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Chapter 1

 

THE small coffee table turned over twice, crashing upside down. The beveled-glass surface shattered. 

“Get the fuck out of here, and don’t come back! I’ve had it with you and your bullshit flirtations. You want to pick up every random guy you see, fine with me. But no more coming home to my place.”

“But, Derek, you know that’s not true. I may be a flirt, but I’m still all yours. Besides, I thought this apartment was ours.”

“It was my place before I met you, and it’ll be my place after you’ve gone. I’m just clearing out the unwanted and unnecessary merchandise. You’ve been too well used by this point anyway.” Derek marched off toward the bedroom. 

Jeff felt sick to his stomach. It was as if he’d been literally punched in the gut.

Before he disappeared from view, Derek tossed over his shoulder, “Leave your key on the way out. You’ve got my number. Just text with your address, and I’ll have your shit sent to you.” 

Jeff started, the bedroom door slamming shut with a crack as loud as thunder. He gazed around, taking in the condition of the room. It was in a shambles. This was the worst in a line of incidents becoming more and more frequent the closer he tried to get to Derek. But this wasn’t what he’d bargained for. 

Jeff had thought he’d found the man of his dreams in Derek when they’d met a year earlier. Unfortunately, once he moved in, with promises of monogamy from both of them, Derek couldn’t handle it any time Jeff even looked at another man for more than a split second.

He’d heard about abusive relationships, but Jeff had never been in the midst of one before. Now it was all he could do to grab a few things he’d left in the kitchen and hurry off. Although unscathed physically, his heart and spirit were broken. Fortunately, it was near the end of summer, so the weather was good; at least he wasn’t being turned out into the cold and snow. Clutching his meager belongings in his arms, Jeff didn’t know where to go.

 

 

WALKING down the streets of Boston, heading for his dead-end job as a bank teller, Craig wished his creative side was able to make him money. He’d spent his short adult life searching for the ideal job to combine his desire for the outlandish and unusual with his mercenary side. It was a merger that seemed impossible to bring about.

Backpack on his back, Craig rapidly approached the Boston Bank and Trust Company, stopping just a few yards away when he felt his phone vibrating in his pocket. He immediately thought of ten different jokes about vibrators, all of which would fall flat on the straight postgrads marking time with him at the bank.

Not caring who was on the other end, but welcoming the distraction from his depressing thoughts, Craig answered his phone. “Talk to me. I need entertainment.”

“Oh, Craig! I don’t know where to go, what to do, or who to do it with.”

Through bouts of weepy gasps in-between each word or phrase, Craig made out the distinct, almost sing-song voice of his best friend. 

“Jeff, what’s got you in such a snit?”

“It’s not a snit. Well, it’s certainly not a typical snit.”

“Oh. What’s darling Derek done this time?” Craig hated Jeff’s boyfriend and wished he’d evaporate from the planet—or their lives at the very least.

“He’s not so darling anymore.” Jeff was obviously sniffling, recovering from a good cry.

“You just came to that conclusion?” Craig rolled his eyes. He wanted to belt Derek one right across the jaw. Only the fear that the creep would have him arrested and charged with assault had stopped him from doing just that many months ago, and it still kept him from belting Derek, no matter how much he deserved it.

While Jeff had never shown up with a black eye or black and blue skin, it was crystal clear Derek was scaring him into submission, and not the kind of submission that could be fun with the proper rules and regulations.

“This time it’s over for good. He kicked me out.”

Inwardly cheering, Craig knew Jeff would be devastated. His first true romance ended, albeit with a long overdue finale. “Maybe it’s for the best.” Craig arrived at the entrance to the bank but, wanting to be a supportive friend, didn’t enter and remained on the pavement and continued to talk to his friend. “Listen, I just got to my jail. How about lunch? Can you make it?”

“That would be great, but what do I do until then? I’m off today, and I have no place to go.”

Craig sighed. “You have my key.”

“I wasn’t sure if you’d been entertaining. Wouldn’t want to walk in on someone in your shower and scare the shit out of him.”

“No, Jeff. No entertaining this morning or last night. In fact, it’s been a pretty dry week.”

“You?”

“Yes, me. My dick isn’t always in a state of full-alert 24/7.”

“Could have fooled me.” Jeff laughed. It sounded nice.

“I’m glad my sex life gives you such a big thrill. That alone should tell you how yours has been.”

“Hey! The sex was great.” Jeff sounded almost put out.

“I’m sorry, the sex was great. It was just his attitude the other twenty-three and a half hours of the day that sucked with Mr. Wonderful.” Craig could envision Jeff biting his lip. “I’m sorry, hon, but you know he’s a total jerk when he’s not fucking you. Maybe it’s time to look elsewhere.”

“I know you’re right, but it was fabulous having someone love and want only me.”

“Except he didn’t want you. He wanted his version of who you should be and how you should behave. He didn’t want the terrific guy I know, the Jeff who loves men, loves to flirt, and loves to get attention. He could never see the man who’s capable of flirting and still able to be in love with only one person.”

“I know.” Jeff’s voice had the distinct ring of resignation.

“That dickhead wanted to own you. You’re better than that, Jeff, and we both know it. You deserve to be in a relationship with someone who respects you for who you are, not who he wants you to be.”

“Craig, you’re the best. You always know how to make me feel better.”

Craig smiled, knowing Jeff would be okay. “Just let yourself in. You do still have the key to my place, don’t you?”

“Yes. I never seem to manage to take it off my key ring.”

“Good. Head over there, get some sleep, then meet me at the cafe near work at noon. We’ll only have about an hour to chat, but there’s always tonight.”

“We could have a slumber party! It’s Friday night.”

Craig huffed. “Yippee. That’s just how I want to spend a weekend night when I don’t have to be up for work the next morning.”

“Don’t knock it till you try it, honey.”

“Yeah, yeah. You’re the only one I know who can make small talk sound inviting.”

“You’ve said it more than once—I could sell ice to an Eskimo.” 

“So, how come I’m the one gainfully employed, and you’re the one who’s still looking for a full-time job?”

“Because I was happy to be someone’s housewife.”

“It didn’t suit you.” Taking a deep breath, Craig continued, “I can tell you that. I’m your best friend.”

“Not now, Craig. Get to work. I’ll see you at noon.”

“Okay.” 

Craig closed the phone. For the first time since Jeff had moved in with Derek the Dickhead, he felt calm. Now he could go into work feeling more relaxed than he had in months.

“Good morning, Craig. May I have a word with you?” The bank manager popped his head out of his office the minute Craig crossed the threshold.

“Sure, sir.” Craig wasn’t sure if he’d actually spoken to the manager since he’d first started working at the bank over two years earlier.

“Have a seat.” Craig sat down, placing his backpack on the floor in front of him. “I’ve been watching you.”

Never a good sign.

“I realize you’ve been working with us for quite some time. We rarely keep tellers in the same position this long. Usually by now they’ve moved onto other banks or discovered other opportunities within our branches.” 

Craig began to wonder if he would be up for an unwelcome promotion. It didn’t matter. The money would be good, and he could put more away for that opportunity that had yet to knock on his door. “I’ve enjoyed working at the bank. It’s a pleasant atmosphere.”

“I see you’ve been here regularly and hardly taken a sick day. But unfortunately, today is the fifth time in three months you’ve walked in after the bank has opened. You do know the hours, don’t you?”

Bastard! Of course I know the fucking hours. But I also know that you have too many tellers set for the opening of business. I’m usually twiddling my thumbs for the first thirty minutes after I’ve set up my cash drawer.

“Sorry I was late. I’ll try to be more prompt.”

“Craig, you’ve said that the last three times. It’s clear to me, as well as the other supervisors, you have little to no interest in making the Boston Bank and Trust your career path.”

“Wait a minute.” Craig sat up taller in his chair, feeling a bit too much like he was in the school principal’s office, about to get a lengthy detention. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying your time with us is finished. We’re looking for prospective financiers. People who want to be surrounded by money, let money work for them to create the ideal employment opportunity, become bank managers and investment experts.”

“But, sir, you’ve known from the start I didn’t want any of that.”

“Yes, Craig, I did. But you’re bright and you had a good resumé, so I let it go with the hope you’d change your attitude.”

“What are you saying?” Craig knew what was coming next, but he wasn’t about to make it easy for his soon-to-be former boss.

“It’s time to cut you loose, let you go. You need to find your way, Craig. Please clean out your drawer and I’ll escort you out.”

“No need. I never left anything here anyway. Maybe I always knew it would end like this.” Craig stood up tall and proud, dignity intact, backpack over his shoulder, and walked out.

The moment he was on the street, he took a cleansing breath and smiled rather than falling apart. Getting fired, with a little unemployment check to tide him over, felt amazing. The air smelled sweeter and the sun seemed brighter than it had in ages.

He opened his phone and hit the number one on his speed dial. “Jeff, pick up. We can meet earlier. I don’t need to be at work today. Can’t wait to tell you all about it.”

Closing the phone, Craig descended the escalator into the T Station at Government Center, ready to ride to Brighton and the comfort of his tiny apartment. It would be cramped with Jeff bunking in the minute living room/dining area, but somehow the thought of being greeted by the tall, slender, freckle-faced redhead gave Craig an energetic charge. He picked up the pace, looking forward to the dramatic greeting he’d soon get.

Getting fired was definitely not a bad thing at all. Craig wished he’d managed it months earlier.


Chapter 2

 

JEFF scanned the fairly empty apartment. Craig was certainly down to bare bones for furniture: an inexpensive sofa, probably something he’d found at a garage sale, a simple, dark wood coffee table, definitely not mahogany, and two barrel chairs. Everything was in neutral colors. 

“Tsk, tsk.” Jeff shook his head. “How can you claim to be gay and have no sense of style? I’m going to have to make you my next pet project. It’ll give me something to occupy my time.”

Taking his cell phone out of his pocket, Jeff texted Derek, letting him know where he was staying. The response was simple and curt. Jeff could practically see the scowl on Derek’s face as he typed it in. It figures. Your shit will be there by dinnertime.

Derek had never understood Jeff and Craig’s friendship. They’d never made love. Hell, they’d never even Frenched. Craig never seemed to want more with Jeff, although it was probably because Jeff was always after the man, and Craig was always after an easy, hot piece of ass. Their friendship wouldn’t have survived an hour if they’d ever had sex.

“Too bad, Craig. It’s your loss.” Jeff shrugged, moving into the kitchen to set a kettle of water on the stove to heat up for tea. “We could be great together.” He pulled out a tea strainer and filled it with green tea. He knew where everything was in Craig’s apartment. Jeff had been there so often, he was probably just as comfortable there as Craig himself.

While he was waiting for the water to boil, Jeff went into the bathroom. He looked at his face. There were puffy bags under his eyes. “God! It looks like I’m wearing suitcases. I didn’t even have time to take my makeup with me.” He turned on the cold water and splashed his face several times, focusing on shocking his droopy lower lids into submission.

“Hey, you.”

“Oh fucking hell!” Jeff literally jumped, splashing water all over the top of his T-shirt. “I didn’t hear you come in.”

Craig snorted. “No kidding.” Craig handed Jeff the towel hanging on the bar opposite the sink. “I see you didn’t get to put your face on before he kicked you out this time. So how long is it going to be? A day, a week?”

“Try forever.” Jeff buried his face in the soft terry cloth.

“I’ve heard that one before.”

Folding the towel neatly in thirds, Jeff hung it back up. He turned to face his friend. Before he could utter a single word of explanation the kettle started to whistle.

“Glad you still feel at home here.” Craig grinned. “Care for a cup of tea?”

“Don’t mind if I do.” Jeff buzzed past Craig and hurried to the stove to remove the pot of boiling water and stifle the awful sound. Without saying a word, he pulled a second cup and saucer out of the cabinet and poured out two piping hot servings.

“Smells great.” Craig and Jeff each took a seat at opposite sides of the small faux Formica table with dropped sides that could be raised, making it large enough to accommodate four people.

“Why aren’t you still at work?” Jeff took a sip of steaming brew. It nearly burned his tongue, but the aroma was so inviting he couldn’t resist. “I didn’t ask you to take the day off.”

Craig chuckled. “You didn’t have to. I got myself fired.”

“What!” Jeff knew his friend hated the job at the bank, but it was still a consistent salary that allowed him to continue living in Brighton. Craig had made it clear on many occasions that he didn’t want to live far from the center of Boston, and without a certain level of income he’d end up at least thirty minutes outside the city. “How did that happen? I only spoke with you a little over an hour ago.”

“That’s right.” Craig sipped his beverage. “The tea’s perfect. Thanks.”

“My pleasure, now open your mouth and talk, and not about the weather.”

“Well, it does happen to be pretty damn nice outside.”

“I’m sure it’s just peachy. Now dish and do it fast.”

“You always know how to get to the point when it’s someone else’s story. How about giving me the short, or long if you prefer, version of Derek the Deranged.”

