my sexual life in the last 5 
years was on camera or preparing (‘training”) 
new models for Bel Ami. I wonder how it will 
work in the future but nobody is pushing me 
to change it so far. 

What do see for yourself in the future in 
terms of your profession? (Ie Getting behind 
the camera ect.)
My dreams are very down to earth and 
simple - I am a very modest person and all 
my belongings always fit in one duffle bag. 
If I have more I usually give it away. I don’t 
like to travel through life with heavy luggage. 
It applies also to relationships and ambitions. 
But I admit I’d like to strive for the same 
sucess and aspiration as Luke Hamill or 
Lukas Ridgeston, staying with BelAmi. I have 
been a full time employee for two years now, 
and I will keep shooting my video diaries 
which should start to be released on Kinky 
Angels next year. 

I recently saw the promotional clips for the 
Addicted Underwear label which you have 
begun representing.  The fashion show 
looked very fun.  Can you tell us a bit about 
your involvement with the brand?
Addicted was unexpected. They were looking 
for athletic guys and I was rather surprised 
to be the replacement for Kris Evans who 
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had to fly back home unexpectantly. I had real stage fright but it turned out to be wonderful 
experience. They are doing another shoot with BelAmi in September. 
If you had never become a BelAmi boy, where do you think you would be now? Doing what?
I was thinking about it recently when I was visiting my parents. Most of my schoolmates 
either have no jobs, or low paying jobs. While I was traveling between Africa, Spain, United 
States and Bali, they were sitting at home having babies or doing drugs. Or, being Czech; 
drinking beer... a lot of beer - and they look like some characters from Simpsons. Well, I like 
Simpsons but I don’t want to get stuck in some Czech version of Springfield. Even though 
George recently gave me a book titled “Bart Simpsons Guide to Life”! But I’ve stolen two of his 
buddhist books - ‘Taking The Leap’ and ‘Comfortable With Uncertainty’. 
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HELL & HIGH 
W A T E R
a tease from dreamspinner press author CHARLIE COCHET

Sloane could feel the full effect of Dex’s charm. How had Sloane not noticed the little lines 
that formed at the corners of his eyes when he smiled? Dex arched an eyebrow at him fore 
he winked down at his dick.

“Don’t worry, fella. He needs a minute to take in all the awesome.”
“How about I show you what you need.” Sloane pushed Dex onto his back. He ran a hand 

down Dex’s smooth chest, down his abs, until he got his hand wrapped around Dex’s cock 
and swallowed him down until the tip touched the back of his throat.

“Fuck!” Dex closed his eyes and let his head fall back, his hands flattened against the 
counter’s smooth surface while Sloane sucked him off. He moved slowly, his eyes open 
and on Dex. Sloane relished the taste of him in his mouth, the sounds coming from him, the 
way he arched his back up off the counter. Sloane pulled back, his tongue circling the tip 
then pressing down into the slit, making Dex gasp. Watching the need wash over Dex’s face, 
hearing his heavy breaths and soft cursing, made Sloane want to torture Dex even more, to 
make him writhe with need until he was begging. He lapped up the pre-come before picking 
up his pace, his tongue pressing against the base.

“Come on, man,” Dex pleaded breathlessly.
Sloane grabbed Dex’s hips, tugged him forward and slung his smaller partner over his 

shoulder, laughing at the surprised yelp he let out. After a moment of flailing, Dex stilled. “This 
is messed up.”

“Be quiet.” Sloane slapped Dex’s bare ass, the sound delicious.
“Ooh, kinky.”
Sloane hurried up the stairs, careful not to run Dex into any walls. He made it to the bedroom 

and dropped Dex onto the king-size bed. He’d been in Dex’s bedroom several times when 
Dex had needed help getting upstairs. The bedroom was spacious, tastefully decorated like 
the rest of the house with a thick carpet in a chocolaty hue matching the curtains of the two 
large windows on the right side of the room, and the tall headboard of the large bed, a stark 
contrast against white walls. There were dark nightstands to each side of the bed, each with 
a lamp, and also a matching dresser.

