
About Tempestuous Revelation
Dominic and Mason have barely come to grips with the new aspects of their bond when one tiny slip up shines a light on their forbidden relationship. With societal pressure weighing down on them, the brothers are faced with an impossible decision – one that could end more than their taboo love.
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Chapter One
Mason stood just inside the kitchen door and watched Dominic push the self-propelled mower over the last stripes of tall grass in the backyard. Sweat glistened on the broad width of his tanned shoulders and the wide expanse of his muscular chest. Mason licked his lips. He wanted nothing more than to go outside, drop to his knees, and worship every inch of Dom’s stunning physique with his lips and tongue.
The fact that the man he was lusting over was his twin brother should have freaked Mason out. It didn’t. Once he’d risked everything to convince Dom of his love, there was no looking back. No regrets. He hated that they had to keep the new aspect of their relationship a secret, but some things couldn’t be helped. The people in their area barely tolerated homosexuals; gay incest would get them run out of town or worse.
Mason shuddered to think about it. Rather than worry about something that would never happen, he grabbed a cold bottle of water out of the fridge and went out to offer it to Dom. As soon as Dom finished going over the last strip of yard and turned off the mower, Mason headed over. “Hey. The yard’s looking good.”
“Thanks.” Dom accepted the drink, popped the cap off, and chugged half the contents. Condensation leaked from the bottle and dripped down Dom’s neck. “Man, I needed that. It’s hotter than hell out here.”
“Yeah.” Mason moistened his lips. “The temperature isn’t the only thing rising.”
Dom laughed. “You’re crazy. I’m hot and sweaty and probably smell like a goat.”
Mason moved to within an arm’s reach of Dom, although he was careful not to get too close, and took a deep whiff of pure male musk and clean sweat. “I think you smell good.”
Dom shook his head, although he was still grinning. “What am I going to do with you?”
Mason glanced around to see if anyone was outside. Seeing no one, he reached out and ran his fingers down the center of his brother’s brawny chest. “Come inside and I’ll show you exactly what to do with me. Better yet, I’ll demonstrate what I can do for you.”
Dom jerked away from Mason. “Shit, Mason. Quit. We’re outside.”
“There isn’t anyone around.”
“I don’t care.”
“All right.” Mason relented, knowing Dominic had a right to be worried. “Let’s go inside, then.”
“I still have to weed-eat.”
“Quit being such a hard-ass.” Mason lowered his voice to barely above a whisper. “If you come with me right now, I promise to make it worth your while.”
“How worth my while?”
“Anything you want.” Even as Mason made the offer, he knew what Dom would want. His twin had a bossy streak a mile wide and rarely got to use it at home. Just because Dom was the more muscular of the two of them didn’t mean Mason kowtowed to his brother’s every desire.
Dom adjusted the bulge behind his fly. “You’re on. Lead the way.”
Mason didn’t waste any time. He entered the house without looking back, confident Dom would follow. He made it through the kitchen and into the living room before a strong hand clamped down on his shoulder and stopped him in his tracks. Impatient to get into the bedroom, he looked back at Dom. “What?”
Dom leaned back against the sofa and crossed his arms over his chest. His biceps bulged. “Here is good.”
“Good for what?” Mason glanced around the living room. They didn’t usually fool around outside the bedroom, but the shades were drawn and the door stood closed.
Dom smirked. “For you to get on your knees and suck me off.”
“If you insist…” Mason heaved a sigh and knelt in front of his brother. He didn’t want Dom to know just how much he was salivating for a taste. Next to being fucked, blowing Dom was his favorite sexual act.
Dom unbuttoned his jeans and pulled out his cock. He fisted the shaft and pointed the tip toward Mason’s mouth. “You want my cock?”
“Yes.” God, yes. Mason glanced up at his brother and then returned his attention to the fat dick on display. He leaned in and lapped the blunt tip, licking away the slick bead of precum that pooled in the slit.
“Are you sure?” Dom pressed his cockhead against Mason’s mouth and used the damp knob to circle around his lips, painting them with moisture.
“Please.” Mason parted his lips in welcome.
Dom stroked his cock from base to tip. “Stick out your tongue.”
Mason obeyed and was rewarded by the wet glide of Dom’s wide cockhead dragging over his tongue. He groaned as the flavors of salt and sweat burst over his taste buds, and closed his eyes, savoring the heady zest. Dom tasted so good, and felt even better sliding between his lips. The heavy weight caressed the contours of his mouth, rubbing his palate and the slick insides of his cheeks. He sucked, compressing his lips around Dom’s thick girth, and used his tongue to caress the bulbous head and spongy rim.
He bobbed up and down on the uppermost inches, paying special attention to all the spots that drove Dom wild. Each move brought a different response. Flicking the tender depression under the crown made Dom’s thigh muscles flex, while laving the slit forced a quiet grunt from his sexy brother.
Mason took more and more, until his nose was buried in Dom’s pubes. He inhaled, breathing in the scent of musk and man, and shuddered with pent-up desire. He ignored his own need and continued on, yearning to unravel Dom’s legendary control. The moment his twin trembled and spilled always made Mason feel like king of the world. He needed that sensation as much as food or water—maybe more. Nothing fed his soul like being with Dom.
“Fuck yeah.” Dom cupped the back of Mason’s head and wound his fingers through his hair. “Suck that fat cock.”