“Nice title. You have a way with words.”

“I just call it as I see it. How about you dishing first since you’re the one in my apartment.”

Jeff ran a finger around the rim of his cup. “He came close.”

Craig remained silent.

“He got really angry about me looking at another guy.”

“Just looking?”

Jeff nodded, biting his lip. “He flipped the table.”

“That extremely expensive glass table you bought just a couple of weeks ago? The one that looks like it belongs in a palace?”

“Yes.” Sighing, Jeff continued. “He got angry and flipped it over. It shattered.”

“That fucking prick. He could have hurt you this time. I’m not letting him come back for you again, even if it’s on his fucking hands and knees.”

“I don’t think that’ll be a problem. He’s having someone bring my things here later today. Before dinner.”

“Good.”

“Craig, it’s over. I have nothing.”

Craig rubbed his soft palm up and down Jeff’s arm and squeezed his shoulder. Jeff watched as the muscles in Craig’s arm pulsed. His friend sure was cut. Jeff remembered the last time they’d been at the gym together. Every guy, gay or straight, had been captivated by Craig’s six-pack. The man was the model of a perfect physique at an even six feet tall, all his muscles formed right where they should be, and not a blemish in sight. His wavy blond hair was the perfect icing on the cake, especially when it rested across his tanned forehead.

Everyone wanted to look like Craig. It was a wonder some magazine hadn’t grabbed him for their Model of the Year. He was the picture of a Mr. Everybody with a bod and looks that everyone wanted.

“Hey, I’m trying to be supportive, but you seem a million miles away. What’d you put in the tea?”

Jeff snickered. “Sorry. Just daydreaming.” Jeff sat back as Craig dropped his hand. “I’m not going back, don’t worry. He scared me this time, really scared me.”

“Did he lay one finger on you? If he did—”

“No, no.” Jeff waved his hands back and forth. “He didn’t touch me. I think he knows, somewhere in the back of his mind, if he ever laid a hand on me in that way, you’d probably kill him.”

Craig winked. “Or severely maim him at the very least.”

“You take such good care of me.” Jeff rested his hand over Craig’s relishing the warmth they shared.

“You’re probably the only person I really give a shit about. If I was honest, I’d say you’re probably the only real friend I have.”

“Craig, don’t say that. Lots of people care about you.”

“Bullshit.” Before Jeff could challenge him again, Craig raised his hand. “It’s okay. Having you is more than enough. Besides, it’s not like I’m ever in need of companionship when it’s required.”

“A faceless ass is not companionship.”

Laughing, Craig pulled his hand away, wrapping it around the cup in front of him. “Tell my dick that. It’s pretty damn content as long as I give it a channel to fill a few times a week. Doesn’t seem to care whose name or face is attached.”

“You’re terrible. Any man would be honored to have you as his boyfriend.”

“I’m getting closer to thirty than twenty every day. I’m a little too old for a boyfriend. Anyway, guys like me usually attract non-boyfriend material.”

“You are not non-boyfriend material. I wish you could see yourself like I see you.”

“As a big brother?”

“Is that how you think I view you?”

Craig took another big gulp of his drink, stood up, and brought the cup and saucer to the sink. “Forget about me. What’s the plan? Do you already have someone as a backup?”

Jeff would have been insulted had he not pulled crap like that in the past. He remembered going from his previous boyfriend into Derek’s arms. He’d sacked out at Craig’s place for just a few weeks and was moving in with Derek before he should have. This time Jeff was determined to find a man who wanted him and who wanted to be in love as much as he did.

“No one’s waiting in the wings. If you’ll have me, I’d like to stay here indefinitely.” Jeff lowered his head. “I’ll find a job and pay half the rent. I promise.”

“I’m sure you will, and you’ll have to, otherwise we’ll both be out on the street by the time the next month’s rent is due.”

Jeff looked up, confused by Craig’s declaration. “What are you talking about? You’ve never needed a roommate before.”

“Remember, I’m out of a job. Unemployment doesn’t go very far in the big city. The times, they are a changing.” Craig’s brow furrowed revealing his true feelings, despite the grin he kept plastered on his face.

“If you’re resorting to quoting Dylan, we’re all in trouble. I’m waiting for an explanation.” Jeff took Craig by the hand and walked him into the tiny living room area. The two sat on the sofa. “You never actually told me, how did your morning go, dear, and why did the boss send you packing?”

Craig looked off to the side. “About work, or rather the lack thereof.” He bit his lip before he started talking.


Chapter 3

 

“NICE luggage. Did you have to go to Paris to get such a unique set?” Craig stuck his tongue in his cheek as he teased Jeff.

“I guess Derek has even less class than I thought. He could have at least put my clothing and personal belongings in something a tad more chic than plastic trash bags.” Jeff hovered over each large sack, opening it to confirm that everything was there.

“You’re far more of a visionary than I am if you saw any class at all in that big ape.”

“Craig, honey, I understand you’re trying to be funny, to cheer me up, but I’m just not ready for a constant stream of derogatory Derek humor.”

Craig saw the sadness and resignation in his friend’s eyes. A momentary flash of guilt stung him so he changed the subject. “Okay, sorry. Let’s focus on the future.”

“What future?” Jeff tilted his head. “We’re both jobless, and in a month, if we don’t fix that problem, we’ll also be homeless.”

Walking up behind Jeff, Craig massaged the visibly tense shoulders. “Hey, take the intensity down a notch. You’ll have a heart attack before the end of the month if you stay this wound up.”

Jeff closed his eyes, his head falling back as Craig continued working the knots between the redhead’s shoulder blades. “Mmm, that feels amazing.”

“Not a bad reaction for an activity that doesn’t include my cock.”

“Sex isn’t everything, you know.”

Craig snorted. “Oh really! It sure as shit helps when everything else is screwed up. In fact, I say we both go out to the Music Box tonight and see if we can improve the outcome of this extremely fucked-up day.”

“You must be kidding!” Jeff stepped away from Craig’s ongoing ministrations, put his hands on his hips, and turned around, glaring. Craig would have laughed at Jeff’s imitation of a fishwife had he not been so surprised by the over-the-top reaction. “That place is a haven for one-night stands and twinkie sluts.”

“It wasn’t that long ago you were one of those twinkie sluts.”

“I hate to break this to you, Craig, but we’re the same age. It wasn’t so long ago for you, either.”

Poking Jeff in the ribs, Craig chuckled. “I was never a twink.”

“So you were born a hunky top.”

“Exactly!” 

Jeff laughed out loud, his hands dropping from his hips.

“It’s good to hear that sound, even if it is at the expense of my masculinity.”

“Honey, you’re gay. Your machismo only goes so far.”

“I resent that.” Craig was glad to see Jeff’s mood return to a more playful demeanor. “So, are we heading out? You can tackle all this shit tomorrow. Sleep in your briefs tonight, or nothing for that matter. I don’t give a shit. We’ve known each other forever.”

“Seems that way, doesn’t it?” Jeff brushed his fingers over Craig’s cheek. He shivered in response to the gentle contact.

Stepping back, Craig avoided the beautiful baby blues staring in his direction. Beautiful! Where the hell did that come from? They had to get out of the apartment. If they stayed, Craig feared he might do something stupid. Exploring where thoughts like that came from, or acting on them, could only lead to disaster. To even think of hooking up with Jeff in an attempt to make him feel better about the mess the day had been could only lead to a backlash that would, in all likelihood, signal the end of their friendship—something Craig valued far too highly to risk losing.

Jeff lowered his head. “I’ll head into the bathroom to freshen up, and then we can visit the Music Box. Maybe letting off some steam on the dance floor will do us both some good.”

Craig nodded, rushing off to his bedroom to change. Taking off the cargo pants he wore when hanging around the apartment, Craig sat on the bed, his eyes wide as he stared at his tented briefs. “What the fuck is wrong with you?” Craig whispered to himself in the solitude of his own room, listening to the faucet running in the bathroom. “How can you have the goddamn hots for your best buddy? Damn, it’s practically incest.”

In an attempt to change his focus, Craig thought back to the early days with Jeff, the first day they’d met at track practice. There were six long-distance runners on their high school track team. The coach paired them for running safety, and they were off. Most of the time they ran alongside the Charles River. The atmosphere was great, and it was an easy path to follow. On occasion, if Jeff took a slight lead, he loved to steer them down the streets surrounding the Massachusetts Institute of Technology on one side of the river or Boston University on the other.

They would run for miles and never get bored with, or tired of, either the running or each other. Several of the guys on the team were gay. It seemed to be the nature of the sport. Craig wondered if others had been as influenced as he had been by the book The Front Runner. It was almost like he wanted to make up for the ending by being a great, long-distance running success.

His first hook-up was with… what the hell was his name? It didn’t matter. He had a tight ass, great legs, and no zits. Better than most in high school. He was the first guy to give Craig a blow job and the first he’d met who was so firmly locked in his closet he’d tried to beat the crap out of Craig for trying to touch his arm in front of the rest of the team.

It was then that Craig had learned sex and love didn’t have to be associated. He could get off, get blown, and fuck anyone without getting involved. He wouldn’t get hurt physically or emotionally. It had seemed to work for him ever since, and Craig planned to get some more practice at the Music Box. A club full of hot, eager dicks and asses, and no one encouraging or insisting on an attachment that might lead to pain.

“Craig,” Jeff yelled from outside the locked bedroom door, “are you ready yet? And why’s your door locked? Since when are you so modest with me?”

Shaking his head and blinking, Craig looked down. Memories of high school and what’s-his-name with the strong left jab had certainly helped calm him. The question was, why hadn’t thoughts of Jeff, and why had he felt the need to lock the door? Craig shook his head, refusing to even marginally address the subject. “Be right there. I’m just picking out something that’ll attract the hottest guys.”

Craig heard Jeff snicker. “Then don’t wear anything. They all adore your six-pack, and your cock would certainly get my attention.”

“It’s not your attention I’m looking for.” Craig wanted to take back the words the minute they flew out of his mouth.

No more conversation was exchanged through the door. Craig tossed on a pair of tight fitting, dark wash jeans and a black T-shirt. He looked in the mirror. “Definitely hot.” He combed his fingers through his hair and left it at that. “Now, if you keep your mouth shut, you may not alienate anyone else.”

Stepping out of the room he spotted Jeff by the door. He wasn’t wearing anything special, but leaning against the wall, he looked so thoughtful, his eyes looking toward the ceiling and his long neck—shit! Craig couldn’t imagine where all these crazy ideas were coming from. It must have something to do with being fired.

“Let’s get out of here. We’re both suffering from cabin fever and need to head out into the world.”

“You mean we need to get laid, or at least you do.” Jeff opened the door to the apartment and slipped out ahead of Craig.

“About that remark before, I didn’t—”

Jeff cut him off, his lips a tight, thin line. “What remark? Nothing to discuss. Let’s go dance, preferably not with each other.”

Craig winced. He detected an uncomfortable edge in the tone of his friend’s voice. It was a sound Craig wasn’t familiar with at all. He’d heard Jeff angry, distraught, even in pain, but this sounded like some sort of hurt resignation he hadn’t come across, and yet, somehow, he felt the same way.

 

 

THE Music Box was practically filled to capacity by the time Jeff and Craig arrived. The ride on the T and subsequent walk seemed to have relaxed both men.

Jeff looked around the room. “It amazes me how many of these guys think this is the place to find love and romance.”

Craig grinned. “Boy, did they make a wrong choice if that’s what they’re after.”

“Do you think there’s any place out there for a gay man who wants to find the love of his life?” Jeff knew he sounded like a starry-eyed kid, but he didn’t want to settle for an eternity of tricks or dead-end relationships.

“I have no idea.” Craig could feel his body responding to the loud rhythms pumping through the sound system. “It’s never been a priority for me.”

Jeff squeezed Craig’s arm and mumbled to himself knowing his hunky friend was focused on finding the perfect conquest for the night. “More’s the pity.”

“Come on. I’ll buy you your first drink. We’ll toast to your new-found freedom.” Craig led the way toward the long bar, extending across an entire wall of the nightclub. 

Jeff wasn’t sure it was freedom he wanted, but he was glad to be away from Derek. It was definitely something worth raising a glass to. He leaned against the smoked-glass facade, backlit with every color of the rainbow. One thing great about being gay, you didn’t have to be afraid to be loud and colorful. It was expected, and Jeff was perfectly happy to let his flamboyant side shine. 

Handing Jeff a martini, Craig seemed to be looking beyond his friend as he held up his shot glass and downed a double Scotch.

Turning around briefly, Jeff saw a tanned brunet eyeing Craig. It was clear Craig picked up on the signal and was interested. 

“Go for it.” Jeff took a sip of his drink to keep himself from biting his lip.

“No, that’s okay. We came to cheer you up.” Craig was saying all the right words.

“You need cheering, too, Mr. Unemployment Check.” Jeff nudged Craig’s shoulder with the tips of his fingers. He was surprised to see Craig tense at the touch. His friend had been jumpy all evening. “Go play. I’ll find someone who wants to dance.”