Across from the bed was a long closet and to the right of that, the bathroom. But the room’s 
best feature, in his opinion, was the naked guy in the center of the bed trembling with need 
for him. Sloane crawled over Dex and finished removing his pants and underwear, kissing 
and nipping as he went along.

“Supplies?” Sloane asked, hitting the mute button on the warning bells in his head. He was 
too lost in Dex, the sight of him, his scent, his body.

“Nightstand.”

22
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Sloane finished removing all of Dex’s clothes before rummaging through the nightstand 
and tossed a bottle of lube and a condom on the bed. He walked around to the foot of the 
bed, and with a wicked smile on his face, he pulled his shirt off and tossed it to one side. Dex 
propped on his elbows and licked his bottom lip as he watched Sloane undress. The socks 
came next, followed by his jeans and boxer-briefs. He put his hands on his hips. “Like what 
you see?”

Dex nodded. “Though the question you should be asking is top or bottom?”
A fierce heat spread up from his toes through his whole body. Damn, just when he thought 

he couldn’t get any harder. “Top or bottom?”
Dex considered it then rolled onto his stomach. He looked at Sloane over his shoulder. 

“Fuck me.”
“Shit.” Sloane crawled over him and gently took hold of Dex’s face to capture his lips with 

his own, his tongue forcing Dex’s lips open. He kissed him hungrily before sitting back on his 
heels, his hands on Dex’s ass cheeks kneading them, spreading them apart. Fuck, he was 
hot. Sloane got off the bed, grabbed Dex’s ankles and pulled him until his ass was hanging 
off the edge. Dex let out a grunt, his fingers grabbing the edges of the duvet underneath him, 
his head pressing into the mattress as Sloane got on his knees. He spread Dex and let out a 
groan when Dex gasped at the feel of Sloane’s tongue in him.

“Oh fuck,” Dex moaned, his fingers curling and uncurling. He slipped a hand underneath 
himself, his ass coming up slightly as he stroked himself. Sloane nipped at Dex with teeth 
and Dex let out a long shuddering breath, his entire body shivering.

Sloane’s fingernails dug into Dex’s ass cheeks as he licked, laved, and tongued Dex’s hole.
“Sloane….”
Answering Dex’s soft plea, Sloane got up and gave him a tap on his flank so he’d move 

up. Dex silently shifted onto the bed, getting on his hands and knees, his gaze on Sloane as 
Sloane tore the condom packet open and passed it to him.

“Put it on me.”
Dex made a choking noise before sitting up and doing a cute shimmy over to him. He rolled 

the condom onto Sloane, his hand squeezing Sloane’s cock on the way down and drawing 
a deep groan from him. Sloane nodded toward the lube, and Dex snatched up the bottle, 
squirting some onto his hand and palming Sloane’s cock again, his lustful gaze on Sloane 
as he stroked him. When it was getting to be too much, Sloane grabbed his wrist and turned 
him, pushing him gently back onto his hands and knees. Sloane stroked his achingly hard 
dick a couple of times before taking the lube and squirting some between Dex’s ass cheeks, 
then stretched him with his fingers for a few agonizing moments. When Sloane couldn’t take 
Dex’s moaning or the way he pushed back onto Sloane’s fingers any longer, he pressed the 
head of his cock against Dex’s hole. He moved in slowly, reminding himself of Dex’s injuries. 
It was torture, but he refused to hurt Dex.

“Come on, Sloane. You’re not going to break me.” Dex pulled away and impaled himself 
the rest of the way in, making them both cry out. Sloane doubled over Dex’s back, their heads 
pressed together.

“For fuck’s sake, Dex. I don’t want to hurt you.” Sloane shut his eyes for a moment to 
steady himself.

