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Seize the Moment 

 

Raffety picked up the key at the hotel reception. “We’d have had an audience if the room hadn’t been ready.”

Jonah laughed. They were both desperate. The gaggle of Japanese tourists hovering next to the concierge desk might have had quite an eyeful if they’d not been given the key immediately. Jonah had been desperate since the moment they’d left the twins with his parents. Who’d have guessed what devoted and besotted grandparents they’d turn out to be. They’d come back to live on this side, ostensibly because of his father’s acceptance of a role on some sort of secret committee in Eyria, but the truth was, Trouble and Perfect, Thing One and Thing Two, or as they were occasionally called— Fiadh, meaning wild, and Aodh, meaning fire— had his parents wrapped around their tiny fingers.

“We’re on the top floor and there is a lift,” Raffety pointed out.

“And a line of people waiting to go up. I’m not going to risk getting stuck.” Plus, it might give his cock chance to calm down. In my dreams.

“Shower first,” Raffety said.

“Undisturbed sleep first.”

Raffety laughed. “I’ll wake you if my dummy falls out.”

“The room has a tub. A big one apparently.”

Raffety’s face lit up.

Climbing the stairs seemed only to increase Jonah’s desperation. He unlocked the door, tugged Raffety inside, dropped the bags and pressed him back to the door to close it. As their lips met, Jonah slid his hands up Raffety’s chest to his neck and curled his thumbs under Raffety’s ears. 

“This first.” Jonah stripped Raffety of his clothes, then stripped himself. A moment later, they were entwined on the carpet, still by the door.

“I can’t wait,” Jonah said. “Don’t make me wait.”

When Raffety wrapped his arms and legs around him and pulled him closer, Jonah took that as agreement. Everywhere they touched radiated sensation to the rest of his body. Lust twisted Jonah’s stomach into knots and when he slipped his fingers between Raffety’s legs and felt the warmth and slickness of the entrance to his body, it just about flipped him off the top board.

Raffety’s hand slid down to Jonah’s cock and Jonah groaned into Raffety’s mouth as he stroked him. 

“This might be over very quickly,” Raffety said.

“Like normal?” 

Raffety laughed. It seemed as if each time they were at the point of making love, one or both babies started crying. It was as if they didn’t want any brothers or sisters. But he and Raffety were being careful. Twins were enough for the time being. When the moon was full, Raffety fucked Jonah. And when the moon wasn’t full, but they were always careful when it was a Blue Moon. Jonah wanted to lock Raffety up to protect him. Raffety didn’t let him.

Jonah dropped to his knees and kissed Raffety’s cock. It was so beautiful. Long and thick with prominent dark veins, the swollen sac tucked up tight beneath. He kissed his balls and then wrapped his hand around the base of Raffety’s shaft and pressed down while he began to pump from the top with his other hand. When he licked the crest, Raffety gurgled. Jonah’s head swam at the sweet tangy taste and as he lapped up the pre-cum gathering at the slit, hands settled on his head.

“Oh fuck, bu…wo…you…fuuuck.”

Jonah almost laughed.

“Don’t you dare laugh,” Raffety said with a gasp. “I’ve no blood left in my head. How do you expect me sense to make when talk I do?”

Jonah did laugh then. He drank in the tremors that ran through Raffety’s body because they fed his own desire. When Jonah slid his fingers into the crease of Raffety’s arse, his husband’s breathing turned ragged.

A quick glance showed him Raffety had his head back against the door, his eyes squeezed shut and his lips apart as he panted. Then, as though Raffety sensed him looking, he stared down at Jonah and his eyes darkened. Jonah took as much of him in his mouth as he could and Raffety caressed his cheek, running his thumb over the bulge made by his cock.

