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Chapter One

 


Ding-dong, ding-a-ling-a-ling,
de-da. The
doorbell rang for a second time, playing an annoyingly cheery tune.
Ignoring it clearly hadn’t worked. Unlike the ring of the doorbell
Drew did not feel cheery, and as a result he deliberately stomped
his way through the kitchen and hallway towards the front
door.

The problem was he knew who it would
be: the removal men.

Why he was waiting in for them was beyond
him. It wasn’t his stuff they were coming to take. At least it
wasn’t his stuff anymore. Mark, his now ex-boyfriend, had been
through the house and labeled everything he wanted to be his. A
rainbow of Post-it notes taunted him from all over the
house.

It was all so typical of Drew’s
ex-relationship with Mark that anything Mark asked of Drew, Drew
would give to him or do for him, and the worst thing was Mark knew
it and had never hesitated to ask. He was still asking.

It should be different now that their
relationship was over—because Mark had decreed it so—but here was
Drew taking time off work so that Mark could have his stuff
collected and delivered to his new place. He opened the front door
a bare crack.

The man at the door had a smile on his
face, until he saw Drew’s scowl.

“Sorry, I’m not sure I’ve got the
right address. Are you Mr. Eccles?” the now not so smiley man
asked?

“No.”

“Oh, is this not number 6
Stanley Moore Crescent.”

“It is.”

“Ah, well, it’s just, that a Mr.
Eccles arranged a collection of furniture from this address for
today.” The young man looked a little crestfallen. “Do you think
someone’s played a prank on me?” he asked.

A twinge of guilt had Drew
grimacing. When did I turn into such a miserable git?
The poor bloke in
front of him had concern and confusion etched all over his face,
and it was Drew who had put it there, quite unnecessarily.
Especially given it was a very cute face. Drew couldn’t help
noticing.

“No, you’re in the right place.”
Anyone with a face like that deserved putting out of their misery.
“It’s just I’m not Mr. Eccles. He’s my ex, and it’s his stuff
you’ve come to collect.”

“Oh.” The other man’s mouth
rounded delightfully.

Oh my, now that is
sexy.

Drew couldn’t help staring at the pair of
pink lips, perfectly puckered. He could just image them tight
around his cock.

Now where did that thought come
from?

Drew’s thoughts and his body’s responses
hadn’t been so upbeat in a long time—these days, some days he
didn’t even get a morning rise out of his cock. Only moments ago
he’d been wallowing in grumpiness, and now it was as if there was a
rainbow in the sky, someone else’s sunshine having a direct effect
on his rainy misery.

“I’m Drew.” He opened the
door wide and held out his hand to shake.

The other man looked at it warily a
moment before taking it in a light grip. “Andrew, but people call
me Andy.”

They shared a name then, although Drew
hadn’t been called Andrew in a long time, not since he was a little
boy and his mother would call out “Andrew Sophocles Jennings”,
normally when he’d been naughty. “Technically I’m an Andrew, too,”
he said, happy to admit it for once. If you were going the share a
name with someone—a name you’d never been particularly keen on—it
might as well be someone young and cute, with spiky dark
hair.

Andy grinned at him, revealing a pair
of well-set dimples. “It’s a good job I’m Andy and you’re Drew
then, otherwise it could get confusing.”

“Yep,” Drew said nodding, whilst
actually doubting it would get confusing. Andy was the removal man.
They would know each other for the space of an afternoon. Would it
really matter if they were both called, Andy, Andrew, or
Drew?

If they ever saw each other again,
then it might matter.

“Come on in,” he said standing
back to make way, his earlier scowl completely removed from his
face. “Where do you want to start? There are boxes and some labeled
pieces of furniture in every room.”

Andy solicitously wiped his feet on the
door-mat. “Could you quickly show it all to me? Then I can size up
what’s best going into the van first.”

“Sure,” Drew said leading Andy
through to the lounge. It was always nice when someone seemed to
know their job. Although, how was Andy intending to move things? By
himself? He looked in shape—Drew took the opportunity to check out
Andy’s pecs, even though it wasn’t something he was in the habit of
doing—but even those compact yet well-defined muscles couldn’t lift
a sofa on their own. “Where’s your partner?” he asked.

