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  “Are they supposed to be unaware of our presence?” Darkfist whispered.


  “You know they are,” I grunted, annoyed he was acting so dumb tonight. He was up to something, although I couldn’t figure out what. We were lying on our stomachs in the grass. The light from the almost full moon allowed me to see his stunning face and see how well his tights molded to his sculpted body. The curve of his ass made me uncomfortably hard in my own tights -my cock pressing against the ground was painful. We were on a mission to gather information on a mutual enemy and hoping we’d learn something useful to help formulate a plan. Even if we were on the same side momentarily, I still didn’t trust Darkfist. This was the first time we’d seen each other since he kidnapped me and, well, tortured me. So what if I still jacked off remembering the things he did, it wouldn’t happen again.


  “I thought so. But, you’re glowing like a fairy and they’ll see you a mile away. Then our cover will be blown and I might have to punish your incompetence.” I tried not to think about how hot it was being at his mercy and tried to remind myself that he was an asshole…and the enemy. It didn’t work, my dick got stiffer and dug harder into the ground. I tried not to squirm or show any signs that he made me so achingly aroused.


  By ‘glowing’, he meant my Moltenman costume. The flames blazed brightly in the darkness. “Well, since I’m pretending to be Moltenman, He would use his power to shield the glow. Pretend I’m doing that.” I hated to break character since Brian liked to play scenes staying in character the whole time, but sometimes it couldn’t be helped. I didn’t know how to prevent the brightness radiating from my costume; I paid a shit load of money for this effect. Bad enough the costume was getting grass stains and now Darkfist was bitching about it.


  “Since you’re having issues controlling your concealment, you’ll have to turn your costume inside out. You wouldn’t want to fail because someone spotted your flaming aura, right?” The bastard knew failing wasn’t an option, but reversing my costume didn’t seem like a good alternative either.


  “I think trying to maneuver out of the costume would draw more attention then just laying here.” Take that witty retort, Darkfist and shove it where my glowiness don’t shine.


  “You look like a flare. A giant flaming beacon screaming ‘Here We Are!’ We won’t be able to get close enough to learn anything. It’s not my fault your pixie costume sucks at being stealthy.” He sounded so irritated and that was impressive since he also remained so quiet.


  “Whatever! Why don’t you go spy on them? I’ll watch your back from here, and come save you if something goes wrong.” That sounded like a reasonable idea to me, even if it did seem a little childish coming from Moltenman.


  “Fuck that! If I go in there alone there is no way I’m sharing any information I collect. So either change behind the trees so no one sees you flaunting around, or go home.”


  “You could have mentioned the suit glowed sooner, like before we got out here,” I grunted as I started belly crawling over to the trees.


  “How was I to know your powers would malfunction? And this way is more fun.” I ignored him, just wanting to get it over with. The tree I crawled behind was old and had a wide trunk, so I was easily hidden. Standing up with my back towards the tree, I started trying to wiggle out of my costume. I was too uncoordinated and it was too tight to try and take it off quickly. If I did, then the sleeves would get jammed and I’d just end up trapped. I’ve tried hurrying to get it off before and it doesn’t work.


  A few minutes later I stood there naked, trying to quickly turn my tights inside out. I hoped the black lining would be dark enough for His Majesty Darkfist. Okay, I might’ve been bitching as I worked on changing, but I was pissed, mostly that he was right.


  “Oh, just fucking peachy,” I grunted noticing the small-ish white stain that had formed inside the crotch of my suit. Great, I’d have to finish the mission with come-stained pants. Of course, it’d be too much to hope Darkfist wouldn’t notice. I should’ve worn a jock or something to absorb all the pre-come I leaked around Darkfist. But I hated how underwear made lines in my tights, so I always went commando. I wanted to at least clean it off so it wouldn’t be as noticeable, but worried if I tried to wipe it off I’d just smear it around and make it worse. Maybe I could lick it clean? Then it would just be wet and not as noticeable on the black fabric.