“The back room is big enough for more than just me and the bottom-boy du jour.”

Jeff offered a half-smile. “I’m sure it is, but I’m not ready. Dancing and flirting is my plan for tonight. If anything goes any further, it’ll be spontaneous.”

“Ever the romantic.” Craig’s eyes locked with the brunet’s, and he tilted his head toward the back of the club. The two walked through the hot, sweaty mass of men until they disappeared through a black-curtained doorway near the rear of the Music Box.

Jeff shrugged his shoulders. “Oh, hell. What’s wrong with me? Could I have my sights set on a more hopeless case?” Looking along the bar he spotted a beefy blond whose body and look were quite similar to Craig’s but with a bit more meat and muscle on his bones. “Well, you don’t have a runner’s build, but it’s just for tonight. Time for me to have a little fun. Maybe Craig knows something I don’t know.”

Making his way along the bar, Jeff approached his target. “Can I buy you a drink?”

“How about we check out the dance floor? They’re playing our song.”

“And what would that be?”

“Whatever the DJ has blasting through the speakers.” The guy winked, and Jeff sent his best come-hither glance his way, offering his hand.

He laughed at his own silly thoughts, remembering an old tune his mother used to play after his father left them. If you can’t be with the one you love, honey, love the one you’re with. It wasn’t ideal, but it would do for now.

“Let’s go, sweet prince. Our dance awaits.”


Chapter 4

 

CRAIG leaned against a wall in the back room of the Music Box. The cement was cool, a sharp contrast to the heat building within. Touch. All he wanted was touch and satisfaction. Not much to ask after getting the shaft from his dead-end job.

Brunet Boy ogled Craig, standing on his toes to reach up for a devouring kiss. It was hungry and heartless, just right.

“I’m—”

“No.” Craig gripped the guy by the nape of his neck crashing their lips together once more. He wanted no introductions. There were more important matters at hand. His cock wanted, and needed attention right now. Nothing more. 

Squeezing and pressing his fingers gently on the kid’s shoulder was all it took. The dark-haired wonder with the now-swollen lips was down on his knees in a split second, deftly opening the button and zipper on Craig’s jeans with one hand. Good, someone who’s done this before.

As soon as he felt the air against his cock, Craig smiled. This was what he was after. “Let’s get down to business and make good use of our time.”

The twink looked up, grinning as he tenderly started to massage Craig’s balls. 

“Ahh. Don’t make me wait.” Tonight was all about getting down and dirty.

When the kid’s tongue drew a trail from the base of his lengthening cock to the moist tip, Craig’s head fell back. The plan for the night was working out fine. Satisfaction guaranteed with minimum effort on his part. 

It was just right until he heard a familiar voice a few feet away.

“I don’t see you around here much. Glad I’ll get to have a piece of you. Seems like my lucky night.”

Sam. He always attracted the hottest ass on the dance floor. Craig couldn’t figure out what they saw in him. He huffed. They saw the broadest shoulders, matched with the biggest bulge around. 

Craig knew the tricks all loved his own long dick, but when they wanted to scream in ecstasy there was no question who the prize would be. Sam was hung, and when he was hard, his cock was so long and thick it sent chills through every bottom in the city. If Sam hadn’t picked the law as his chosen profession, he would have been a very successful porn star. Craig had never watched a video that could hold a candle to Sam’s well-endowed dick coupled with the sounds he made when he shot.

“Keep going, kid. Feels great.” Trying to stay focused on the business at hand, Craig ran his fingers through the boy’s hair, resting there, threaded between the locks to keep him going. “Don’t make me wait.” He loved seeing someone worshipping his erect cock. There was a charge he only got when he knew they were his, and only his, for the moment.

Looking down, Craig watched the kid smile around his erect member. He was doing amazing things with his tongue, circling it slowly around the head. The velvet texture adding just the right pressure. It was wet and seductive at the same time. “Fuck!” The twink clearly had practice.

Although he tried to block him out, Craig couldn’t help but hear the unmistakable sounds of Sam’s pleasure. He was definitely enjoying himself too. “Yeah, baby. Move those hands. Shit! I may come before you even get me in your mouth.” Heavy breathing. “Oh hell! Where are you putting those long fingers? Not there. Ahhh! Damn, so fucking hot.”

It was hard to believe the same mouth had such a reputation for eloquence. He had earned the privilege of representing some of the biggest companies in the Greater Boston area. Contracts Sam had crafted were hailed in the news as brilliant. His clients were always in the best of hands. If only they knew.

Craig looked across the room, hoping to get a look at the hot trick ministering to the big cock of the walk. Maybe he’d go for him next time.

“What the hell?” Craig whispered, moving enough that his trick had to steady his hands on his hips to hold him in place as he began to suck.

If the trick hadn’t had his lips wrapped around him, Craig was sure he would have gone soft in less than five seconds. What the hell was Jeff doing in the back room? He hardly ever played this game, and certainly not so soon after breaking up with a lover. 

Jeff was supposed to be on the dance floor letting off steam by moving to the music, not sucking on the hottest cock in the state.

“Hey!” 

Craig looked down. Brunet Boy’s brow was furrowed as he looked up. 

“I don’t know about you, but I want to get off.”

Demanding bottoms. Craig was angry. He wasn’t even sure why. It was obvious, watching Jeff devour Sam’s length that he was there willingly and enthusiastically. Damn! What a way to screw up a night.

Closing his eyes and resting his head against the cold cement for a moment, Craig refocused. “Don’t stop now.” He looked down at the eager brunet, cupping his hand behind the twink’s head to press him closer. “Let’s see how fast you can get me hard again, and then you’ll get exactly what you want.”

“Oh yeah!” Looking up, eyes wide, the trick dove in. 

Craig let his eyelids close again, losing himself in the wet heat. “Good, good. Like that. Fuck! You’re a hot little sucker.”

He wanted more. Craig wanted it hotter. He didn’t know why, but Craig needed to make this kid scream.

Knotting his fingers in the dark hair he jerked the boy up to a standing position, turning him quickly in place, pushing him face-first up against the wall. “Hold on tight, it’s going to be one fucking hell of a ride.” Craig hissed in the trick’s ear, smirking when the twink shivered.

The kid quickly lowered his pants and braced himself against the wall, his head resting against his arms. He wanted it rough and Craig was more than happy to oblige.

Making fast work of rolling on the condom, Craig covered the latex in lube and then rammed two moistened fingers in the waiting hole. 

“Oh God!” 

“Just wait. This is only the beginning.” Craig risked glancing over toward Sam one more time. The man’s face displayed pure ecstasy as Jeff’s mouth was all over his oversized balls.

After working his trick, he pulled his fingers out as fast as he’d entered.

“Fuck!”

“Don’t worry, here I come.” Craig thrust inside the pulsing entrance. He knew he was being rougher than usual, but this was what he needed. The trick was a vessel with great sound effects. The perfect solution to whatever was making him so pissed off.

“Oh shit!” The kid started clawing the wall as Craig thrust in and out, fast and furious. Setting a much faster pace than Craig had thought he would, using the twink’s ass to vent his baffling, inexplicable anger.

Wanting the biggest and best reaction possible, Craig made sure to hit the guy’s prostate over and over, moving his hips as his cock grazed over the sensitive area.

Without Craig even having to touch the twink’s cock, the kid exploded against the wall. “Oh my God!”

He got his scream, and the attention of everyone else in the backroom. With his audience fully focused on him, Craig let himself go. Pressing in and out through the trick’s tightness he came hard and silent, his eyes tightly shut and envisioning the kid in front of him with red hair. Where the fuck did that come from?

Near him he heard a loud, deep moan. “Oh baby, you’re the hottest thing to ever get down in front of me. I may have to return the favor.”

The murmur in the backroom would have been comical had it not been so hot. Sam never offered to blow anyone, but now, here he was, on his knees sucking Jeff like a goddamn Hoover. 

Craig stood frozen, his pants still halfway down, watching Jeff’s dick slip in and out of Sam’s mouth. He was being eaten alive and reveling in every minute of it, if the sounds he was making were an accurate indication. It had been a long time since Craig had witnessed Jeff in action. His friend had been keeping his sex life behind closed doors for a while, but this was one amazing coming-out performance.

Jeff writhed against the wall, hands at his sides, grappling at the cold cinderblock for purchase. Craig was mesmerized by Jeff whose head was moving from side to side, eyes tightly closed, sweat building, his normally gently wavy red hair plastered to his head. 

His friend was not supposed to like this kind of thing. Why was he back here? Was Sam really all that great?

“Sam, Sam, oh, Sam.” 

Jeff didn’t know this guy or his reputation. Did they actually exchange names before fucking? 

Craig’s jaw clenched. Jeff let his head fall back as his body jerked. “Oh God!” 

Sam held him in place, drinking in every drop until the now limp dick slipped from his lips. He stood up and pressed his lips to Jeff’s. “Anytime, babe.” He pulled something out of his pocket. At first Craig wondered why Sam would give his friend a condom until he saw a business card changing hands. “Call me whenever. You’re definitely worth a second visit. Maybe next time you’ll let me fill you up.”

Jeff’s labored breathing continued. He said nothing, but accepted the card and nodded, glancing after Sam as the hunky top zipped his pants and left for the bar and dance floor.

Walking up to Jeff, his trick gone and forgotten, Craig whispered in his friend’s ear. “I’m going home. Are you coming with me, or spending the night sucking every cock in Boston?” He continued to walk, unwilling to look directly at Jeff, knowing his words were far harsher than they should be. Losing his job must have put him in a fouler mood than he’d realized.


Chapter 5

 

“WHAT the hell was that all about?” Jeff stood, hands on hips, in the middle of the small living room, glaring at Craig.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Craig turned away, knowing his words were lame, at best. He knew exactly what Jeff was referring to and had no idea how to face it or why it happened.

“You practically dragged me out of the Music Box, and the entire trip home I had the strange feeling you were mad at me for actually doing what you suggested. I found a hot guy, and I let off some of my bottled-up anger and frustration about the whole Derek mess.”

“I thought you’d dance away your disappointment at the separation from dickhead Derek. It seemed like you missed him a lot more than I expected.” Craig lowered his head. “Besides, it was just a surprise seeing you in the backroom with Sam. You never trick, and then when you finally do, it’s with—”

“The most sought after cock in Boston?” Jeff smirked. “You’re angry that I nailed the hottest guy around.”

“You think he’s the hottest?” Craig knew he sounded pathetic, but hearing Jeff declare someone else in a bar hotter than him actually bugged him.

“Oh my God, you’re jealous!” Jeff started laughing so hard he bent in half.

“Fuck you! I’m not jealous! I’ve never been jealous a day in my life.” This was definitely getting out of hand, and Craig needed to stop the entire discussion before it went too far. “Forget it. I was just worried about you. I thought that’s what friends are for.”

Jeff quickly quieted down. He stood up and looked directly at Craig. It unnerved Craig and he wanted to approach his friend, but he made sure to stay more than an arm’s length away. Unfortunately, that wasn’t Jeff’s plan as he immediately came over and wrapped his arms around Craig and kissed him on the cheek. “Thank you for caring about me. I hope you know I feel the same way about you.”

Seemingly involuntarily Craig returned the hug. It was comfortable, maybe too comfortable. After they had clung together for only a short few seconds, Craig felt his cock stir, reacting to the feel of Jeff in his arms. He pulled away, hoping Jeff hadn’t felt anything.

“Listen, Jeff, why don’t we get some sleep, and tomorrow morning we’ll think about what to do with our lives.”

“I actually had a little time to think about that before Sam and I, well… you know.”

Craig bit his lip. “Yeah, I know.”

“Anyway, I’m pretty sure I have just the thing to utilize all our talents, and Sam might even be able to help us.”

“I am not becoming a pimp!” Craig balled his fists.

“You can be so cute, in a stupid, naive sort of way.” Jeff smiled. “I only deal in legitimate business. Besides, I’ve had Sam, and I don’t see a relationship that could possibly be successful between us, so he’s yesterday’s news in the sex department. However, in the legal sense he still might be of some use to me, us.”

“What are you thinking about?” Craig could feel the hairs on the back of his neck standing on end.

Jeff gave him a quick peck on the forehead. “Go to bed. We’ll talk in the morning. After all, neither of us has any place to be.”

Craig nodded, exhaustion overtaking him as he quickly made his way to the bathroom to wash up and then fall into bed.

Once in his bed, nestled securely under the covers, Craig thought about the kid he had been pounding into at the club. He was hot, but as soon as Craig closed his eyes, remembering the satisfying fuck, the twink morphed into a taller man with red hair, long legs, and… shit!

 

 

“YOU look like crap.”

“Good morning to you, too, Jeffrey. You seem to have slept well.”

“I slept like a baby. Your sofa is incredibly comfortable for a piece of furniture that was probably found on a curb when no one bought it at a yard sale.”