Raffety gripped Jonah’s hair, rocked his hips into his face, filling his mouth, his throat. He was muttering something, but Jonah couldn’t understand him. Jonah’s hand slid to his own cock and as Raffety started to lose control, so did he. They came almost at the same time, their cocks jerking. Raffety exploded with a series of juddering cries as Jonah’s hand flooded with warmth. Jonah swallowed the warm, silky spurts and when he’d finished, and only the musky tang remained in his mouth, he wanted more.

Why is nothing ever enough with him?

Raffety pulled him to his feet. 

“Too fast.” Jonah pressed his face into the hollow of Raffety’s neck. 

“I came, you came, what’s the problem?”

Jonah nuzzled him. “I want you begging to come. I want you driven mad with the need to come. I want to make you wait.”

“You think that’s possible?”

Jonah laughed. “Think we can make it to the bathroom? Or will we need to stop on the way?”

By the time they took the five paces to the bathroom door, he was hard again. I love being a faerie.

“Oh wow, look at that tub,” Raffety said.

Jonah reluctantly lifted his attention from Raffety’s beautiful arse to the large freestanding Victorian claw-footed tub in the middle of the room.

“Taps in the middle.” He smiled and bent to turn on the water. “Like bubbles?”

“Sounds good. I can go deep sea diving for hidden treasures.” 

Jonah tipped both small bottles of bath gel under the torrent of water.

Raffety climbed carefully into the large tub and settled down in the foam. “Hmm. Bliss.”

Jonah put one toe in and whipped it out with a yelp. “Good grief. Are you cooking yourself? Shall I add carrots and onions?”

“It’s not that hot.”

Yes, it was. He whined until Raffety gave in and added some cold water. Finally, he was able to climb in without scalding his important bits and he sat facing him, his toes curling around Raffety’s back. Raffety stroked his inner thighs and slid his feet under Jonah’s arms.

“Ever shared a bath before until you met me?” Jonah asked.

“Lots of times.”

Why ask the question when I knew it would make me bristle?

“Rusty and I had loads of fun. Well, until he actually went rusty.”

“Rusty?” Jonah caught hold of Raffety’s ankle and brought his toes to his mouth.

Raffety groaned. “He was a wind-up dolphin.”

Jonah jerked, Raffety slid under the foam and emerged laughing. Then Jonah slid under and they twisted and turned in the foam, each trying to pin the other down, until there was more foam on the floor than in the tub.

Raffety lay with Jonah’s back against his chest, stroking his cock as it reared up between his legs. 

“Can you actually have too much sex?” Raffety asked.

“No.”

Raffety laughed. “Want to try a reverse cowboy?” 

“Not without a whip.”

Oh hell, I really love him.

“Or spurs,” he added. “Then again…”

It became clear the tub wasn’t the place for the sort of vigorous, speedy sex they seemed unable to move beyond. Water and foam poured over the sides, but Jonah couldn’t have stopped to save his life. 

And when they’d both come again, Jonah grateful his head hadn’t yet exploded along with his cock, they slid out of the tub onto the foamy floor and Raffety rode him the right way round. He sank down onto him and pressed him lips to his ear. “Giddy-up, horsey.”

By the time they actually made it to the bed, they’d dried off and they still couldn’t stop touching each other. They did everything until they were too exhausted to do much more than lie side by side, fingers entangled. They’d laughed and teased and Jonah didn’t remember when sex had been so much fun, so much more than just the physical pleasure of coming. 

“I’ve got a confession,” Raffety said. 

“What?”

“I miss them.”

Jonah squeezed his fingers. “I do too but we have two days of uninterrupted time to do anything we want. And we’ve only just started.”

But when he looked at Raffety, he was asleep. Jonah smiled and snuggled up to him. 

“You can wake me in an hour,” Raffety said.

“I thought you were asleep.”

“I’m an expert at pretending.”

“You mean all those times you didn’t budge when one of the Terrible Twins filled their nappy, you were awake?”

“I might have been.” Raffety opened one eye.

“I’m going to punish you for that.”

“Good.”

“It will be.”

“I know. That’s why I love you.”

 

The End
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