“Just fuck me already.”
“Okay.” Sloane adjusted his position, kneeling behind Dex and grabbing his hips. He 
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slammed Dex back against him as he thrust forward. Dex let out a surprised yelp, fueling 
Sloane’s desire to make Dex cry out again and again. He pounded into Dex in earnest, the 
bed moving beneath them. He couldn’t deny how goddamn amazing it was to be inside Dex, 
how much he was enjoying fucking him senseless.

He stopped and pulled out to flip Dex onto his back. After shoving a pillow under Dex’s 
lower back, Sloane bent to kiss him, one hand wrapping around Dex’s cock while he lined 
himself up with the other and pushed into him, drawing another surprised gasp from him. 
Sloane pulled his mouth away from Dex’s as he fucked him and jerked him off.

“Fuck, I love hearing you make those noises.”
Dex shivered beneath him, and Sloane grinned. Now that he had managed to shut Dex up, 

all he wanted was to hear him, hear those little moans of pleasure, his gasps, his cursing as 
Sloane slowed down then sped up. He slowly pulled out before snapping his hips, thrusting 
as deep as he could each time. Shifting his position slightly, he pulled nearly all the way out 
before thrusting in deep. Dex cried out when Sloane hit the right spot.

“Oh fuck!”
“That’s it,” Sloane purred, leaning forward. He released his hold on Dex’s cock and moved 

Dex’s hand so he could take over. “Jesus.” The sight of Dex jacking off was almost enough to 
send him over the edge. He pulled back enough to drape Dex’s legs over his shoulders and 
wrapped his arms around them, his groin slapping against Dex’s ass as he rotated his hips 
and did his best to keep hitting Dex’s prostate. Dex’s scrunched up brow was beaded with 
sweat, his mouth open with the most delicious sounds coming out of it. Sloane leaned in, his 
weight forcing him deep inside Dex. He gritted his teeth as he moved faster, his thrusts short 
but hard. “Oh, fuck. Dex….”

Dex nodded frantically. “Yes.”
Sloane’s hips lost all their rhythm, his breath coming out ragged and the sweat dripping 

down his back as he lost control. His release built up and slammed into him, a feral growl 
rising through him as he spilled inside the condom. Dex cried out, his release causing his 
body to tighten around Sloane and draw out Sloane’s orgasm. His whole body shook, and 
then he lay down on top of Dex, careful not to crush him under his weight. He knew he should 
move, but the overwhelming peace that washed over him, along with the haze of what they’d 
done, had Sloane pulling Dex close against him instead.

He knew he was leaving himself vulnerable, but right now, he needed to feel Dex in his 
arms, and when Dex returned his embrace with nothing but a soft sigh, Sloane was relieved. 
He didn’t know how long it would last. Probably about as long as it took morning to come 
around, but for now, he was happy. After a few minutes, he reluctantly pulled out, rolling over 
to remove the condom, tie it off, and chuck it in the wastebasket beside the nightstand.

Bracing himself, he turned, watching as Dex grabbed a wet wipe from a packet inside the 
other nightstand and cleaned his stomach off. When he finished, he moved to get up but 
Sloane reached over. “Give it here.”

Dex smiled at him and handed it over. Sloane tossed it into the wastebasket before 
heading into the bathroom. He splashed some water over his face before he caught sight 
of his disheveled and flushed skin in the mirror. Hands braced on the sink, he tried hard not 
to panic. They had complicated the fuck out of everything. He had complicated the fuck out 
everything. Sloane liked Dex, a lot, which was what was making this so much worse.

“Hey, come to bed.”
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Sloane gave a start, finding Dex leaning against the doorframe, his hand held 
out to him and a sweet smile on his face. How long had Dex been standing there? 
Sloane waited for signs of hurt feelings or disappointment, but Dex continued to 
smile tenderly at him.

“I could use a good night’s sleep because come morning, I am going to be so 
sore.” He leaned in to whisper, “This hot guy fucked me into the mattress, and he 
was like huge.”