“I’ll have you know I spent a lot of money on my sofa.”

“Oh really? Do tell. Where’d you get it?”

Craig mumbled something under his breath.

“I didn’t quite catch that, sweetie. Want to try again?” Jeff smirked.

“Ikea, okay. I got it at Ikea. No comments.”

Jeff started to snicker but didn’t say a word.

“Since you’re all bright-eyed, I hope you at least made coffee.”

Bringing the fresh pot to the table, Jeff poured a cup for his grumpy friend. 

“Whenever the mood hits you, I’d be happy to hear your brilliant idea for us to make money. And I can’t wait to find out how Sam fits into all this.”

“Dating.” After putting the carafe back in the brewer, Jeff returned to the table and sat opposite Craig.

“Huh?” Craig’s brow furrowed, and he took several large gulps of the hot beverage.

“Online dating for gays and lesbians.” Taking a sip of his coffee then putting the cup down Jeff sat back, clasped his hands, and plastered a big grin on his face as he waited for Craig’s reaction.

“There are a zillion online matchmakers out there. Why the hell would we even consider opening a business in a market that’s already glutted?”

“Because, silly, there aren’t more than a tiny handful that will even address same-sex dating. We could even include the trannies. They’re certainly underrepresented in the online dating world.”

“That’s probably because they can find their own dates.” Craig grimaced and lifted his cup, tossing back the rest. He held it in the air. “More, please.”

“Yes, Oliver. You’re such a pitiful specimen in the morning. Good thing I care about you. Maybe I should stay here indefinitely.” Jeff watched for a reaction from Craig. He knew he was taking a chance on the side remark, but hoped it would pass as a welcome suggestion from a close friend.

Taking the refill, Craig brushed his fingers over Jeff’s. “You’re a great servant.” Craig winked at Jeff. “Keeping you around for a while wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world.”

Jeff took his seat and squeezed Craig’s lower arm as he held the cup to his lips. “How could I begin to think about leaving with such a rousing welcome?”

The two gazed at each other in silence. After a few seconds, Craig broke eye contact, lowering his eyelids, concentrating on drinking his coffee. Jeff watched as the tension seemed to fall away from his friend’s shoulders, and he sat back in his chair to enjoy the view.

Letting Craig think about his suggestion, Jeff stood up and put a couple of bagels in the toaster oven on the tiny counter. It took up half the usable space, but it was probably the only kitchen appliance, apart from the coffee maker, that Craig owned and used.

Jeff scanned the tiny kitchen area, wishing he could make it his own, wishing it was theirs. Staring at the toaster, he thought about a life where, each morning, he would wake up in the bed he shared with Craig, their bed. Hell, he wanted to be much more than friends. Jeff knew why all his previous relationships had fallen apart. He couldn’t help but compare every other man to Craig, and he always found them wanting. Craig was the only one he truly wanted to pursue, but it was a lost cause; Craig only thought of Jeff as his best friend.

Placing the cream cheese and jam on the table, Jeff started when Craig’s eyes flew open and he grabbed his wrist. “You might be right.”

“About what?” Jeff hoped he hadn’t actually verbalized any of his thoughts.

Craig looked at Jeff and tilted his head. “Your idea for a business venture. We really can do this if we approach it from the right angle. Why not start something that focuses on the LGBT community in the twenty-first century? And we don’t even have to be in charge of the servers and shit. That could be taken care of anywhere in the country by some computer geek who knows what he’s doing. We’ll be the front men.”

“And Sam can handle the legal work of getting the business going and the contracts for the clients. He’d make a great consultant and would probably do it for a nominal fee.”

Craig’s eyes widened. “You were that good, were you?”

“No, asshole—well, I was that good, but my guess is he’d do it to support a small business targeting his favorite minority.”

“Ah.” Craig nodded and offered a half-grin.

“You were teasing me!” Jeff smacked his friend’s arm. It was caught by Craig who held it briefly in place against his pulsing muscle.

“Only because I can.” Craig’s voice lost its playful tone and grew husky.

“Are you teasing me now?” Jeff knew his tone was breathy, but the way Craig held him in place was too much to deal with. He wasn’t sure how to interpret the gesture.

“I don’t know.”

“Craig.” Jeff pleaded, wishing for some sign of hope. 

Craig let go. “I need my breakfast. I’m feeling lightheaded.” He stood up to get the bagels from the toaster, letting Jeff’s hand fall away. Jeff wasn’t sure if it was his imagination, but Craig seemed unsettled at losing the contact. “I hope your idea works, otherwise we’ll have to find a refrigerator box to move into.”

Jeff chuckled. “It should be a breeze. After all, how hard can it be to start a company that’s completely computer based?”

Carefully smearing a pat of cream cheese on his bagel, Craig shook his head. “My guess is it’s a lot harder than either of us realize.”

“Well, at least you know how to create a program on the computer. I remember all those cool games you designed.”

Biting into his bagel, Craig smiled as he chewed. “Yeah, I got a kick out of making things work. I guess I could design a questionnaire that could be worked to match with other questionnaires in the system.”

“It might be interesting finding out just who is right for whomever.” Jeff hid his smile as he took another sip from his cup of still-steaming coffee.

Looking up from his food, Craig’s eyes widened. “It might be at that.”


Chapter 6

 

“SAM, what the hell is all this? Do you get paid by the page?” Craig was pacing back and forth across Sam Solomon’s large office. He paused in front of the corner office’s floor-to-ceiling windows and gazed at the view of downtown Boston. “I’ve spent the past five days chained to my computer creating profiling programs for the new business. I’d almost forgotten what the city actually looks like.”

Jeff sat silently in one of the armchairs opposite Sam’s massive glass-topped desk. Craig had been getting more and more impatient with Jeff. Every time it looked like the profile was complete, Jeff would come up with another category that just had to be added to the site’s online form. There were so many components to finding the right match, and Jeff didn’t want to cheat their potential clients by not including any parameter that might make the difference between a successful match and a disappointment.

Standing from behind his desk, Sam buttoned his suit jacket and approached Craig. “You’re taking on a major responsibility. Starting your own business is a huge endeavor and there are a number of important protections and guarantees to put into place. They’re for the protection of both your company and your clients.”

Turning away from the window, Craig looked directly at Sam. “Are we crazy? Is this notion going to flop before it gets off the ground?”

“You know, Craig, most small businesses are struggling in the current economic climate. I won’t give you a rose-colored view of the world. I’m not paid to do that.”

Craig huffed. “I’m sure we’re not paying you nearly enough for all you’re doing for us.”

Smiling almost too sweetly for such a hulking figure of a man, Sam put his hand on Craig’s shoulder. “I know you’re not paying me enough.” He chuckled. “But what I also know is there is a market for what you’re proposing to sell, and the best part is, it’s for a consumer who has the disposable income to invest in your product.”

“Sex sells.” Craig smirked.

“No. Love sells, although the option for sex thrown into the mix doesn’t hurt.” Sam walked back to his desk and settled in his chair. He pushed a stack of papers toward Jeff. “Why don’t you start signing? I’ve flagged all the places you need to sign or initial. Take your time to read as you go, and then sign or initial as indicated. It should all be quite clear, but if you have any questions or concerns don’t sign that section until you’ve asked. I don’t want you accepting responsibility for something you don’t completely understand.”

Jeff took the pen and the thick stack of documents and began to read. He wanted to say something to Craig to calm his nerves, but he thought better of it. In this case, silence was golden and should only be broken by Sam. The savvy attorney seemed to know just what to say to make Craig take notice and remain focused. 

As Jeff signed the first short document, establishing the name for their business, he felt Craig come up behind him. Craig’s hands kneaded Jeff’s shoulders as he leaned down and whispered loud enough for Sam to hear, “I hope you know what you’re getting us into. My fingers are already callused from working day and night at that damn keyboard. Are you sure you’re willing to be fully dedicated to making this business of ours work?”

Squeezing the pen in his hand, Jeff placed it carefully on the stack of remaining paperwork. Turning slightly in his seat to make eye contact with Craig, Jeff noted his best friend’s furrowed brow. Reaching up, Jeff gently brushed his hand over Craig’s cheek and let it rest there for a moment. Craig leaned into the touch, then blinked as he quickly stood up tall, taking a step backward. 

“We’re ready for this, Craig. I’m ready. We’ll be partners.” Jeff quickly glanced from Craig to Sam who was sitting back in his chair with his hands clasped on his desk and a strange, almost smug look on his face. “Business partners. We’ll be great business partners.”

Craig nodded and returned to the seat he’d abandoned much earlier to pace. “Okay, let’s get this Mount Everest of paperwork signed so we can start making some money.” He picked up the second pen Sam had left on the desk in front of the empty chair and took the form Jeff had already signed, scanned the sheet, and signed on the indicated line at the bottom.

Relieved to be back on track, leaving Craig’s panic attack behind, Jeff took the next form and began to read carefully, initialing at the bottom and then handing it to Craig.

Both men had questions for Sam as the process continued, none of which were deal-breakers. The stack shrank rapidly, and Jeff was surprised to see the final paper signed and notarized within two hours.

“That’s it, boys. You’re incorporated. Now go help the homos of this country find their perfect mates.”

Craig chuckled. “Care to be our first client?”

“Don’t think I haven’t thought about it.” Sam came around and leaned against the edge of his desk close to Jeff and Craig’s chairs. “There’s a lot to be said for having to answer to no one and going out whenever I want.” He paused, grinning. “And getting whomever I want, but there’s also the thought of removing the sense of loneliness and having someone care whether I come home at all. Give me a few days; I may just earn my pay in trade for services from The Male Room.”

“I can’t believe I agreed to that cheesy name.” 

Jeff smiled from ear to ear. “You know it’s catchy.”

“But what if we want to attract lesbians? The name surely won’t fit the bill.”

“Ahhh, but it’s all in the marketing. Besides, we’re a new business. Let’s start small, with just the men. We can move on from there.”

Sam added, “You can always change or slightly augment the name in the future to reflect a broader diversity of clients.”

Craig stood again, this time he was evidently more relaxed than the first time he’d launched out of the chair to do laps across the office. Shaking Sam’s hand, he had a genuinely pleased look on his face, no longer flushed or agitated. “Thank you. Knowing how you felt about Jeff, and the fact that he, well, turned you down for a repeat, I wasn’t sure how this would go.”

“First of all, Craig, my ego isn’t that easily deflated. Jeff and I had our fun, but this is business. I never mix business and pleasure if I can help it.

“Don’t get me wrong. I’m disappointed not to get another night with you.” Sam looked directly at Jeff. “But from what I’ve gathered during our meetings over this past week, you are definitely a one-man’s man, not really the tricking type.”

“You noticed that?”

Sam patted Jeff’s back. “It’s kind of hard to miss from my angle.”

Jeff snorted. “I wish some others shared your angle.”

“I just bet you do.”

Craig picked up the bound packet of documents that represented The Male Room’s copies of all the signed documents. “What are you two going on about? Let’s go start this thing and get people signed up. I’m just about finished with the new program.”

Jeff shook his head and sighed. After Craig walked out of the office, Jeff gave Sam a warm hug. “Thank you so much for all your help.”

“I wish I could help you in another department, but that’s all up to you now. I’m just an innocent bystander.”

“He just doesn’t see me that way.”

“Wanna bet?”

“Huh?”

“Go home and get to work, Jeff. And pay attention. The signs are all there, just not always at the right time or in the right place.”

 

 

“HE DID it! That goddamn geek on the other side of the planet did it! We’re up and running and it works.” Craig leapt out of his seat, keeping his eyes on the computer screen as he threw up his arms as if his team had just scored a touchdown.

“He’s not a geek, and he doesn’t live on the other side of the planet. He’s in California.” Jeff took Craig’s seat in front of the computer. “So the server is up and running; I guess this means we’re in business.”

“How can you be so calm? I’ve spent the better part of the past two weeks glued to that chair. If I went to the eye doctor right now, he’d probably say I need glasses. So it’s just as well I’m not going. I have no intention of wearing glasses. You know what they say—‘men don’t make passes at men who wear glasses’.”

Jeff shook his head. “Sometimes you can be so vain.”

“So sue me. I want to look hot, not wise, when I head out to the Music Box.”

“Speaking of which, you haven’t been there more than once in the past couple of weeks. Having some trouble?” Jeff snickered.

Craig glared at Jeff. “You’ve had me working day and night to finish this fucking profile program so we can start rounding up clients. I’ve barely had enough time to jerk off, let alone go out and get some relief.”

“Well, you didn’t seem to be complaining. And remember, I was here working on the accounting forms, most definitely not my favorite task. They are so boring.” 

“Boring maybe, but still necessary. You were in the office when Sam gave us all the start-up advice anyone could ask for, and then some.”

