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Chapter One

 


Tom sat in his office the whole day long thinking one
thought, or at least there was only one thought he remembered
thinking; everything else was cognitive process in order to do his
job or talk to others: Today would be the
day.

He was going to take the plunge. He was going to ask Jax if
he was still interested in going out with him sometime.

It was twelve months since Jax had suggested they go for a
drink. As soon as he had started working for Phillips and Reistrom
he had made his interest in Tom clear, nothing inappropriate,
especially given that Tom was one of the two partners who owned the
company, but looks and smiles just for him and the suggestion they
go out for a drink some time. Just them, not a Friday night after
work group sort of thing.

Tom had said something about being too busy, not being
available right then. Had he been too busy? He was always too busy.
That hadn’t changed. Had he been available? Technically
yes.

Looking back he must have been insane to turn Jax down,
especially when he conjured an image of Jax in his mind. He was a
sex god personified. So fit his muscles were evident whatever
clothes he wore. Tanned skin from working outside so much of the
day. Dark, dark hair trimmed short so that Tom knew it would be
soft and silky while brushing up against his touch. A cheeky grin
and green eyes, remarkably warm due to the flecks of yellow in
them.

Not that
Tom spent much time watching Jax or anything!

So given that he’d been stupid and said no to Jax all those
months ago, what had changed to make today the day he asked Jax out
instead?

Liam was seeing someone else. That’s what had
changed.

Twelve months ago he had technically been available because
twelve months and two weeks ago Liam Reistrom had walked out on
him. After nine years as lovers and eight as business partners,
Liam had said every cliché there was to say at the end of the
relationship from “We need to talk” to “I really care for you, but
I just don’t love you anymore” and the final nail hammered into the
coffin with a sledge hammer, “We should still be friends,
especially for the sake of the business”.

For the
last year Tom had lived in shock. And it had been convenient to
stay friends and keep everything pretty much the same; even if the
lack of a sex life had become a pressing issue.

The time had clearly come to move on. Liam had specifically
told him he was seeing someone else. That it was looking like it
was serious, so serious that he had to tell Tom because he might be
moving half-way across the country.

Tom wasn’t stupid. He’d guessed there was someone else from
the times Liam was unavailable to take calls, the hours he no
longer worked at weekends. It was different knowing it, knowing
that the fact that he and Liam had been really getting on, spending
more time together didn’t mean any of the things he’d wanted it to
mean.

The knock on his door honed Tom’s nerves to a knife edge. It
was Thursday at three PM, the time when Jax called in to pick up
his mid-week worksheet. “Come in.”

“Hey, Tom,” Jax said opening the door and coming straight into
the room. “Is there anything you particularly want me to do by the
end of the week?”

“Go out with me.” If he didn’t get the words out straight away
Tom worried he wouldn’t say them at all. He’d never asked another
person to go on a date.

“Come again?”

Come again! Did Jax really expect
him to repeat himself? “Nothing, don’t worry. Can you check the
back fence at 36 The Glades. The tenants have complained it’s
loose. Other than that, I think it’s business as usual.” He held
out the print-out with the work all scheduled on. “You’re down to
repaint the empty rooms at the Hub this weekend, but you knew that
already, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right, and…” Jax paused for a moment. “Yes, I’ll
go out with you, but why now?”

Jax looked Tom straight in the eye, all the confidence of
youth there in his stare and none of the knowledge of rejection.
Tom could do no less than meet his gaze, letting his eyes and words
reveal himself. “Liam’s seeing someone else. I’ve been holding on
to him all this time. I want to let go, move on.”

“And I’m convenient?”

“No.” Tom said, his voice raised. He knew that’s what it had
sounded like, but it wasn’t like that. “I think you’re worth the
risk.”

“I didn’t know I was a risky proposition.”

“Getting close to anyone is a risky proposition for me. Look,
if you’re not interested it’s okay. Things won’t be awkward. I
promise.” Tom nearly groaned as he began to hear himself become
riddled with clichés.