Mason moaned around the thick shaft stretching his lips. The punishing grip on his hair made his eyes water, although the sting didn’t deter him from pushing on. He fought against Dom’s grip, struggling to take more cock into his mouth, suck it all the harder with the goal of making his brother come before the pain became enough to make him back down. The battle of wills was on, and Mason was determined to win. He didn’t care if he had a bald spot on the back of his head if it meant he came out on top.
Mason relaxed his jaw, opened his throat, and took every thrust Dom had to give. Deep throating meant he’d sound like a chronic smoker for the rest of the night, but it was a small price to pay for the sense of accomplishment and satisfaction he received in return.
He gripped Dom’s thighs, the denim coarse beneath his fingertips, and used his mouth and tongue to torment every inch of Dom’s stiff rod. He gave up on trying to set the pace and just did his best to keep up with the rough plunges down his throat. Moisture dribbled out of the corners of his mouth, soaking his chin and Dom’s balls. The wet slap of flesh and Dom’s heavy breathing heightened the atmosphere, driving Mason’s need to a fever pitch. Left unattended, his own cock ached for something to fuck. A hand, a mouth, a hip—he wasn’t picky.
However, before that could happen he needed to get Dom off. Judging by the way his strokes were speeding up and his dick was plumping on Mason’s tongue, it wouldn’t be much longer.
“Oh shit. Here it comes.” Dom all but froze, depending on Mason to keep sucking. “Swallow every fucking drop.”
Hot cream shot into Mason’s mouth, spilling onto his tongue and flooding his taste buds with salty ecstasy. Dom shuddered, his hips jerking as he came. His thighs quivered beneath Mason’s hands. Mason struggled to keep up with the heavy load, gulping it all down just as his brother had ordered, then licked the remaining drops from the slit.
With the bitter taste of cum in his mouth, he sat back on his calves and tore open his pants. He fished out his dick and fisted the turgid length, stroking hard and fast. Need pulsed through his entire body; the worst of the ache centered in his groin.
Dom dropped to his knees in front of Mason. He covered Mason’s hand with one of his and squeezed, bearing down harder on Mason’s cock. “Come on. Shoot that fucking load all over me. I want to rub your cum into my skin and smell you while I’m outside finishing the yard.”
“Oh God…” Mason worked his dick, picturing Dom laboring in the sun, his body shiny with sweat and the leftovers of their forbidden passion. No one other than the two of them would know that every breath Dom took was filled with the scent of Mason’s spunk, reminding him of what they’d done. Each inhalation would jog Dom’s memory of Mason being on his knees, worshipping cock the best way he knew how. “Dom!”
“I’m right here.” Dominic leaned his forehead against Mason’s, staring deep into his eyes. “Let go. Come for me.”
When it hit, Mason’s orgasm stole his breath and blurred his vision. The muscles in his stomach and thighs quivered, making him damn glad he was already kneeling. Little white spots danced in front of his eyes as the pleasure went on and on, reaching the point of pain.
Dom’s touch gentled; his big hand stroked over Mason gently, milking him of the final drops of cum his body was willing to share. Releasing his grip on Mason’s hand and dick, he pressed his lips to Mason’s brow. “Love you.”
Tenderness welled within Mason. Dom didn’t say the words often, but then he didn’t really need to. Actions spoke louder than words. Mason turned his face up and skimmed his mouth over Dom’s. “I know. I love you too.”
Dom palmed Mason’s jaw and tilted it, taking the kiss deeper. He slid his tongue into Mason’s mouth, and Mason met him halfway, returning the touch and upping the ante with a lingering swirl of one slick muscle circling the other.
Dom groaned and pulled back. “If don’t stop now, I’m going to take you into the bedroom and spend the rest of the night working you over.”
Mason grinned. “Where’s the problem? That sounds good to me.”
“It means you’ll have to spend tomorrow finishing the yard while I’m at work.”
Gross. “You’re right. We should stop.”
“That’s what I thought.” Dom rose to his feet and tucked his dick back into his pants. He held out a hand to Mason, offering to help him up.
Mason took Dom’s fingers and let his brother yank him up off the floor. Leaving his jeans down around his knees, he pressed up against Dom. “Can we pick this back up later?”
“Yeah.” Dom reached down and cupped Mason’s balls. “You can count on it.”
“Good.” Mason rubbed his wet hand over Dom’s chest, smearing what remained of his cum all over Dom’s skin.
There was a quick knock on the door; then it slowly swung open. “Hey! Anybody home?”
Mason dropped down behind the couch and frantically jerked his pants up and stuffed himself back inside them. Shit, shit, shit. What the hell is Andy doing here?
“What’s up, Dom? Where’s Mason?”
Dom coughed. “Hey, Andy. Uh, Mason’s, um…”
Mason stood, his mind frantically trying to come up with some plausible reason for why he was hiding behind the sofa. “I’m right here.”
Andy’s forehead wrinkled. “What are you doing?”
“Nothing. I was just trying to find the remote.”
“Oh.” Andy ran his fingers through his short blond hair. “You find it?”
“No.” Mason laughed nervously. “The hunt continues, I guess.”
“Okay.” Frowning, Andy glance slid from Mason to Dom, then back again. “Well, you about ready to bounce?”
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