Jeff stood up, facing his best friend, and rested his arms on his shoulders. “We really are doing this? Our business, The Male Room, is really going to happen.” Jeff bit his lower lip as he gazed into Craig’s eyes. They were so close he could smell the hazelnut flavor from the coffee Craig had finished just a few minutes earlier.

“Uhm, yeah. It’s ready. Are we… ready?” Craig’s voice hitched.

Looking into Craig’s eyes, Jeff hoped he wasn’t the only one feeling the heat between the two. He was on fire and didn’t care that it must be obvious by just glancing downward at his tenting sweatpants. “I’m ready, what about you?”

Before either one could say another word, Craig wrapped his arms around Jeff and crashed their lips together. The kiss was fierce, wet, messy, and it went on and on. Jeff tangled his fingers in Craig’s blond locks, unwilling to break the connection, feeling relief and joy all at once.

Opening his mouth, Jeff’s invitation was accepted as he felt Craig’s tongue enter, exploring every part he could reach. Both men were moaning into the kiss. Jeff never wanted to let go. He’d wanted this for so long, his true desire so close to being fulfilled. 

Almost as suddenly as it started Craig backed away, holding his arms out to the side and then dropping them. “Oh God. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have.” He looked from side to side as if he was avoiding capture by the police. 

Before Jeff could stop him, Craig started to move toward the apartment door. “Craig, wait.”

“I’ll be back soon. I just need some fresh air. It’s all the excitement from finishing this hellish program.” He shook his head. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to push myself on you. Fuck!”

As Craig ran out the door, Jeff took a deep breath and called after him. “I’m not sorry. Craig, I wanted this too. We both want this. Don’t run from me. Don’t go.” By the time he uttered the last two words, Craig was gone, jacket in hand, probably heading to the Music Box.

Jeff stared blankly out the window into the darkness. They had been working continuously; day and night had melded into one. Now the night would separate them, rather than bringing them together as he’d hoped. Jeff wanted to celebrate their milestone. Hell, he wanted to celebrate how he felt about Craig. It was becoming more and more obvious that his feelings weren’t as unrequited as he’d thought. It was too bad Craig couldn’t give in to their attraction to one another.

Running his fingers over his lips, Jeff closed his eyes trying to relive the feel of Craig’s onslaught. It was intense, intimate, and hot. That one moment couldn’t be it, and he wouldn’t let Craig get away with pulling back. He stared at the door, his desire building as he thought of soft, full lips on his. It couldn’t stop there. Craig had to feel it too. “I love you, you idiot, and this time I won’t settle for less.” Jeff continued speaking aloud, wishing Craig, wherever he was, would feel his words, his needs. “And I’m pretty sure you love me, too, if you weren’t being such a bullheaded moron, so come back to me. It’s about fucking time!”

A knock on the door brought a smile to Jeff’s face. Craig must have forgotten his key. He’d come back. Nothing else mattered. With a skip in his step, Jeff quickly headed to the door and swung it open. “I’m so glad you’re back.”

“Surprise. I thought you’d be glad to see me again. I decided to give you another chance.”

Backing away from the strong smell of alcohol, Jeff drew in a sharp breath. “Derek.”


Chapter 7

 

“THIS is so unexpected.” Jeff tried to keep his voice steady. Most of their fights had been triggered by the large man having had too much to drink. Derek was a very mean drunk. “I thought you didn’t want to see me again.” 

“I decided to take you back. Besides, you must be cramping your buddy’s style. Is the little trickster home, or did he go out to get laid?”

Jeff looked right and left, wishing his best friend was indeed at home. Craig wouldn’t be afraid to stand up to his ex-boyfriend, and in Derek’s inebriated state he could get rid of him without even breaking into a sweat. 

“Well, where is the best friend of the century? Is he here? Maybe I could give him a few lessons in how you really need to be taken care of.”

Biting his lip to keep it from quivering, Jeff still gripped the apartment doorknob, hoping Derek would turn around and leave. “No one’s here but me. I was just doing some work.”

“Work! You don’t work. You’re the little housewife. You weren’t so bad at it either.”

“I did have a job when we were together.” Jeff didn’t want to aggravate Derek, but he had no intention of letting the belittling remark go unanswered.

“You call crunching numbers for some local deli working? You wouldn’t know a real job if it bit you in the ass.” Derek stalked past Jeff, brushing him out of the way, and shoving the door closed behind him. “Hey, Craig, where’re you?” Derek called out, slurring the last couple of words together. “You taking care of my boy? He needs someone to make sure he toes the line so he earns his keep.”

“I told you, Craig’s not here. I’m working and I wish you’d go.” Jeff tried another tactic. “You know how distracted I can get. It’s important that I concentrate when I’m doing my job.”

“No need for that. I’ve come to take you back.”

Jeff turned away and risked rolling his eyes. This was the last thing he needed or wanted. Derek drunk was bad enough, but a drunken Derek thinking Jeff would run back to him… again, was too much to deal with.

“You know you miss me. I’m sure of it.” Derek grabbed Jeff’s arm and spun him around so they were facing each other. “I sure as shit missed having you around. The bed hasn’t been as warm without you.”

“Uhm, well, that’s a tempting offer, but you were right. We really don’t belong together.”

Derek’s hand started to constrict around Jeff’s lower arm. “Is that any way for you to act? Here I am, making the grand gesture of letting you back into my life, and you’re actually turning me down! Who the fuck do you think you are?”

Until that moment, Jeff had thought he could deal with Derek. He’d hoped he would be able to calm the hulking man down, convince him to leave. Now, it became clear that would be out of the question. Jeff could feel his heart beating faster as panic began to set in. “Why don’t we talk about this in the morning, after you’ve had a night to sleep on it?”

“You think I’m gonna change my mind.” Derek’s laugh had an angry, threatening tone that made Jeff take a step back as he pried the gripping fingers from his arm. They left a red mark in their wake.

“I just don’t think this is the time to talk about getting back together. You seem a little—”

“I’m not drunk!” Derek yelled, cutting off Jeff’s words. “In total control here, and I plan to stay in control.” There was a sinister edge to Derek’s tone of voice.

Jeff held up his hands in surrender, trying to think of a new way to put Derek off. Where the hell was Craig? Think, Jeff, think. “Let’s talk. Would you like some tea or coffee? I can make some.”

Derek huffed. “If I wanted something to drink I would have gone to a fucking coffee shop. You know why I’m here. I always get what I want. Isn’t that one of the things you love about me?” If his voice hadn’t been dripping with sarcasm and rage, those would have been words Jeff appreciated at one time. Now he understood just how unhealthy their relationship had been. Craig had always disliked Derek. Why hadn’t he been able to see what his best friend saw so clearly? Because he was in love with being in love.

Craig. Everything came back to Craig. Jeff had spent years chasing love in the hope someone would come into his life that would help him forget the man he truly wanted. It was obvious that wasn’t going to happen. Now, without Craig near, Jeff was scared.

Derek fisted Jeff’s shirt, tugging him close. He smashed his lips against Jeff’s.

“Derek, not now. Not like this.” Jeff tried to pull away. The overpowering smell of alcohol was making him nauseous. Everything about the entire situation was making him nauseous. 

“You belong to me, and I plan to take you back.” Derek wrapped his bulky, sweaty arms around Jeff. “Waiting isn’t part of the program. We both know you want it as much as I do.”

Rolling his lips inward, Jeff nodded, hoping to appease his angry former lover. “Of course I want this, too, but not here, not now. You know how much I like romance.”

“Well this is another side of romance, sweet pea. It’s caveman romance, and this is what I like.”

Jeff laughed nervously, hoping to distract Derek. “That’s so silly. I much prefer slow and sensual. You know that.”

“I know you don’t tell me what to do.”

Derek was sobering up, and Jeff was shocked to see it only seemed to make him more intense, more determined, rather than calm him down. “Derek, please. If we do it like this it won’t be good for either of us.”

“How do you know what the fuck is good for me? All you ever thought about was your best buddy.” Derek’s chest was heaving. “It’s my turn to get what I want since I never got it when you lived with me.”

“I thought we were happy.”

Snorting, Derek tangled his fingers in Jeff’s hair, pulling hard. 

“You’re hurting me.” Jeff couldn’t see clearly, tears of pain blurring his vision. 

“Are you scared?” Derek wore a lopsided grin. “It looks hot on you.” Still gripping Jeff’s hair, holding him in place, Derek nipped hard at the pale neck.

“Ow! Don’t.” Jeff’s eyes widened as his fear escalated. Derek was out of control, and nothing Jeff said or did seemed to get him to see the reality of what he was doing. 

“That’s just a little love bite souvenir. I wouldn’t want you to forget what might be our last night together.”

“Please, Derek. Please.” Jeff knew he was begging, but he didn’t care about pride or self-esteem. He wanted Derek to leave before he… raped him. Closing his eyes, Jeff offered up a silent prayer, hoping something, or someone, would change the course of the next few minutes.

“Please. I love hearing you beg. It’s damn hot!” Derek released Jeff’s hair but then took hold of his shirt, busting it apart. “Come on, let’s hear you plead for mercy in an empty apartment. It’s just you and me, baby. You can enjoy the ride or not, but I sure as shit plan to have a good one.”

“Derek,” Jeff whispered. “Don’t do this. You’ll regret it.” Jeff tried to push the man he’d once thought he loved away, but Derek grabbed his wrists.

“You try that again and I’ll break these pretty little bones. It’s my turn to get what I’m owed after putting up with you for so long.”

Shoving Jeff on the floor, face down, Derek unzipped his pants and then quickly yanked his victim’s sweatpants off in one swift motion. Jeff understood that, yes, he was about to become another statistic, another victim. Helpless and unable to throw off Derek’s hold, Jeff closed his eyes as a tear escaped and fell to the floor; hoping that whatever happened next would soon be over. He swallowed a cry, determined not to let it out, unwilling to give up everything, to give away to Derek how terrified he was.

 

 

CRAIG stomped into the Music Box. Running his hand through his hair, he scanned the crowd. He was more keyed up than usual, and the need to release some unwanted energy was all Craig cared about.

There had to be a willing ass waiting to be pounded. He could feel his half-hard cock twitching at the thought. Craig couldn’t believe his body’s reaction to Jeff. They’d kissed. They’d kissed before, but it never had an effect like the kisses they just shared. Not to the point that he wanted Jeff more than he wanted to breathe. 

He couldn’t do that to Jeff. It would be some kind of betrayal of their friendship. Craig would be taking advantage, and it certainly wasn’t worth ruining all the years they had been buddies for one fuck.

Those lips. Those big, luscious, red lips. They were as eager as Craig’s. Had Jeff really kissed him back as aggressively as he’d gone after his best friend? It couldn’t be. Friends didn’t feel that way about each other. It had to be the excitement of the moment. Their business was truly ready to go. That had to be it, hadn’t it?

Trying to shake thoughts of Jeff from his mind, Craig started when someone whispered, “Hi,” in his ear.

“Not interested.” Craig responded automatically, despite knowing the only reason he came to the Music Box was to get a fast, hot fuck.

“Glad you’re not interested. I’m not particularly interested in you that way either.”

Craig turned around, the edges of his mouth turned upward. “Sam. Fancy meeting you here.”

Sam snickered. “Fancy that indeed. So why are you here? I thought you and Jeff were getting ready to launch The Male Room.”

“We are. We were.” Craig combed his fingers through his hair again.

“So what are you doing here?”

“I just… we… he and I….” Craig gave up and lowered his head.

“Holy hell, it finally hit you.” Sam winked.

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about the light bulb shining brightly over your thick skull. It appears you finally turned it on.”

“I have no idea—”

“Stop the bullshit!”

Craig’s eyes widened.

“I can say that to you here. We’re not in my office.” Sam placed a hand gently on Craig’s shoulder and squeezed. “Please tell me you’ve seen the light.”

“You’re talking about me and….” Craig’s voiced trailed off.

“Yes, you asshole. You and Jeff. I’ve never seen two guys who were meant for each other more than you two. I bet if you each filled out one of your applications, you’d come up with a one hundred percent match.” Sam looked directly at Craig. “So, why are you here?”

“Because I kissed him, really kissed him.”

“And?”

“And he kissed back, enthusiastically.”

Sam snickered. “I’m pretty smart, but even I can’t figure out what you’re doing here, rather than having an incredible night with someone who’s obviously in love with you.”

“Shit!”

Remaining silent, Sam continued to hold Craig’s attention. 

“I should go back there. Damn, am I that fucking blind?”

“Sometimes it’s hard to see what’s right in front of us.”

“Thanks, Sam. I’ll talk to you in a few days.” Craig turned to head home as fast as he could.

“Have a good time.”

Craig tossed back over his shoulder. “You know, I think I will. In fact, I’m sure of it.”

Ghosting his fingertips over his lips, Craig could still feel Jeff’s lips against his. It was right with Jeff. Right like it had never been before. What a fucking idiot he’d been! He wondered how fast he could jog home. He was about to find out.


Chapter 8

 

“THAT’S right, baby, you know you want this. I know you missed this as much as I did.”

