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As You Like It

By Pelaam


Chapter
1

Noah drove through the lanes of maniacal
traffic. He loved his job as an IT specialist, and working in the
city, but he still hated the hour, or usually more, that it took to
get home. But the city was where his business flourished. The small
town where the rest of his family remained settled just didn’t have
the demand of the big city for an IT troubleshooter and program
designer.

Of course, his father still wasn’t happy with
either Noah’s career choice, or his working in the city. He’d
expected his only son to become a doctor like him.

He took a deep breath as he finally got out
of the busy lanes, and headed out into the suburbs. He finally
turned off into his road and pulled up on his drive. He activated
the garage doors, and sighed with relief as the doors closed behind
him.

He went into his house, locking the door that
led from the garage into the kitchen behind him. Almost on
autopilot, he topped up the water in the electric kettle, and
flicked the switch. He grabbed a mug, and dropped a teabag inside
it.

He groaned as the doorbell rang. He really
didn’t want visitors, but went to check who his caller was. He
stared at the slender, elfin-faced young man who stood there. He
shook his head, as attractive as the dark-haired stranger was, he
really wasn’t interested in double glazing or whatever else might
be on offer.

“Good evening, Mr. Rawlings. My name’s Jacob.
I’m from As You Like It Catering and Planning. You want a
traditional American Thanksgiving meal cooking and some décor for
your guests?”

Noah opened his mouth, but nothing came out.
No way. A gorgeous guy like you? He coughed, and tried
again. “Yes. Yes I did. Sorry, I completely forgot. Please come in,
and call me Noah.”

He led the way through to his lounge, and
indicated the settee. While his work life was structured and
organised, his home life was anything but. He thought he’d
programmed a reminder about this appointment on his iPhone, but
clearly he hadn’t.

“Don’t worry. It happens to the best of
us.”

Jacob smiled, and Noah’s stomach flipped. He
sat carefully next to Jacob, not wanting to get too close. He
looked at the album and mini laptop that Jacob set before him. “So
you’re a chef?” he asked as he watched Jacob’s long, delicate
fingers fly deftly over the keypad.

“That’s right.” Jacob grinned. “My sister
runs the company and she has a couple of other employees. We can do
anything from a gift of a cake or cupcakes, to a full dinner for a
corporate event. We can also set your table for a party or
anniversary, and offer suggestions on décor, which we can even do
for you. As the name of our company says, it’s as you like it.”

“Well, I need a full Thanksgiving dinner for
four adults and two children.” He glanced around at his somewhat
Spartan room. “I work away a lot. I never really got round to
making the place, well, home-like.”

Jacob glanced around. “You have a really nice
fireplace. If we were in the States, it would be autumn, so perhaps
we can pick up on autumnal colours. A nice painting in red and gold
would look good over the fire and perhaps a mirror on the wall over
there with a gold border. We can get some scatter cushions for the
suite. A burnt orange would look good on the brown leather. Where
else?”

“The dining room, and the bedrooms—” Noah
blushed scarlet as his stomach protested its hunger with a loud
rumble. “Sorry. Just got home. Haven’t even showered, much less
eaten.”

“Look, you have your shower, and while I’m
checking the dining room and kitchen I’ll throw you something
together for dinner. That way you get firsthand experience of my
cooking skills.”

The thought of a meal appealed greatly, as
did the pleasure of Jacob’s company. Noah only hesitated briefly
before nodding enthusiastically. “Sounds fantastic. Kitchen’s this
way.”

His dining room opened off the far side of
the lounge and a black marble breakfast bar separated the dining
room from the large open-plan kitchen. “Um, well, help yourself.
I’ll only be a few minutes.” Noah gestured towards the kitchen,
before heading through the door into his hallway and running up the
stairs.

* * * *


Chapter
2

Jacob muted a soft sigh of appreciation at
the sight of Noah’s muscular ass, as the prospective client headed
away. He shook his head as if to shake away the increasingly
X-rated thoughts, and focused on the dining room and kitchen. He
was already planning what was needed in the dining room as he
checked the fridge for ingredients. He groaned softly, and looked
quickly in the freezer.

He doesn’t cook. Typical single guy fare from
freezer to microwave. Dammit. There must be something I can
use.

He pulled out what he could use. There were a
few eggs, an onion, tomatoes, and some mushrooms. From Noah’s
pantry he got dried oregano, coriander, and chilli. He grinned as
he looked over at a couple of bananas and pulled out the
half-finished bar of chocolate he’d spotted in the fridge.

He lit the oven, cut a slit down the side of
two of the bananas, inserted some chocolate, and put them on a tray
to bake in the oven. He sautéed the mushrooms and some onion, and
added the eggs that he’d whisked when the vegetables were ready. He
sprinkled the oregano over it all, and as that cooked, he used the
remaining onion, some tomatoes, and chilli to make an
accompaniment.

“I don’t know what you managed to create, but
it smells incredible.”

Jacob grinned as Noah came to stand the other
side of the breakfast bar, looking into the kitchen. “Get a plate
and some cutlery, it’s ready.” Pride coursed through his veins as
he set out the impromptu meal. The bananas would be ready by the
time Noah finished his meal. “We have a frittata with a basic Pico
de Gallo sauce to accompany it. And for dessert, chocolate-baked
bananas.”