“I don’t mind being the guy you experiment with, even if it’s
rebound, even if it’s tit for tat with Liam for finding someone
else, as long as that’s not all it is. I really like you, if that
wasn’t obvious enough.”

Tom gave a sigh of relief, “I really like you, too, and thank
you for saying yes.”

“I’m sure it should be me thanking you. You are my superior
after all. I’m just the handy man.”

Flirting, I can do this. “And a very
fine handy man you are, too.” If he’d been typing Tom would have
added a winking emoticon, but as it was he couldn’t pull the real
thing off, so he’d just have to hope Jax got the
message.

“Perhaps you’d let me thank you and demonstrate just how handy
I am.” Jax walked towards Tom as he spoke, not just right up to the
other side of the desk, but all around it, invading Tom’s personal
space, so that Tom had to lean back to look up. That was until Jax
got down on his knees in front of him.

Was Jax doing what Tom thought he was? Hoped he was? Was this
how two people who weren’t dating had sex for the first time? Tom
had always wondered how two people went from chatting to more. The
first time for him and Liam had been after a great deal of build
up. They’d been friends who had decided to take it one step
further, and the act itself had been well planned. They’d also
never had sex in the office before. Given they owned the building
it had always struck Tom as a tragedy.

Tom’s
mind might not be up to speed with how quickly Jax was moving, but
his cock certainly was. It was pumped up and ready to go, pushing
against his slacks and trying to get his attention.

It appeared to have Jax’s attention. He reached one hand out
to caress Tom’s cock through the silky material. “A good workman
needs good tools, and this one feels like it might just suit me.”
With heart-pounding slowness, at least in Tom’s body, Jax pulled
down Tom’s zipper. Tom’s cock surged forward for one brief moment,
but remained restrained by his cotton underwear.

“Here, wait a minute,” Tom said, and then when Jax instantly
shifted back, a look of hurt rejection in his eyes, he went on.
“No, I don’t want you to stop, I just thought it’d be easier if I…”
He leaned his hips up and shimmied his trousers and trunks over his
hips, down to mid-thigh, demonstrating his intention before resting
his naked butt back on the cool leather of the seat.

There
was no way he wanted Jax to stop.

“Ah well, that does make my job easier.”

Jax grinned up at Tom, flashing his sexier than any one man
deserved to have dimples. He knelt just looking at Tom’s cock for
what felt like an eternity to Tom, every second marked by the pulse
throbbing through the long vein running down the underside of his
cock, and an increase in size, centimetre by centimetre. If his
penis hadn’t measured just over nine inches from root to tip he
might have been getting an inferiority complex.

Not that he wouldn’t like a larger dick. What man wouldn’t?
“If you just keep looking at me like that, you might get more than
you bargained for in your face.”

Tom and Jax both watched as the bead of pre-cum that had been
gathering in the eye of Tom’s penis reached maximum welling point
and slid over the smooth, rounded dome of the tip. It rolled to the
edge of the slight lip of the helmet-shaped head, and there it
lingered. “It’s been a long while since anyone else had their hand
on my cock, and with you in front of me I think I might even be
able to come without touch at all.”

Jax
reached out and smeared the lingering drop of liquid own the length
of Tom’s cock with the pad of his thumb. He went back and repeated
the process with the naturally produced lubrication now trickling
out in a steady stream, until there was enough to roll the palm of
his hand around the head of Tom’s cock as well as up and down in a
stroking movement.

Tom’s
breaths grew increasingly harried, mingled as they were with rough
groans. He had to shut his teeth, close his mouth to stop himself
panting.

“Take your tie off.”

Jax’s
demand took Tom by surprise. He was barely hanging onto control by
a thread as it was. What was Jax planning? This was already outside
of Tom’s comfort zone. “I don’t know if I can co-ordinate my
hands.” There were currently gripping tight to the arm rests of his
chair.

“You need something to bite, and I’m not close enough. Or do
you want to bring the whole office in here when I make you scream
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