Sloane chuckled, some of his tension slipping away. “Sounds intense.”
“It was. Which is why I could use a cuddle.”
“You want to cuddle?”
“Fuck yeah I want to cuddle. You don’t get to have this fine piece of ass and then 

not cuddle, so I suggest you get in that bed right now, mister.”
“Yes, sir!” Sloane saluted and headed back into the bedroom with Dex on his heels. 

He climbed in under the warm duvet and lay on his back, smiling as Dex climbed in 
and snuggled up close. He turned Sloane’s face toward him and kissed him gently 
on his lips before releasing him. Then he wrapped an arm around Sloane’s chest, 
wrapped a leg around Sloane’s and settled in. He held Dex against him, planting 
a kiss on the top of his head, waiting for the steady rise and fall of his chest, along 
with the feel of his warm breath against Sloane’s skin that signaled Dex was asleep, 
before he whispered, “Thank you.”
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a tease from dreamspinner press author jenni michaels

Risk 
AND REWARD

He pushed himself up on his toes and pressed his mouth to Evan’s. For a long 
moment, Evan didn’t respond, but Matthew didn’t pull away. He slid his tongue along the 

seam of Evan’s lips and made a questioning noise in his throat.
That was all it took. Evan groaned and wrapped one arm around Matthew’s waist, 

threaded the other hand into his hair, and pushed him back onto the bed. Matthew went 
down gracelessly, and Evan followed him, landing between Matthew’s spread thighs.

It felt so good to have him there, so right to have Evan’s weight pressing him down into 
the sheets. Matthew dragged his hands up Evan’s back and tilted his chin back, giving Evan 
access to anything he wanted.

“Can we… fuck, Matthew.”
“Clothes,” Matthew complained. He pushed his hands under Evan’s shirt, searching for 

skin. And there were miles of it there, miles and miles of warm, smooth skin. Matthew wanted 
to get down on his knees and press his mouth to every inch of it. “Take ’em off.”

Evan jerked back and caught Matthew’s hands in his own. His chest was heaving, his eyes 
blown, but still, the set of his jaw was so familiar that, even though he’d only seen it once, 
Matthew responded to it like a trained puppy. He groaned, arching his back and sinking into 
Evan’s touch.

“Please,” he whispered.
Evan hesitated for a split second. Then he leaned over Matthew, pushing his wrists into the 

bed. “Tell me.”
“August. Green, yellow, red.”
A slow, wicked smile spread across Evan’s face, and he squeezed Matthew’s wrists. 

“You’re sure?”
Matthew tilted his head down and met Evan’s gaze with his own. He let him see everything: 

the want, the excitement, the fear.
But most of all, the need. Because he did need this; they both did.
“Yes,” he said. “Yes, sir.”
“Tell me again.”
“August. Green, yellow, red.”
Evan sat back on his heels and looked around the room. “I need….”
“Top drawer of my dresser,” Matthew said breathlessly. He closed his eyes and sagged 

back into the bed, barely managing a smile at the noise Evan made when he pulled open the 
drawer and found the supply of cuffs, gags, and toys Matthew had managed to accumulate 
in the last month. All if it was still unused. Matthew had tested most of it on himself, but that 
was it.

http://www.dreamspinnerpress.com/store/product_info.php?products_id=5163
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He knew now he’d been waiting. Waiting on Evan.
Matthew dragged his eyes open when he heard the sounds of Evan’s feet crossing back 

to the bed. Evan stepped in close and slid a hand up Matthew’s leg. Then he dropped a pair 
of cuffs, a blindfold, and a bundle of red candles onto the bed.

“Yeah?”
“Yeah,” Matthew breathed. He’d wanted it so much. “Waited,” he said. “Been waiting so 

long.”
“Shh…,” Evan said, running a soothing hand up Matthew’s leg. “I know you have. I’m going 

to take care of you now. Just slide up on the bed, yeah?”
Matthew whimpered and nodded, his dick already starting to fatten up, just from knowing 

what was about to happen. He wanted so badly to touch himself, just give himself one good 
stroke, already nearly overwhelmed with how much he wanted. But he didn’t. He stretched 
out instead, extending his hands over his head and wrapping his fingers around the bedpost.

