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Jem woke to a warm bed and Carlton kissing
his way down his stomach. Sunlight gleamed bright gold through his half-closed
eyelids; the sheets lay rumpled on his stomach, heat trapped in the curves and
folds. A warm glow suffused him. His fingers curled lazily into the sheets. It
was the perfect way to wake up.

He stretched contentedly, wordlessly,
allowing Carlton to do as he pleased with him. Carlton tantalised him with
these feather light kisses, heading ever lower. He nuzzled into Jem’s navel,
and Jem’s stomach muscles contracted as his breath caught in his throat. 

“Good morning,” Carlton murmured in a rough
voice, and went down on him, making Jem moan and catch at his hair. Carlton was
amazingly good at this; he knew exactly how much pressure to exert to make Jem
gasp. Carlton took him deeper in his mouth, slipping one wicked finger into his
ass then another, getting Jem arching and eager under his hands. 

Jem was only too happy to spread his legs
and invite Carlton in. Carlton slid up his body and pushed home. His entry drew
a low groan from Jem and Jem’s head fell back against the pillow. Carlton
rocked into him, warm and sweet and lazy, building him to another climax. 

It took him a while to build that far, but
his breath was starting to catch, his heart to race as heat flooded through
him. He clutched at Carlton, dragging his head down so Jem could kiss him.
Carlton bit his lower lip, then his throat, then his shoulder, quick bites that
left a sweet sting. Jem could only give himself over completely as Carlton
brought him to delicious climax.

Jem was dazed with happiness, with
pleasure, with the memory of spending all night having sex over and over. His
body ached from being so thoroughly used. He felt utterly content. He stared up
at the ceiling with a blissful smile on his face.

“Sleep well?” Carlton kissed him.

“Yeah.” Jem smiled up at him. It should
have bothered him to have this stranger in his bed, messing up his ordered
life, but the sight of clothes strewn all over the floor filled him with
warmth. His tiny flat sparkled in the morning sun. He blinked at the clock on
his bedside table—seven thirty. He was running late, and he didn’t care.

“I need to go to work.” Carlton stole
another kiss, then another. “Can I get you some coffee before I go?”

“That would be great.” Jem needed a moment
to recover from being so well fucked.

He stayed in bed, fingers linked behind his
head, watching as Carlton dressed. It was a spectacular view; his eyes lingered
on those powerful shoulders, the flex of his muscles, the tempting hollow of
his throat. Jem began thinking idly about licking him just there. 

Carlton duly made him coffee and brought it
to him in bed. He really was sweet. Jem reached up and dragged him down for one
last kiss, slow and hot. Carlton made that wonderful rumble in his chest, but
pulled reluctantly away. “Can I see you again tonight?” He ran his hand
tantalisingly up the inside of Jem’s thigh, stopping just short.

Jem’s smile only deepened. He could not
think of anything better. “I’d like that.”

“Then I’ll see you after work.”

Ten minutes after arriving at work, Jem
began to seriously doubt whether he would make it through the day. 

His coworkers teased him mercilessly for
going out to dinner last night with a man he’d met at work, but that was fine;
they did it out of affection. He couldn’t stop smiling, so of course they would
laugh.

The problem was that the memory of Carlton
kept catching up with him. He would freeze at a shelf, one hand on a book,
unable to think about anything but this morning—lazy in bed, twined together,
Carlton rocking into his body as the sunlight spilled across them...

His stomach contracted and he had to take
several deep breaths to shake that memory loose. His heart raced, his breathing
uneven. He was suddenly, acutely aware that he was still aching from last
night. 

“You’re daydreaming.” His coworker Beth
dropped a stack of books into his hands.

Jem coloured slightly. It was
unprofessional of him to spend his work time fantasising. He dropped his eyes
so that she wouldn’t see him blush. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry.” Beth grinned. “Dish the
details. Did you get laid?”

“Uh...” Jem reddened even more.

Beth laughed. “Congratulations. More than
once?”

Jem hesitated, but Beth had always been
really nice to him, and he was so satisfied he couldn’t resist bragging. “Lots
of times.” In bed. In the shower. Everywhere they could get their hands on each
other.

“Lots of times! The man is good.”

“Yes, he is.” Jem grinned.

“Is he as sexy undressed?”

That lean body, hot under his touch,
sharply defined muscles contracting under his fingertips. Jem’s grin got
bigger. “More so.”

“Good for you. You should get laid more
often. You’re glowing.”

“Am I?” Jem should have been mortified, and
he truly was a little embarrassed, but last night had been so amazing that he
couldn’t regret it. Just the memory of Carlton coming inside him got him hot
and flustered and happy.

“You’d better be hooking up again tonight.”

Jem only wished it was sooner. Maybe some
day—it was a forbidden fantasy, all the more thrilling for being
impossible—Carlton would fuck him in a back room here, in his workplace, in his
work uniform, clamping a hand over his mouth so his coworkers couldn’t hear his
cries...

Oh. Jem shivered all over with unfulfilled
desires. He wanted Carlton here right now.