Craig entered his apartment, shocked to hear Derek’s voice. Shit! The jerk was back in Jeff’s life, exactly as Craig had predicted. What an idiot he’d been, thinking Jeff wanted him, loved him. Obviously Sam had gotten it all wrong.

“Two fingers can’t be enough for you, beg for more. You know you want it. Here’s another. I’m gonna fill you until my dick can slide right in—no need for lube.”

“Ahhh.” Jeff’s cry filled the apartment.

Grimacing, Craig started to back away, hoping to go unnoticed and leave before he interrupted Jeff and Derek’s reunion. Then he heard Jeff’s voice.

“Please, Derek, don’t.”

It wasn’t the voice of lust or passion. Certainly not the voice of the love Jeff had spoken of only a few weeks ago. It was a whimper, the sound of fear.

Craig changed his plan and inched forward. His eyes narrowed and he felt his stomach churn, bile rising within. It was all he could do to keep from retching. Jeff lay plastered to the floor, Derek’s fingers ramming mercilessly in and out of his friend while the other hand was pressing down hard enough against Jeff’s back that it was red.

Grabbing the back of Derek’s shirt, Craig hoped the element of surprise would be on his side. Pulling him off Jeff, he shoved Derek, face-first, against the nearest wall, a nearby lamp crashing to the floor. 

“You fucking bastard.” Craig slammed the stunned man’s forehead against the clean, white surface, then spun him around so they were facing one another. Consumed by what must have been pure adrenaline, Craig balled his fingers into a tight fist and sent a right cross crashing into Derek’s nose. Although he couldn’t be positive, from Derek’s agonized yell, Craig was pretty sure he’d done serious damage.

Without thinking, Craig planted his hands around Derek’s throat, applying pressure slowly and steadily until the man’s eyes were round with terror. “If you ever come near him again, I’ll kill you.” Pressing in further with his thumbs, Craig was prepared to continue but something inside sent a message to stop before he went too far. “Do you understand me, you worthless piece of flesh?”

Loosening his grip around the bastard’s neck enough so he could speak, Craig heard the words he wanted to hear. Derek choked out, “I won’t come near him, I swear. Never again.”

“If you do ever come near him, me, or anyone we know, be prepared to suffer the consequences. I won’t hold back next time. Now get out of my home and be sure to remember how fucking pissed off I am, because all this—I haven’t even peaked!” 

With a dramatic wave of his arms, Craig released his hands from their choke-hold around Derek’s neck. The hulking brute put one hand over his nose and the other against his throat as he ran for the door, leaving it open behind him.

Following, to make sure he had, in fact, left the hallway, Craig closed the apartment door with a loud, resonating bang, securing the chain and deadbolt locks.

Jeff. He needed to get to Jeff. 

Running the few yards back to the living room he found Jeff still lying in the same position he’d been in when Craig first saw him and Derek. Slowly and gently, Craig pulled Jeff’s sweatpants up as high as he could without having to ask his friend to move. 

Stretching out on the floor next to Jeff, Craig tenderly guided the frozen, terrorized man into his arms, holding him against his chest. Then it started. At first Craig detected a shudder, soon Jeff’s hands clutched at Craig’s T-shirt as his body began to shake, tears streaming from his eyes onto Craig’s shoulder.

Unable to form any words, Craig held Jeff as tightly as he could, letting his dear friend get past the first release of panic. 

Stroking his hair, Craig whispered, “It’s okay. I’m here. He’s never coming back.” Jeff still remained silent, other than the hitching in his breath as he recovered from the wracking sobs.

“Please tell me you’re okay.” Craig rested his cheek against Jeff’s head as he continued to rub circles over his back, holding the frightened man as closely as possible. “Please, Jeff, talk to me. I’m so sorry I left you. I should have stayed.” Craig took a deep breath. “Oh God. Jeff, tell me I wasn’t too late.”

A weak voice finally murmured, “You were just in time.”

“Thank God.” Craig rocked Jeff in his arms as his body began to relax. Tenderly pressing his lips to the top of Jeff’s head, Craig gently moved Jeff into a position where he could help him pull his pants up the remainder of the way. 

“Is he gone?”

“For good. He’ll never come anywhere near you again unless he has a death wish.”

Jeff huffed. That was a good sign.

“Let me help you get to your bed so you can rest.”

“No!”

Both men were sitting, with Craig’s arms still supporting Jeff. “We can’t just stay here on the floor.”

“I don’t want to be alone.”

Even though Jeff wasn’t looking at him, Craig nodded his understanding. “Then I’ll walk you to my room. I won’t leave you.”

Hearing no objection from Jeff, who remained eerily silent, Craig helped his friend to stand, walking him to his own bedroom where he settled Jeff on his bed. 

“Can I get you something? A glass of water, a cup of tea, anything?”

Shaking his head, Jeff stared fixedly ahead, focusing his gaze on a bedroom wall. 

“Then I’ll just climb in here next to you. I told you I wouldn’t leave you and I won’t. Not until you’re ready.”

Taking his place on the bed at Jeff’s side, Craig pulled the top sheet and blanket over them. With a gentle nudge, he guided Jeff until he was leaning against Craig’s chest. His arms, once again wrapped around Jeff, Craig ran his fingers up and down Jeff’s arm. 

Not sure if it would help or hurt, Craig knew he had to be honest. This wasn’t the time to shy away from everything he was feeling for Jeff. “I shouldn’t have run out on you. I was afraid of what I felt, what was happening between us. This wasn’t supposed to happen. You and I are buddies, but since you’ve been living here… hell, if I’m honest, for years I’ve wanted more. But not just sex. With you it would be something completely different, so much more. I didn’t want to risk having you run from me because I couldn’t keep my pants zipped when you were around. Instead, I left you alone and that asshole came. I’m so sorry.”

Nothing. Jeff rested his head again Craig’s chest, over his heart, but said nothing.

“Sam said you feel something for me too. I’m paraphrasing, but he basically told me I was a blind jerk, and you’d been in love with me for a while. I came home to find out for myself. With all the boyfriends you’ve had, it never dawned on me that you were just biding time, waiting for me to grow up and get a clue.”

Jeff’s gripped the hem of Craig’s shirt. “Sam’s right.”

“Fuck. Am I really that blind?”

“Yes.” It was just a whisper, but Jeff’s answer resonated loud and clear.

For the first time that evening Craig allowed himself to smile. “Can you look at me? I want to make sure you’re okay.”

Jeff slowly lifted his chin, his eyes still bloodshot and moist. “I’m okay. You got here in time. I prayed you would. Somewhere deep down, I knew you would.”

Overwhelmed by Jeff’s faith in him, Craig bravely asked, “Do you?” Craig bit his lip. “Do you really feel something more for me than friendship?”

“I love you.” Jeff’s voice was still flat, but Craig could hear the truth in his words. “I’ve been in love with you for years. Probably since our track team days.”

There it was. Courageously laid out in the open. Craig had been a fool, but maybe he had needed time to grow up, to become a man before he could own up to his own feelings too. “If what I’m feeling isn’t love, then I don’t know what to call it, because it’s pretty damn powerful.” He stroked Jeff’s sweat-matted hair, unable to stop touching him, needing to assure himself he was all right. “I want you in my life, Jeff. I want to take care of you, keep you safe, and—”

The edges of his lips curling upward, Jeff’s eyes widened. “And what, Craig?”

Taking a deep breath, Craig tenderly brushed his lips against Jeff’s. “And I want to make love to you. I know it sounds insane coming from me, but it wouldn’t be just sex with you, with us.”

“I want that too. But not tonight. Not after he was here.”

Understanding, Craig took Jeff’s hand in his own. “I need a shower. I feel pretty disgusting. You can join me.”

Jeff narrowed his eyes but grinned as well.

“No funny stuff. Let’s send all the filth down the drain, together.”

Nodding, Jeff sat up, and the two made their way to a G-rated shower. 

After they each toweled off separately, Jeff found his voice again. “He knocked over all the accounting and bookkeeping I was working on finalizing for our business.”

“I guess we’ll just have to put our partnership to work tomorrow to fix everything.”

Both men knew Craig wasn’t only referring to the Excel files for The Male Room.


Chapter 9

 

WAKING up, Craig felt a warm weight on his chest. He began to gently run his fingers through Jeff’s hair, hoping not to wake him, but needing to know he was there and he was all right. Craig relished the contact, the closeness, in a way he never had before. 

Looking down at Jeff, he was mesmerized by those beautiful, red lips. He shuddered thinking of how Derek had nearly—No! He wasn’t going there, not now, not when he had Jeff safely tucked in his embrace. Craig didn’t care if he didn’t move the entire day, despite knowing at some point they’d both have to face each other, and it would be time for them to talk, really talk. He’d spent way too long avoiding the truth and Jeff deserved it. He deserved it all.

Curling in closer, Jeff inched a leg over Craig’s. Oh God. Craig took a deep breath. The touch was too much, and yet not enough. His body reacted immediately, betraying Craig’s intention to hold back and let Jeff take the lead at his own pace. Closing his eyes, Craig laid his head back on the pillow and breathed slowly, actions proving to be a vain attempt to regain composure. Giving in to his unstoppable desire, Craig kept one arm wrapped around Jeff and let the other hand make its way toward his lengthening cock. 

Shit! He had no self-control. The more Jeff moved in his sleep, the more Craig wanted him. His need became overwhelming. Craig began to stroke himself through his briefs. This wasn’t his typical reaction to any random hottie; this was all about Jeff, his Jeff. The man he hadn’t known he needed, wanted, until it was almost too late.

Sensing Jeff beginning to wake, Craig tried to halt his hand, but he couldn’t bring himself to completely cease touching himself. Looking up into Craig’s eyes, Jeff blinked. Startled, he tried to jerk away, but Craig kept a supportive arm around him. “You’re with me. You’re safe.”

“Craig?”

“Yes?” Craig stilled his hand, but the evidence of his desire couldn’t be missed.

“Did you?”

Not following Jeff’s line of questioning, Craig made a random stab at an answer. “He’s gone. I got rid of him. Derek’s out of your life, our lives, for good. I promise.”

Shaking his head against Craig’s chest, Jeff licked his dry lips, deepening their fiery color. “Did you tell me you—?” Jeff stopped speaking and tried to turn away, but Craig was determined. The time for hiding his feelings was over. He wasn’t going to keep making the same mistake over and over. 

“Stay. Please stay.” Taking another deep breath, Craig knew he had to step up and be honest in the light of day. “Yes. I said all those things and I meant them.” He wanted to be careful with Jeff, but Craig sensed an urgency that demanded he show him how he felt. Words were empty after the near disaster from the previous night. 

Rolling Jeff onto his back, Craig slowly followed, aligned his body with that of the man he had never, for all those wasted years, been able to acknowledge his love for, and now couldn’t imagine ever releasing from his embrace. He hoped he wasn’t going to screw this up.

Eyes wide, Jeff tentatively ran his hands down Craig’s arms. Shivering from the touch, he felt the tingle go right to his dick. “Jeff. I won’t hurt you.” Somehow, it seemed more important to say that than anything else at the moment.

Feeling the effect of Jeff’s matching need beneath him, Craig began to slowly rock. The friction between them was almost too much.

Pressing his head into the pillow, Jeff closed his eyes and bit his lip. “Craig.” 

Was it pleading? Was it pleasure? “Jeff, are you okay?” Unable to stop moving, despite his concern, Craig needed a confirmation from him. Jeff had to be completely willing. Craig wanted more. He wanted all of Jeff, but he began to wonder if it was too soon. If he were completely honest with himself, Craig was scared of Jeff turning him away or making him wait.

Jeff’s answer was to move in synch with Craig, falling into a rhythm satisfying to both men. The two rutted against one another. It was almost chaste compared to most of Craig’s fucks, but this wasn’t a fuck. This wasn’t some random trick or the beginning of a fuck-buddy relationship. This was far different.

Seeing a smile inch its way onto Jeff’s face, Craig leaned down, brushing their lips together. 

Feeling Jeff’s fingers dig into his shoulder blades, Craig braved more. Pressing his tongue inside, he needed to explore and know everything, he needed to be a part of Jeff. Their entire bodies were working as one as their kisses grew more heated and the rhythm of their movements quickened. Craig felt, more than heard, Jeff moan into the kisses, and it encouraged him to continue.

Peppering kisses over Jeff’s closed lids and flushed cheeks, Craig bowed his head into the crook of his neck. “I’m not going to last. Almost there.”

Craig continued to increase the pace, the bed creaking. Jeff followed his lead, holding him tight. 

“Ahhh!” Without another word, Craig began to spill, still inside the tight confines of his briefs, soaking them.

Jeff suddenly arched his back, fingernails digging into Craig’s arms. Marks would be left in their wake. It was bliss watching Jeff follow him over the edge. Not wanting to separate and end their moment, Craig kissed along Jeff’s neck, working his way back to his lips. He couldn’t stop, couldn’t resist. He’d been an idiot, waiting so long to experience this incredible passion, like nothing he’d felt before. And they hadn’t even fucked.