  All my thinking stopped when I was slammed against the tree. I grunted when my bare skin hit the rough bark. I didn’t have time to react before Darkfist had my wrists pinned against the tree over my head. His hard body pressed against mine as he whispered in my ear, “Looks like I got you excited and you made a mess in your pants.”


  “Don’t flatter yourself. I’m always excited and making a mess.” Wow, that sounded a lot better in my head. Still better to sound like an insatiable and somewhat sloppy sex fiend than to have him think he was the reason for my premature leakage.


  “You know, we have at least 30 minutes before anything happens, let’s make good use of the time,” he all but purred in my ear.


  “No, we don’t, something could happen any minute now and we have to get ourselves into position. Superheroes don’t have sex during missions.” I was proud of how confident my voice sounded. Maybe I could pull off the Moltenman persona and stay in character after all.


  “You should know by now I’m not a superhero, I’m the charming and irresistible villain. Bad guys take what they want, and right now all I want is you,” he said, sucking my earlobe between his lips. He nibbled on it a little before trailing kisses down my neck. I couldn’t help moaning, his lips were magical. If he didn’t have my hands held firmly above my head, I would’ve grabbed his hair and pulled his lips tighter to my skin. I could have climaxed just from having him suck on my neck it felt so good. The slight discomfort of the bark against my back was long forgotten. I knew by this point I wasn’t doing a very good job of being Moltenman, but Darkfist made me lose all self-control.


  I couldn’t help but whine when he stopped and pulled his head back. “You better be quiet or you’ll alert the enemy of our presence.” I opened my mouth to, you know, yell at him for making me make noise but he crushed his lips against mine before I could.


  His kiss was animalistic. He shoved his tongue in my mouth, tangling it with my own. He pressed his hard cock to mine and started thrusting them against each other firmly. All the while he kept kissing his way along my jaw until he got to my ear and whispered, “When I let go of your hands put them behind your head and leave them there until I say you can move them.”


  I put my hands behind my head the second I felt his hold release. I caught a brief smile on his face and watched as he dropped to his knees in front of me. Wasting no time, he inhaled my cock, not stopping until his nose was buried in my trimmed pubic hair. The surprise of the sensation made my knees buckle - even leaning against the tree, I would have fallen if not for his gloved hands holding my hips steady. The wicked things he could do with his mouth left me gasping for air. It didn’t help that as he worked my cock with his tongue and lips he slowly caressed my stomach with his hands. He was slowly sliding them towards my chest, I had no idea the leather gloves would feel so different. My skin tingled in the trail they left. I jumped again when they got to my nipples, gently rubbing and twisting. It was too much, I was too ready; I wasn’t going to last thirty seconds with his mouth on me and those gloves driving spikes of pleasure throughout my whole body with every pinch and twist.


  


  “Oh, fuck. Don’t stop, so close, oh fuck,” I kept murmuring. I was close, a few more minutes and I’d erupt in his mouth. Sensing my quickly approaching climax, he pulled his mouth off my cock and his hands stopped playing with my nipples. I grunted in frustration, even though I should’ve known he wouldn’t let me come so soon.


  “You can’t come until I’m inside you, but I won’t make you wait long.” He was close enough that I could see the mischievous glint in his eyes as the moonlight reflected off them. He was the most handsome man I’d ever seen, and the dark mask around his eyes was beyond erotic. He could get me to do anything and he knew it too, judging by the way he was smirking at me. “Turn around, put your hands flat on the tree and bend forward.” I didn’t even think about it, just got into the position as he ordered.


  I felt him step up behind me and place his hands on my shoulders. He kneaded them a couple times before slowly dragging them down my back. My body shivered when I felt him start to massage my ass, I thought I was quickly developing some kind of leather fetish. I’d think more about that later when a leather covered finger wasn’t working its way down my ass crack. I heard him inhale sharply and felt his finger press against the plug in my ass. I think he liked my surprise. I couldn’t help but gasp when he pressed harder against the base, working the plug deeper inside me.