Carlton called him at lunchtime. The buzz
of his phone in his pocket was so unexpected that Jem nearly fell off the chair
he was tilting back in the staff room. Startled, he fumbled for his phone.
“Carlton?”

“I’ve been thinking about you,” Carlton
growled. “All morning.”

His heart started to race. “You have?”

“There’s a desk in my office. I’m thinking
that it’s exactly the right height to bend you over it. I’d fuck you so hard.
I’d have to keep my hand over your mouth so you wouldn’t scream and get us
caught.”

“Uh—” Jem flushed with a sudden surge of
mortifying heat. His throat was dry, his hands clenching into fists. “Carlton,
I’m at work.”

“So am I. At my desk.”

The thought of getting bent over a desk,
pinned under Carlton’s weight, was making him unbearably hard. He could picture
it so vividly that every detail leapt out at him. The taste and scent of the
polish, the smoothness of the wood under his cheek. The heavy weight pinning
him down. The sharp edge of the desk biting into his thighs as Carlton pounded
him.

He tried valiantly to focus. “I can’t talk
about this right—”

“I know exactly how it would go. I love the
way you tighten up when I first thrust into you. The sound you make then. It’s
fantastic.”

Jem was totally not equipped to think about
the moment when Carlton first thrust into him. The hot ache of need was
unbearable; he badly wanted Carlton to come over and fuck him. His rising
colour was making everybody else at work look at him and laugh. “I—I have to
go,” Jem squeaked.

“You do that. Before I come get you.”

He was so flustered that he had to take a
break from work before he started dropping things. He went for a walk in the
fresh air, taking deep breaths, and told himself not to think about this any
more. He had to be professional. Just forget about Carlton’s grip on him tightening
as Carlton slammed home inside him.

That phone call scuppered any chance of him
focusing at work for the rest of the day. It was pure torture. Even worse, half
an hour before his shift ended, Carlton came in. 

Jem knew the instant the door swung closed
that it was Carlton, because his fellow booksellers stared, then laughed, then
shot him teasing looks. His stomach contracted, his throat tightened with
sudden fierce awareness and he turned to stare. Carlton stood at the door,
looking unfairly handsome in his suit, taller than ever, his square jaw tight.
He was staring at Jem so intensely, his eyes so dark, that Jem was riveted to
the spot. Jem swallowed, but couldn’t speak.

Carlton approached him slowly. It was the
stalk of a predator. “Jem,” he said, a promise in his voice.

“I’m not off work for another half hour.”
Jem got out the words in a rush, because if Carlton touched him he didn’t think
he’d be able to hold himself back.

“I can wait.” Carlton was looking at him so
hungrily that Jem couldn’t look away, as though he planned to eat him. A shiver
ran up and down Jem’s spine, his hands curling tight. He wanted suddenly, badly
to kiss him. Just reach up and drag him down into a kiss and never let go.

Jem made himself take one step back. Then
another. “I’ll—I’ll see you later.”

“You bet.” Carlton took a step closer,
closing the gap again. His shoulders tightened with some sudden urge and for a
second Jem pictured his fantasy re-enacted here, Carlton bending Jem over a
table in a shower of books, Jem scrabbling among the pages as Carlton—

With an undignified squeak, Jem fled.

He simmered steadily for the last half
hour. Carlton waited for him, broodingly silent, watching him with such
intensity that it should have struck sparks off him. He couldn’t stop thinking
about what Carlton would do to him when he got off work. How good it would
feel.

At the end of his shift he couldn’t clock
off fast enough. He picked up his coat and hurried out still struggling into
it. He went straight outside into a stream of passersby and Carlton caught him
by the front of his coat and yanked him tight against him. Jem gasped, losing
his balance. Carlton kissed him then with the pent-up hunger of a whole day
spent apart; he captured his mouth so fiercely that the world spun and Jem
could only clutch at him to stay upright.

When Carlton finally let him go he was
dazed, panting, his uniform in disarray. It was just as well that Carlton
spoke, because Jem couldn’t. “Let’s go,” he said.

The street was made of sunlit glass that
burned in the oncoming sunset. People pushed past them without looking. They
got into Carlton’s car; Jem buckled into the passenger seat and sat fidgeting.
It kept striking him that he was taking a man home to fuck him, and the sheer
daring of it made him simultaneously terrified and thrilled.

They swung onto the motorway, taking the
long way around to avoid roadworks. Cars flashed past and the purr of the
engine rose.

Jem licked his lips. His heart was beating
very hard. “Pull over into a layby.”

Carlton glanced at him in the mirror. He
pulled over into a layby.

The motorway had been cut deep into the
earth, walls rising on either side. There was one other vehicle in the layby, a
lorry, still and silent. It sent a tingle of terror through him to know they
might be about to be discovered. If anything, it sharpened his desire even
further.

Carlton had barely cut the engine when Jem
reached over to the button of Carlton’s trousers. Carlton hissed. “Jem—”

“Shut up.” Jem dared to be bold, to be in
charge for once. He clicked his seatbelt off, fumbled open
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