Knowing he had to move so they could clean up, Craig began to roll off Jeff. That’s when he spotted it—a tear escaping the corner of one of Jeff’s still-closed eyes. “Damn. Did I hurt you? Oh God! I’m so sorry.”

His eyes still tightly shut, Jeff shook his head. “No.”

“No? Then why?” He was such an insensitive jerk. Of course Jeff wasn’t ready, and all Craig could do was think with his cock. That’s what he was, a great big stupid prick!

Slowly opening his eyes, moist and glistening in the light shining through the window, Jeff ghosted his fingers across Craig’s cheek and chin. Jeff’s touch made Craig want to grab him, hold him close and never let go, but he was worried. He’d gone too far, pushed too hard. Jeff’s lips moved, but the sound was barely audible. “I love you.”

Rolling his lips inward, Craig thought he heard Jeff correctly, but wasn’t sure if it was his imagination fulfilling some sort of previously unrecognized wish. His friend, hopefully lover, spoke so softly. Craig needed to know for sure. “Jeff?”

Squeezing his eyes shut again, then reopening them, Jeff found his voice. “I never thought I’d ever get to tell you. I love you, Craig. This isn’t a reaction to sex or residual fear from last night. I’ve loved you for a long time. I just didn’t think you—”

Craig didn’t let Jeff finish his sentence. Now was the time to act, to show and tell Jeff exactly how he felt. Wanting to kiss away any further doubts, he crashed his mouth onto Jeff’s. Craig hungrily pushed his tongue inside, Jeff now actively searching inside Craig as well. Both men explored and tasted, their hands eagerly grabbing and clutching at each other.

Breathing heavily, stopping his hungry onslaught for a moment, Craig lifted his head, looking into the dark, lust- and love-filled eyes. “You don’t have to doubt me, Jeff. I love you too. I guess I’m the slow one, because it wasn’t clear to me until I almost lost you.”

“You’re here now. We’re here. Nothing else matters.” Jeff was smiling, reaching up and placing tiny nips and licks across Craig’s neck and shoulder.

“We are here, aren’t we? And you’d better stay put. No more moving in with anyone else, okay?”

Jeff chuckled. It was the most incredible sound on the planet. “I think I can manage staying here for a while.”

“A while?”

A grin covered Jeff’s face. He threaded his fingers in Craig’s hair and pulled him in, attacking his mouth and jawline, biting and sucking anywhere he could reach. The two would have swollen lips and be well marked by the time they finished, but Craig didn’t care. Nothing mattered but this moment. He was happy to remain in this bed with Jeff for as long as possible. 

Craig wanted more, but it wasn’t time. There was no need to push Jeff. After years of denial, Craig realized they had to find their way together. If there was one thing Craig was sure about, Jeff desired romance, and he would make sure he got it. Jeff would know he was loved and appreciated. In the meantime, they had to leave the bed, what Craig hoped would be their bed from now on, and get to work. 

Spending the day in bed, further exploring the pleasure they could give each other, was all well and good, but eviction loomed if they couldn’t pay the bills, so pleasure must wait, for now.

“Come on. We’d better get up and shower. It’s time to finish cleaning up.”

Jeff bit his lip. 

“The paperwork has to be put back in order, and we have a business to open.”

Nodding, Jeff got out of bed. Craig knew he had to say something else. He wasn’t good at this lovers thing yet, so he needed a moment to think. “Oh, uhm, it’s important we get everything in our business lives organized if we’re going to start a life as partners together too.”

Seeing the light return to Jeff’s eyes, Craig knew he’d found the right words.

“In that case, I’d better shower alone, or we’ll never get anywhere.”

Lowering his head, Craig silently agreed. “Shit. I still haven’t figured out how to make this expressing myself thing work just right.”

Waiting his turn for the shower, Craig lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling. Hearing the sound of Jeff whistling as he turned on the shower, Craig smiled. Life was good.


Chapter 10

 

CRAIG wasn’t sure if he was spending more time fine-tuning the online profile pages or glancing over at Jeff, who had his head buried in the fresh, clean printouts of the Excel spread sheets he was working on.

Neither man spoke of the previous night’s terror or its ultimately positive aftermath. Craig was sure he hadn’t made a mistake, yet there was niggling suspicion he might have misconstrued Jeff’s ultimate message. Did he really want to be Craig’s boyfriend, or was it just residual fear taking over, making him crave the security of Craig’s care and comfort?

After two hours of continuous silence, Craig was having more and more trouble concentrating. The profiles were perfect. If any two people had at least seventy-five percent of their responses coincide, their preliminary contact information would be forwarded to the other party with a recommendation they arrange a meeting. Then it was up to them to accept or reject making direct contact, with the prospect of pursuing a relationship.

Jeff seemed to continue working diligently, his responsibility was to ensure all the financials were in order and the columns added up accurately. Everything had to align perfectly to guarantee submissions would all be accurately accounted for. There were a variety of parameters to take into account, from people paying in one lump sum, to monthly payment plans. Discounts for those who only used the service once and additional charges for those who continually needed to change or update their profiles. 

Craig had never seen Jeff take any job this seriously. He hated to admit that what he thought was only a pipe dream was about to become reality, for the most part due to Jeff’s determination and dedication to their project. When had Jeff become the mature one in their friendship, or was it more than friendship?

“You know, if you keep staring at me, it makes it hard to focus on my work.”

Blinking, Craig smiled. “I thought you’d gone mute on me. I don’t think we’ve ever been together this long without you talking.”

“Sometimes talk gets in the way.”

“I’m beginning to realize that, but I have to ask you a question.”

“Fire away. I’m almost done here.” Jeff still hadn’t turned to look directly at Craig, and it was unsettling.

“Did last night, well, actually early this morning, really happen? Are we?”

“Yes, it happened.” Jeff finally gazed into Craig’s eyes. “And in answer to your second question, I’m not sure. Do you think we can be together, truly together, without killing each other or, at the very least, driving each other crazy? I’ve heard that getting too close can ruin a good friendship, and I’d hate to see that happen to us.”

Shrugging, Craig wasn’t sure how to answer without his disappointment spilling out all around them.

“Let me finish a few more things, and then I can input the final payment codes. After that, we’ll talk.” Jeff bit his lip and returned to his paperwork.

Knowing Jeff would be getting on the computer again, Craig had a thought, but he had to act quickly. He started keyboarding so rapidly his fingertips started to redden from the ongoing activity.

“What are you typing over there?”

“Nothing. Answering some emails.”

“Must be some pretty intense answers. What the hell are your friends asking you?”

“Forget about me and my emails. Just finish what you’re doing and come over here.” Craig returned to his special project, hammering away at the keys until he was done. Finally, after about thirty minutes, he made his final keystroke and waited, watching the screen as if it would give him the secret to eternal youth, wealth, and beauty.

“Done! I’m ready to finally get all this on the computer, and we can go into business. Then the promotion phase for The Male Room can begin.” Jeff waved his arm in the air. He was such a flamboyant character, and Craig realized, for the first time, just how endearing that quality could be.

“You’ll have to wait a minute. I’m waiting for the results.”

“What are you talking about? What results?” Jeff furrowed his brow, clearly not catching on.

“Yes! There it is. The first completed match.”

“We don’t have any clients yet, so how can we possibly have a match?” Jeff put his palm against Craig’s forehead. “Are you running a fever? You sound delirious.” 

“Let’s just say I was testing a theory.”

Jeff tilted his head.

“Skipping the payment section, I completed two profiles as accurately and honestly as possible to see what our program would come up with.”

A small grin started to appear on Jeff’s face. “I think I’m beginning to see now. So what are the results?”

“Check it out for yourself.” Craig surrendered his seat to Jeff, who read the detailed profile comparison between the two candidates.

“It would seem this couple has a ninety-five percent compatibility score. It looks like one is more into sports, and the other is more introverted.” Jeff stood up and faced Craig, brushing his hand against Craig’s cheek.

Leaning into the touch, Craig let his eyelids fall shut. “Such an incredible match. Wonder if those two will ever get together and make a go of it.”

“I think it’s time to find out.” Jeff took Craig’s hand and the pair walked in silence to Craig’s bedroom. 

The bed was still unmade from the night before.

Jeff touched his fingertips to Craig’s lips. Without missing a beat, Craig’s tongue darted out, licking and drawing them in, sucking, wanting more. Reluctantly releasing Jeff’s fingers from his mouth, Craig began to pull his T-shirt off. Jeff shook his head, stilling Craig’s hands. “My turn. Let me.”

“Jeff.” Craig shivered, surrendering control, as Jeff slowly drew the shirt up and over his head and arms. Jeff followed the act by quickly ridding himself of his own shirt, both pieces of clothing tossed haphazardly on the floor.

Unable and unwilling to turn away, Craig watched as Jeff slowly worked his own sweatpants and briefs off together.

“God, you’re so beautiful. How did I miss this? Why didn’t I see?”

“Shhh. No looking back now.” When did Jeff become so mature and smart? Craig realized he probably always had been. Craig was the child. It was time to catch up to his friend, to grow up. It was time to become his lover, the partner he should have been for a long time.

Jeff’s lips planted moist dots over Craig’s chest. He paid special attention to each delicate nub, nipping and biting until Craig’s moans filled the room. He would have been happy to move quickly to the bed, but this was Jeff’s show. He was in charge. 

The touching of Jeff’s fingers, tongue, teeth, lips was becoming too much. “More,” Craig begged. Lacing his fingers in Jeff’s soft, red waves, he pushed him lower.

Kneeling, Jeff gently removed Craig’s pants and underwear together, helping him step out of them and tossing the garments off to the side. “I’ve wanted to suck you for so long.” Without further hesitation, Jeff’s full lips surrounded Craig, drawing him slowly further and further in, until the tip hit the back of Jeff’s warm throat.

“Oh fuck!” The heat, the moisture, that tongue. Craig felt himself getting close far faster than he wanted. Tangling his fingers in Jeff’s hair, he pulled him off.

“Is something wrong?” Jeff’s eyes were wide and his brow furrowed. He truly didn’t know just how much his touch affected Craig.

“Too soon. Want to be inside, if you’ll have me, if you’ll let me.” Craig nudged Jeff’s shoulder, wordlessly asking him to stand. Wrapping his arms around the amazing man before him, Craig held Jeff close as he crashed their lips together. This time he wouldn’t run. This time he knew it was right, the way it should be.

“Craig.” It was barely a whisper, and Jeff returned with another kiss filled with the hungry need building between the two. Tongues sharing their taste, discovering one another, Jeff soon stepped back. “I do want you inside me. Please. I’ve waited for what seems like forever.”

Carefully moving backward, Jeff inched his way onto the bed holding Craig’s hand the entire way. Neither man wanted to separate as Jeff silently shared control. They would go into this as a team, a couple.

Completely covering Jeff with his own body, Craig moved up and down, feeling and watching as small beads of glistening moisture formed between them, sweat and pre-come combined. It was the perfect blend. 

Tugging at his nightstand drawer, Craig reached inside for a condom and a tube of lube. Squeezing a substantial dollop on his fingers, Craig kneeled between Jeff’s now-spread legs. It was a sight Craig knew he’d never forget—Jeff, open and waiting, wantonly giving himself over to Craig. Pressing one finger in, he swallowed the lump in his throat as he watched Jeff’s back arch in response. Craig quickly followed it with a second. Jeff’s head rolled back and forth on the pillow. “Craig. Ahhh, Craig.” The words, filled with lust and something else, something new to Craig, went right to his cock, as it bounced free, long and hard.

Jeff’s breathing became heavier and his moans louder, deeper. Craig knew he’d nudged Jeff’s prostate with his knuckle. He rubbed again and the reaction was breathtaking.

“Oh God. Please. You, want you, need you.” Jeff’s long, toned body writhed uncontrollably.

Watching the moisture building at the tip of Jeff’s cock was captivating. Craig couldn’t take his eyes off the thick, stiff dick. 

Grabbing his arm, Jeff stilled Craig’s motions. “Please, want you inside, not just fingers. Make me yours.”

Choked with emotion at Jeff’s words of desire and… yes, love, that’s what it was, Craig removed his fingers from Jeff’s warmth, wiping them on the sheet. 

Before he had a chance to search for it, Jeff had the condom and was rolling it on Craig. Shuddering, Craig inhaled and exhaled slowly to regain composure. Retrieving the tube, Jeff squeezed lube onto his fingers, coating the latex thoroughly, his eyes completely focused on Craig’s. Just the touch of Jeff’s fingers ministering to him nearly put him over the edge, and he quickly removed them, not wanting this to end before it started.

As Jeff started to roll onto his stomach, Craig shook his head. “No. I want to see you, know you’re mine. I want you to know that I’m yours too.”