  “Someone was planning ahead, naughty Moltenman.” he said huskily as he grabbed the plug by the base and pulled it almost all the way out before shoving it back in. He did this a few times, rotating it as he pushed and pulled it from my body. It felt incredible but I was aching for it to be his cock pumping into me instead. “That’s so hot, I could look at that plug fucking your ass forever, but I need to fuck you now,” he whispered as he pulled the plug out and tossed it on the ground. He shifted behind me and I felt his cock slide up my crease, when he reached my opening, he slowly pushed in. After waiting a few seconds with just his head in, he thrust forward until his hips were pressed snug against my ass.


  I could feel his tights pressing against the back of my thighs; he didn’t remove them just pulled them down enough to free his cock. He had to bend his legs to make up for our height difference. I felt him lean over my body, the diamonds from the front on his costume slightly pressed against my back. It didn’t hurt, it felt fucking amazing; he wasn’t putting any weight on my back, and the light pressure made my skin tingle, like several tiny points stimulating my sensitive skin. He put one hand on my shoulder and the other on my hip, he was planning to make this a rough ride. Fuck, I liked it rough. “I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll want to scream, but if you so much as moan I might not let you come.” He growled into my ear as he squeezed my shoulder. “Better hold on because I’m going to pound you through this fucking tree.”


  I had to bite my lip to keep myself from moaning. His thrusts were gentle at first, he was just getting into his rhythm and quickly the speed and force of his thrusts picked up. He was driving his cock into me hard enough to make my feet bounce off the ground. It took all of my upper arm strength to keep from being rammed into the tree. “Fuck, I love fucking your tight ass,” he grunted in my ear as he continued to forcefully ram his thick cock into me.


  It wasn’t long before I felt his hand drift from my hip to my cock. “You’ve been so quiet I think I should let you come.” He wrapped his gloved fist around my throbbing cock. “I want to feel your ass tighten around my cock before I fill it with my own come.” He started pumping my cock in rhythm with his deep thrusting, within three strokes I was coming, hard. I’m not sure how long after my orgasm started before Darkfist had his own release. When my senses returned, he was resting fully inside of me and brushing kisses along my shoulder and neck.


  He brought his hand up to my face. “You made a mess on my glove, clean it.” I stuck my tongue out and started licking his glove clean. Honestly, the leather didn’t taste good but cleaning his glove soaked in my come was too hot for me to care. I licked it thoroughly, being careful around the diamond studs along the back. I didn’t want to cut my tongue.


  When I had all the come off his glove, he brought his hand down to my stomach and started rubbing in small circles. We stayed like that for a few minutes before he spoke, “I think we took too long, with my super hearing I heard them drive off about ten minutes ago.”


  “You don’t have super hearing,” I replied sarcastically.


  “With my slightly better than average hearing then,” he retorted.


  “So we failed?” I left off the ‘because of you’ since I hadn’t really put up much resistance.


  “I feel pretty successful actually,” he shrugged coolly.


  “What was the mission again? I feel like I should be worried we failed but can’t bring myself to care. I think you’re rubbing off on me.”


  “I’ll rub off on you later; need a little time to recover first. You’re right. You are the worst superhero, like ever. Letting millions die while letting the enemy fuck your tight ass. Shame on you, Moltenman.”


  “I think social etiquette dictates to at least pull your cock out of someone’s ass before you insult them. Don’t be rude, Darkfist.”


  He laughed and slowly pulled out. “Lay in the grass with me?” he asked. We were done playing if he wasn’t ordering me around. I had done pretty well, only broke character once. I turned around and walked the few feet over to where he was laying down on his back. I wished he was naked so I could lie on top of him, but he still wore his costume, his pants still pulled down to his upper thighs. He was gorgeous.


  Lying down on my side next to him I rested my head on his chest. Brian wrapped his arm around me and pulled me tighter against him. “That’s what, four now?” Brian asked.


  “More like three and a half,” I replied, being a little snarky.


  “Why only three point five? There was the first time when we got together and I tied you up. And then there’s the fantasy where you are at work jerking off in the bathroom and I catch you and help you finish. How many times have I made that one come true? Sometimes twice in one day even.”