He watched Noah devour the meal with gusto.
Jacob smiled at the look of bliss on the other man’s face. At least
his culinary skills weren’t in doubt. He’d need to run his décor
ideas past his sister. Interior design was more her line, but his
confidence grew with every job.

“That was delicious.” Noah pushed his dinner
plate aside, and looked up hopefully at Jacob. “You did say
chocolate bananas?”

Jacob laughed as he picked up the now
scraped-clean plate. He put it into the sink, and went to the oven.
He dished up the dessert, and looked over at Noah. “Would you like
some ice cream? Just to top off the bananas.”

“Bottom shelf in the freezer,” Noah said.

Jacob had already seen it, and pulled out a
tub of blueberry ice cream. He put two scoops at the side of the
bananas.

“Add a third, and bring two spoons,” Noah
called over. “You’ll have to help me finish it off.”

Normally Jacob would have declined such a
suggestion, but he was enjoying Noah’s company. Not that he’s
given any indication he likes guys. He carried the dessert
through, and set it in front of Noah whose eyes gleamed with
anticipation. Jacob laughed softly as Noah immediately dug in
getting a large spoonful of banana, melted chocolate, and ice
cream.

“You too.” Noah pushed the dish closer to
Jacob.

“Just a little,” Jacob said, and took a far
more modest spoonful.

“Watching your figure?” Noah asked.

The huskiness of Noah’s voice, coupled with
an appreciative glance in Jacob’s direction, made him blush. He’d
not had a boyfriend for the best part of a year. Not since I
quit the restaurant. Not since…Jacob shivered; he didn’t want
to bring up bad memories now. Especially not when Noah looked over
at him, his expression one of concern.

“You okay?” Noah asked.

“Brain freeze,” Jacob lied. To his relief,
Noah winced, then grinned, before taking another heaped spoon of
the dessert.

When Noah had scraped every last bite of
banana, chocolate, and ice cream from the plate, he sat back with a
sated smile. “You’re a culinary king,” he said.

“Hardly,” Jacob said with a snort. “But I am
a chef. That is, of course, if you want me as your cook for
Thanksgiving?”

“Yes. Absolutely,” Noah said quickly.

“Okay then,” Jacob said. “Do you have any
ideas for your meal?”

Noah shrugged. “Just a traditional meal.
Turkey, trimmings, mashed potato, green bean casserole. Dessert is
usually pumpkin pie.”

Jacob jotted the information down, then
looked up at Noah. “Looking around this place, you don’t strike me
as a traditionalist. So how about I incorporate a modern twist to
an old favourite? I need you to think about how much you’re willing
to spend on food and décor, and then there’s our fee.” He went back
into the lounge, and got a sheet of paper and his brochure.

“Like that idea,” Noah said. He took the
offered paperwork. Their fingers touched, but Noah made no attempt
to pull away. Jacob smiled before slowly pulling away.

“I could go through our PowerPoint
presentation with you, but I don’t think you need the hard
sell.”

“Are you sure?” Noah’s voice dropped to a
deep, warm, sensual purr, and Jacob’s groin heated accordingly.

“I’d like to come back in a day or so. I can
bring a provisional menu and a list of ideas for the décor. They
can be adjusted in keeping with the budget you set.” Jacob’s
fingers tingled as Noah looked him in the eye.

“Fine. Can you come back the day after
tomorrow? Dinner on me? Do you like Indian?”

“There’s no need—” Jacob started, but Noah
rose quickly to his feet.

“Please? I’d like to. There’s an excellent
restaurant nearby, good food, nice and cosy. Then I can look
through the paperwork. Please?”

Noah looked at him with such a pleading look
that Jacob just couldn’t refuse. If he was honest with himself, he
didn’t want to refuse. Even if it was just for work, it would be
nice to go out for a meal with an attractive, intelligent, sexy
man.

“Okay, yes. Yes I’d like that,” Jacob
said.

Noah grinned at him. “Excellent. How about
you come here for six thirty, and I’ll have a table booked for
seven?”

“Sounds perfect,” Jacob said. “I have to make
a move.” He glanced at his watch, it was getting late. He didn’t
want to outstay his welcome.

“Are you sure?” Noah asked. “You don’t want a
drink? A coffee, tea?”

“Thanks. Another time perhaps.” Jacob got his
belongings together, and Noah walked him to the door.

“Hey, I need your mobile number,” Noah said,
and pulled out his cell phone. “Yours, not the business
number.”

Jacob rattled off the numbers, and Noah
immediately sent a text to check he had the correct number. Jacob
laughed softly as he read the message. Don’t be late.

“I won’t,” he said. “Nice to meet you, Noah.
I’m looking forward to working with you.”

“Same here,” Noah said.

They shook hands, and Noah held on to Jacob a
little longer than necessary. Jacob’s heart skipped a beat as Noah
leaned in a closer.

“I’m looking forward to our meal,” he
whispered.

“Me too,” Jacob said.

* * * *
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