“My partner? I don’t have a
partner. I broke up from my boyfriend a few months ago.”

Amused, Drew looked straight into Andy’s
blue eyes. “I meant your working partner … to help you lift
stuff.”

A beautiful flush crept up Andy’s neck
than face, his skin so white and smooth it was instantly
noticeable. He gulped before he spoke. “Mr. Eccles said he would be
on hand to help. He didn’t want to pay for two men.”

Typical Mark, not wanting to spend money
on something he couldn’t keep or personally experience. Part of
Drew was tempted to send Andy away again, to get him to take it up
with Mark directly. It was unlikely Mark had ever intended to come
over and help, and he’d certainly not asked Drew to help lift
stuff. But if he did that would Andy get in trouble with his boss?
For some reason, one he didn’t particularly care to analyze, the
thought of Andy getting into trouble bothered him. And he certainly
wasn’t going to dwell on why in particular he hated the idea of
being the one that might cause Andy trouble. Drew had seen enough
to know disappointment and worry would be etched all over Andy’s
expressive face. Drew would rather see Andy smile that same sweet
open smile he’d had on his face when Drew first opened the
door.

“Let me just get changed
and I’ll give you a hand.” Drew had made up his mind that his
annoyance at Mark wouldn’t affect how he treated others. No more
scowling and stomping. At least not for the rest of the
day.

“Great, thanks.” Andy’s
reply was cheerful.

Unfortunately his smile didn’t make a
reappearance. Was Andy still embarrassed about having declared
himself gay and single, when Drew hadn’t asked?

Drew had quite enjoyed receiving the
information. He would have to try to put the other man at ease
despite the fact small talk had never been his forte before now.
Maybe he could think of something interesting to say while they
worked together carrying stuff.

He took the time to smile at Andy, his
recently inactive cheek muscles feeling the stretch, and then he
turned back towards the hall. “Come upstairs. I’ll get changed, and
you can take a look in the other rooms up there.”

He led the way upstairs, never before so
aware of a man following behind him. Andy kept just one step behind
him, almost like an eager puppy determined to tangle round his
heels. It wasn’t a negative connotation; Drew liked to be wanted.
What man didn’t?

He’d thought about getting a pet more than
once since Mark had left. A new boyfriend, one that was happy to be
with him, would be even better, but he just hadn’t felt ready to go
out clubbing, or try online dating. At thirty-seven he probably
wasn’t too old for it, but he felt it. He was going grey and not
gracefully—he was pull them out grumpy about it. The young man
behind him couldn’t be more than twenty-five and had not a grey
hair in sight. Sometimes life just wasn’t fair. He had a young man
hot on his heels, and Drew was probably about to show his age by
needing to stretch his back out before lifting anything
heavy.

Oh, to be ten years younger
again.

From so close Drew could smell Andy. It
wasn’t a negative thing either. The man’s scent was another thing,
teasing him, hinting at youth and vitality. Andy had obviously done
a previous job and worked up a bit of a sweat, but it was recent,
the smell fresh and real, no strong odors, just warmth and moisture
mixed with a hint of … chocolate fragrance?

Did Andy have a chocolate addiction, or
was it the body spray he used? Drew consciously inhaled through his
nose reveling in being close enough to draw in the smell of another
man. He suspected if he actually held Andy he’d be burying his face
in his neck the entire time.

Woah!

Was this instant lust or what? Drew
sure as hell was thinking some unusual thoughts about the man
behind him. He barely knew the man to look at, let alone as a
person.

It must have been far too long since
he’d last had sex!

Doing a brief calculation Drew came to the
conclusion it may well have been six months. Even before Mark had
left he’d been pushing Drew away. Was it time for things to change?
Could he be ready to put himself out there and see who was
interested? How many single middle-aged gay men out there, in rural
Norfolk, might there be? Not too many Drew figured.

Having reached the top of the stairs he
paused in the small hallway. “My room’s just though here.” He
placed a hand on the door handle to his left. “Feel free to look in
the other rooms. I won’t be a minute.”

Stepping into his bedroom, not waiting for
a response from Andy, he quickly undid his trousers and began
unbuttoning his shirt with one hand while rummaging in his closet
for tracksuit bottoms and t-shirt with the other. The hand working
to
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