  “Thirty-four times, but you always get me so worked up that I have to go to the bathroom to get relief. I can’t work all day with an erection! And you can only cross it off the list once, doing it anymore after that is just for fun.” And fun we’ve had. I can’t go into the bathroom at work without popping a boner.


  “Then there was getting fucked in the rain on the deck of a boat. I had to get a boat license for that one, which should be extra credit or something,” Brian said sounding a little smug, deservedly so.


  “No extra credit since you enjoyed it as much as I did,” I replied, remembering the weekend on the houseboat Brian rented. I can’t even think about boats without my cock getting stiff.


  “And then tonight makes four.”


  “Except in my fantasy we didn’t fail the mission and we played a lot more. We had just gotten down on the grass and the first thing you said to me was about my outfit flaming and to turn it inside out. In my fantasy, we got the information we needed and then fucked in a ventilation shaft or in some hiding place.”


  “Wait, let me make sure I understand this. Because we only made it to the backyard and I didn’t wait long enough for you to imagine people were meeting about some villainess scheme, tonight only counts as half a fantasy completed?”


  “Yeah, it’s half a point, or if you want a letter grade it’s an E for Effort. You wouldn’t want me to change my fantasy just so your attempt to perform it was successful would you?”


  “No, of course not, I’ll make sure next time you have plenty of time to crawl around before anything sexual happens so the integrity of the fantasy is upheld.”


  “I knew you’d understand,” I said sounding a little sleepy, no way I’d let myself fall asleep though. I didn’t sleep with contacts in my eyes, it can lead to an infection and it’s not pretty. I’ll never make that mistake again, for the whole first week Brian and I were together, my left eye was a disgusting, bloodshot mess. I thought for sure he’d dump me before it healed, but he stuck by me and my nasty eye. Surprisingly, my right eye was fine and only my left eye had a vendetta to try and ruin my life by attempting to scare Brian away. Luckily it wasn’t too severe and some expensive as gold-shit eye drops cleared it up. Tonight was the first time I’d worn contacts since the night Brian and I got together, and no matter how tired I was, there was no way I’d fall asleep with demon-lenses in my eyes again. Not even wrapped in Brian’s tender embrace could I be lured into sleep while wearing contacts.


  Brian increased the pressure on his arm, pulling me even tighter against him. We continued to just lay there for a few minutes. “Six months. Best six months of my life,” he said quietly before he pressed his lips against my forehead.


  “Mine too,” I whispered back. Hard to believe how much could change in six months. I rarely stuttered anymore, only when Brian really surprised me and I got flustered. Like last week when he suggested we get tested to do away with the condoms. “For economical reasons,” he said, with as much sex as we were having, the condom budget was getting astronomical. Or like last night when he suggested we move in together, I eventually stammered my way through the surprise and agreed. Luckily, he thought my stutter was cute.


  The best part of the night was after dinner when he brought me home and we made love for hours. It was slow and intimate, gentle caresses and staring into each other’s eyes. Our first time without a condom, when we were both finished, he leaned down and whispered for the first time, “I love you, Wyatt.”


  It was nice hearing the words but I already knew he loved me by the little things he did. Like, how he was always grabbing my hand or how he looked at me and smiled as if I was the most important thing in the world. Every Friday, even though we went to lunch together, there was always a single long stemmed rose on my keyboard when I got back to my desk. With a little note attached promising the best weekend of my life. So far, he had yet to disappoint. Every day with Brian got better.


  I wasn’t quite as romantically creative as Brian, but I hoped when he saw me looking at him and smiling like a dork, he knew he was the most important person in my world, too. I did make him write me a list of his top ten fantasies. I thought the only fair thing to do was to make his desires come true the way he had mine. And the man was like a sex god, so there was no hardship worshiping him every chance I got. Of course, he had to show me up and have 15 fantasies. That was okay because I had some new fantasies to add to my list, maybe something with leather chaps and a motorcycle.
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