Nodding, Jeff lifted his legs onto Craig’s broad shoulders. It had been years since Craig’d had, or wanted, face-to-face sex with anyone, but even when he had, it had never felt like this. Looking at Jeff, he could see, shining in his eyes, the same love and passion that Craig felt for the man beneath him. This was more than sex. This was a commitment.

Pressing against Jeff’s hole, Craig pushed inside. 

“Oh God!” Jeff arched his back, his hands fisting the sheets.

Stilling, Craig waited, watching for the moment Jeff was ready for more. This wasn’t about release or satisfaction; this had to be about pleasure for both of them.

Taking a deep breath, Jeff’s features softened as a smile crossed his face. 

Continuing on their journey, Craig carefully moved further and further into the warmth, until he could go no further. He was completely inside, finally home. “Jeff.”

As he began to thrust in and out, Craig could see that neither one of them would have the ability to last long. Even if it was going to be quick, Craig wanted it to be memorable. He made sure to nudge Jeff’s prostate on every inward movement. The sounds, the moans beneath him escalated, urging him on. 

Jeff’s writhing became out of control, and as Craig continued to relentlessly move, it kept them both on the edge. Craig embraced his lover, kissed him hard and messy, swallowing the incredible sounds he was making along with those he was sure were coming from deep within himself as well.

Entangled with each other, creating a heated, intense rhythm, Craig felt Jeff release between them, as he bit down on Craig’s lower lip. The stab of pain, combined with the pleasure he felt as he thrust in again, took Craig over the edge. As Jeff’s spasms milked Craig completely, filling the condom, Craig collapsed, spent, still holding on tightly to the man beneath him.

Craig attempted to pull out, but Jeff’s arms circled him tightly, fingers digging into his back, trapping him in their combined bliss. “Don’t go. Can’t let you go.”

Smiling into the crook of Jeff’s neck, Craig whispered, “I’m never going anywhere ever again.” It was a declaration Craig never expected to make but knew was true.

He let himself slowly slip from his partner’s body, holding the condom in place so he could remove it carefully and toss it to the side.

Holding Jeff, as if he were a cocoon with something precious inside, Craig had no interest in letting go. “You’re mine now. No one else’s ever again.”

“And you?” Jeff’s unsure whisper touched something deep inside as Craig continued his protective embrace.

“Same for me. The games are over, should have been a long time ago. You’re it.”

Moving his head slightly, he watched Jeff close his eyes and turn away. “What about love? Do you feel it?”

“Do you?”

Jeff’s voice hitched. “God, yes. I do love you.” Craig felt Jeff shiver beneath him.

“Good. Then that makes two of us, because this has got to be love. There’s no other explanation for how I feel about you.” Cupping Jeff’s chin, Craig made sure they made eye contact. Gazing into Jeff’s eyes, Craig felt a serenity overtake him. “I love you in every way humanly possible. Believe me, it’s true.” Craig licked his lower lip, feeling the sting from the earlier bite. “You’re it for me.” He grinned, knowing he’d never uttered words like this to anyone before. “The next time we go to the Music Box, it’ll be to dance only.”

“Unless I want to show off my boyfriend in the backroom.”

“Okay. But let’s call it partner—you’re far more than a boyfriend.”

Jeff clung to Craig as if the words would be absorbed better through their skin-to-skin connection. Craig didn’t mind one bit.


Chapter 11

 

“I HOPE all the promotion work we’ve been doing does the trick.”

“What do you mean we? Was that you visiting the gay and lesbian organizations of every damn college in Boston? Do you realize how many damn universities there are in this city?” Craig sat in front of his computer, the screen dark as he hadn’t logged on yet. “Oh yeah, and was that you trekking into every community center, clinic, office building, and, let’s not forget, mall, in the area?”

Jeff sat quietly, a grin on his face.

“And let’s not forget all the PR work on the ten million blogs where we posted promos and bought advertising. Those were a joy to keep up with. I had far shorter hours as a slave to that boring, pain-in-the-ass bank.”

“How long do you plan on ranting before you check and see if anyone has actually tried the site? I could bring you another cup of coffee, but somehow I think more caffeine may not be the answer this morning.”

Lowering his head into his hands, Craig groaned. “Why the hell did we do this? What if it doesn’t work? We’ve invested everything, not that we had all that much to begin with. But if it goes bust, how the hell are we going to find jobs in this shitty economy?”

“Have faith.” Jeff set a cup of herbal tea on the desk next to the computer keyboard. “Here. It’s chamomile. It’ll calm you down.” Then he cupped Craig’s chin, gently forcing him to look up and tenderly pressed their lips together. “You’re smart, and you’re an amazing promoter. That’s why you were the one on the road while I was sitting here, making sure everything was in order and working perfectly.”

“How many fake profiles did you set up during your two weeks of experimenting?”

“I have no idea, but I’m beginning to see a future for myself in either creative writing or criminal profiling.”

“Very funny.”

Jeff dragged another small chair up next to Craig’s. He rubbed his back. It felt good, grounding. Jeff always seemed to know just the right thing to do or say to keep him calm and focused. It still amazed Craig that of all the guys Jeff had dated over the years, he was the one Jeff wanted. What was wrong with all those assholes? They’d had no idea what an amazing man they had and the fools let him go. Thank God.

Looking into Jeff’s eyes and threading his fingers in the slightly longer-than-usual waves of hair, Craig drew him in for another, deeper kiss. Running his tongue over Jeff’s lips, Craig coaxed Jeff to open up, welcoming Craig inside, as he always did. Craig couldn’t get enough. He was always hungry, always desiring more from Jeff, and Jeff was always willing to give everything.

The heat built up rapidly as their tongues dueled for dominance, Jeff allowing Craig to rule. If Jeff knew the power he had over Craig—the power of love and the power to hurt him, he never let on. He loved him, plain and simple. It was the purest love Craig could imagine existed, and he was the beneficiary.

“God, you’re so beautiful and you always taste so good. I can’t get enough of you, ever.” Craig gazed at Jeff, ghosting his fingers over the stubbly cheek, neither man having shaved or showered yet.

“I hope you never get enough of me.” Jeff leaned into the touch, closing his eyes and sighing.

“Maybe in the next ninety or a hundred years I may reach my fill of you, but certainly not before.”

“I love you, Craig.”

In answer Craig kissed him again, holding Jeff close, relishing the warmth and comfort his lover inevitably brought whenever they were together.

“We need to get to work. We need to see if anyone paid for a profile.” Jeff panted as he opened his eyes and pulled away from Craig.

“I know, but touching you is so much more gratifying.”

“Maybe celebratory sex will be next on our agenda. In fact, I’m sure it will be. Unfortunately, we can’t find out if we get our treat if you don’t turn on that thing and check.” Jeff winked, patting the top of the monitor.

Craig huffed. “You’d better be right.” Reluctantly dropping his hand from Jeff’s toned arm, Craig turned on the computer and entered the password to log on. As the screen came to life, Jeff laced their fingers together.

“This has to be a success. It has to. We deserve it.”

“We do?”

“We’ve waited so long. Now we finally have a life together, the business should go hand in hand. I just know this was meant to be.”

“Sounds a bit overly romanticized to me.”

Jeff shook his head, but the grin remained on his face. “You’re definitely still a work in progress, Craig.”

Nodding, Craig opened up the program to check the progress of The Male Room. He hoped to find a few new additions added to the profiles Craig had submitted for Jeff and himself, now listed as a success story on the site. They had left the experimental files posted to make it seem like others had already made submissions. Jeff had coded the fake profiles to only match with other test entries to avoid customer disappointment.

“Here we go.” Clicking the accounting portion of the program, Craig’s eyes widened. In the five hours since the online company had been opened up to the world over six hundred new profiles had been added from all over the United States and Canada.

Jumping out of his chair, Jeff nearly knocked the tea all over the desk. “Holy shit! We did it. Look at all the activity.” He pointed to the screen as if Craig wasn’t already glued to it.

“It’s crazy, I can’t believe it. The numbers keep jumping up and up. Four more just submitted profiles.”

“There are a lot of lonely people out there.” Jeff sat down, his voice quiet. “I was once one of them.”

“You were never lonely. I’ve never seen anyone more popular than you.”

Jeff took Craig’s hand and placed it over his heart. The contact with his partner’s bare chest made Craig freeze. “In here. I didn’t know if I’d ever be able to fill the empty place in here.”

Craig lowered his eyes, unable to look into Jeff’s intense blues. “I think I understand.” Shaking his head, he continued. “I know I understand. I’m just slow at recognizing what I need.”

“And what’s that?” Jeff whispered and then rolled his lips inward.

“You’re fishing, but that’s okay.” Craig smiled and braved facing his partner. “It’s you, of course. It’s been you from the start.” Feeling the strong heartbeat, coupled with his own need and desire, Craig wanted to fuck Jeff right then and there—no, not fuck, he wanted to possess him and let him know how deeply and completely he was loved.

Letting go of Craig’s hand, Jeff blinked and turned, directing his attention back to the computer. Scrolling the newly added profiles from the morning, he started to chuckle.

“What’s so funny? Did someone go too far when lying on their profile?”

Jeff shook his head and pointed. “Look who signed up using the special coupon we designed for him.”

Squinting slightly, Craig read the name. “Sam! I can’t believe it.”

“I’m glad he gave it a shot. He deserves a good man.”

“With an appetite like his, he’ll need a good, hot man.” Craig snorted. “But he can’t have mine.”

“Never again.” Jeff rested his head on Craig’s shoulder as the two browsed through the activity on their site. It was riddled with more and more hits. Several new profiles were submitted in the short time they sat silently, side by side, watching the accounting log continue to update.

Craig had no idea how long they’d been watching when the phone rang. It was their landline. Sitting closest to the cordless phone, Craig picked it up. “Hello.”

“Good morning. I wanted to be the first to congratulate you on a great start.”

“How did you know it was great?”

“Because, as I’m sure you both know by now, I submitted a profile a couple of hours ago, and I already have eight responses.”

“Well, you do have all the requirements for a night to remember.” Craig snorted.

“Check out my picture; I’m fully dressed. I didn’t go for the full monty.”

“But look at your hands. Any guy worth a dime will know with hands that big you must have an equally—”

“Craig, shut the hell up.” Sam chuckled. “Remember, if I have a good experience, I’ll be recommending your business to a lot of others, so you’d better stay on my good side, or I might actually charge you for all the work we’ll be doing together to keep your business legit.”

Laughing, Craig handed the phone to Jeff. “Sam wants to congratulate us, and I think he’s bragging about all his hits too.”

“Hi, honey.”

….

“I know. You do have a beautiful and caring expression. Extremely handsome.”

….

Jeff chuckled more and more. Craig stood up, suddenly uncomfortable listening to his friend and lover talking. “Hold on a minute, Sam, Craig’s green-eyed monster is showing.”

“Why the hell did you say that?” Craig’s eyes widened.

“Because it’s true. Whenever I talk to a hot hunk who you know I may have been close with in the past, you start to go all jealous and caveman on me. Well, maybe just enough so I notice, but no one else does. It can be our little secret.”

He hated to admit it, even to himself, but Jeff was right. Now that he had him, he wasn’t good at sharing, even when it was totally platonic. “Are you angry?” 

“Not in the least. I’ll be angry the day it doesn’t matter to you.” Jeff brought the phone back up to his ear. “Sam, enjoy your date tonight, and any of the future ones you try. In the meantime, I think it’s time for Craig and I to celebrate our success.

“Yes, sir, we won’t get lazy, and we’ll make sure the guy on the West Coast takes good care of our server and the electronics.” Jeff laughed one more time. “See you soon. Maybe we can double date.”

Craig rolled his eyes, although the idea didn’t sound completely ridiculous or unappealing.

After disconnecting, Jeff took one more glance at the computer. “So how should we celebrate? Do you want me to make dinner reservations at that fabulous seafood restaurant? Or what about a walk through Quincy Market and Faneuil Hall? We could even—”

Grabbing Jeff in a tight embrace, Craig crashed their mouths together. He felt Jeff’s nails begin to dig into the bare skin on his back, marking him as their need grew.

Pressed close, Craig rubbed his lengthening stiffness against Jeff’s. Moaning, Jeff deepened the kiss. 

Craig broke off the kiss so as to be able to whisper in Jeff’s ear. “I want it all.”

Pulling back, Jeff furrowed his brow. “Huh?”

Grinning broadly, Craig continued to hold Jeff close, knowing their next stop would be the bedroom. “I. Want. It. All. The dinner, the stroll, and most of all you, by my side from here on in.”

Jeff swiped his eyes quickly before continuing his own hold on Craig. “Me too. I want it all with you too.”

Craig knew they’d be toasting The Male Room at dinner, but for now, as Craig guided them toward their bedroom, alternately sucking and nipping at his partner’s neck and jawline, the only thing he wanted to do was show Jeff, in every way possible how much he was desired and loved. They were without question the perfect match.
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