“Yes, sir.”
Evan smiled. “Such a good boy. Such a perfect boy.”
He fastened the cuffs on one at a time, checking the fit on each one before moving on. He 

hesitated for a moment over the blindfold, but after a quick check-in—”so green you wouldn’t 
believe it”—he tied it on, plunging Matthew into darkness.

Matthew was expecting a blow to his thigh or a twist of his nipples. He took in a deep breath 
and tried to ready himself….

Warm, wet heat engulfed his cock. Matthew gasped and tried to surge up into it—fuck, that 
was Evan’s mouth, and it was so good, his tongue circling around the slit of Matthew’s dick—
but Evan caught his hips with broad hands and pushed him back down into the mattress.

“No,” he said, pulling off with a slick sound that made Matthew’s balls ache. Fuck, he 
wanted to come. They hadn’t even started, and he wanted to come. “Stay down.”

Matthew exhaled raggedly but obeyed, curling his hands into fists and holding himself in 
check.

“Better. Now, tell me what you want.”
“I—” With some difficulty, Matthew opened his mouth and wet his lips. His mouth felt clumsy 

and useless. Just the presence of the cuffs was driving him insane. It had taken him like an 
undercurrent, dragging him out to sea.

“Green?”
Evan chuckled and traced a hand down Matthew’s chest. “Close enough. I’m going to hurt 

you now.”
Matthew nodded as his dick jerked against nothing, dribbling a thread of precome out 

of his slit. When Evan caught it with his fingers and spread it over the head of Matthew’s 
dick, Matthew moaned. That fuzzy whiteness was closing in on him, blocking out everything 
except the sound of Evan’s voice and the desire to please him.

Matthew wanted to dive in and drown in it.
The first drizzle of hot wax, right in the hollow of Matthew’s hip, made Matthew suck in 

a startled breath. The second one, which landed somewhere to the left of his belly button, 
tipped him right into the headspace he’d been searching for forever. In the end, it wasn’t 
something he had to struggle for. It was as easy as slipping under water, quicker than falling 
asleep.

For what seemed like a great distance, Evan was talking to him, telling him how good he 
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was and how well he was doing. He kept drizzling the hot wax over Matthew’s body—his arms, 
his nipples, the tender skin of his thighs—and it hurt, but the pain was so good, so achingly, 
indescribably good that all Matthew could say was “more,” and he said it again and again. He 
said it when Evan wrapped his free hand around Matthew’s dick and started stroking him off, 
and he said it when Evan grabbed his nipple and twisted it so hard Matthew yelled, startled, 
and jerked up off the bed. Only the cuffs kept him down. He struggled against them, even 
though being let out of them was the worst thing he could think of.

“Do you know your safeword?”
“August,” Matthew rasped.
“Come for me,” Evan said, and when he dug his nails into the inside of Matthew’s thigh, 

Matthew did just that.
“Perfect.” Evan wrapped his hand around Matthew’s cock and worked him through his 

orgasm, jerking him until Matthew was so sensitive he wanted to beg him to stop. “So perfect. 
So… oh God, so perfect. You were so good for me. Just… stay right there, oh.”

The soft, slick sound of Evan jerking off filled the room. It took Matthew a minute to realize 
that the sound was wet because Evan was jerking off with Matthew’s spunk, but when he 
did, a desperate noise bubbled up out of his throat, and he thrashed against his bonds. He 
wanted to see, fuck, he wanted to see.

Before he could figure out how to form the words, Evan groaned and splattered Matthew’s 
chest with his come, and the thought of it, of how he must look, covered in red wax and 
Evan’s come, it was enough to wring one last desperate throb of pleasure out of Matthew’s 
spent dick.

For a long time, they simply breathed together. Matthew was still floating, and Evan seemed 
to be faring about the same because when he finally pulled the blindfold away, his eyelashes 
were clumped together wetly and he was looking at Matthew as if he’d just shown him how 
to turn the universe inside out.
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