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The summer afternoon had melted into gold.
Motes danced in shafts of sunlight that spilled warm colour across the
bookstores. Bees droned outside, the murmur drifting through open windows. Jem
was so immersed in shelving a stack of books taller than he was that the ding
of his phone startled him. He could tell by the cheerful sound that it was
Carlton. 

He paused, looked longingly at his pocket,
then looked back at the shelves. They seemed to have suffered some kind of
explosion; that was the last time Jem let teenagers play with his books
unsupervised. He should really work. He sneaked out his phone to check it.

It was indeed Carlton. Break from work;
want me to pick you up?

His stomach contracted as the familiar
shiver of excitement hit him. He only got half an hour’s lunch break on
Fridays, so it would be a short hookup, but Carlton could pack so much intense
pleasure into twenty minutes. Jem probably shouldn’t... but the temptation was
too much. Pick me up at one.

It was impossible to concentrate for the
last hour before lunch. He kept imagining Carlton showing up to steal him away.
He couldn’t think what Carlton might be planning; there was surely no time to
go back to Jem’s place. Maybe Carlton would take him somewhere quiet and fuck
him there. 

A delicious shudder ran all the way through
him. They must have had sex a hundred times by now, but if anything, Carlton
had even more power over him, coaxing ever more intense climaxes from his body.

He couldn’t wait to get out of there when
the clock struck one. His coworkers laughed at his eagerness as he bounced
outside. Carlton was already outside waiting; the sleek black car shone in the
summer sun. Jem got in with a big smile. “Where are we going?”

“Not far.” Carlton pulled away, giving Jem
a look of promise. Jem began fidgeting in anticipation. “How was work?”

“Good. Although I no longer trust our
teenage readers. Yours?”

“Good.” Carlton did not give details about
his work; it was impossible to get him to talk about whatever it was that he
did. Jem occasionally wondered if he was a spy.

They wound through narrow streets and
escaped into the countryside. Jem drummed his fingertips on his thigh; he
couldn’t think of anything but Carlton ripping his clothes off. Spreading him
open, driving into him. He drummed faster. “Patience,” Carlton murmured, not
looking at him in the mirror.

“You’re such a tease,” Jem grumbled.
Carlton always seemed to enjoy tormenting him, keeping him waiting.

Carlton just smiled.

They pulled off the road into a deserted
wood. Sunlight filtered through the canopy overhead in shades of muted green; a
leaf danced through the air on its lazy descent to the earth. There were picnic
tables scattered across the grass, but nobody was around. Theirs was the only
car in the car park.

“Here?” Jem was intrigued.

“Here.” Carlton shut off the engine,
leaving them alone in complete silence. As Jem’s senses adjusted to the
woodland quiet, he picked out the song of a distant bird. “There’s never
anybody here. Nobody will see.”

Jem shifted in his seat, uncomfortably
hard, the seatbelt pulling tight across his chest. “How long do we have?”

Carlton checked his watch. “Twenty minutes.
Think I can make you come in that time?”

Jem very much doubted he was going to last
that long. He clicked his seatbelt off and got out of the car. His shoes
crunched in the gravel.

Carlton met him halfway. The anticipation
between them exploded into sudden hunger. Carlton’s hands came up to capture
Jem’s face and his mouth crashed down on his. Jem leaned into him instantly,
gripping him by the front of his shirt. Carlton could melt him in seconds just
by kissing him. Carlton’s hands dropped to cup his ass, squeezing, pulling him
tight against him, and Jem arched against him with a gasp. The thought of
getting fucked in public sent a thrill of excitement through him; at least when
they had done it in the park before they had been decently covered. Now Carlton
showed every sign that his intention was to fuck Jem in the open, quite
possibly on a picnic table.

He couldn’t think straight with Carlton
squeezing his ass like that, pushing his fingers into his crease to rub
maddeningly where he was most sensitive. He wrapped his arms around Carlton’s
neck to drag Carlton down to kiss him deeper. Carlton growled against his
mouth, pushing hot against him. Jem was dazed with eagerness, with desire. He slipped
his hands under Carlton’s shirt to stroke the strong muscles of his chest, his
shoulders. The muscles contracted hard beneath his fingers and Carlton made a
stifled sound of pure hunger. “Strip. Now.”

Jem fumbled his trousers open. Carlton
yanked them down for him along with his underwear and turned him roughly. Jem’s
breath caught in his throat in a gasp; he had not realised that Carlton was
planning to bend him over the hood of the car. “Carlton—”

Carlton pushed him down so that Jem had to
catch himself on his hands. The metal was warm beneath his palms; he must be
leaving palm prints, so that everybody would be able to see that he had been
fucked here. His fear sharpened the edge of his excitement. “What if somebody
sees us?”

“Sees you getting hammered? You’d like
that, wouldn’t you.” Carlton forced his legs further apart. Jem shivered,
caught between terror and desire, badly wanting Carlton inside him. Carlton
opened him with his clever fingers, making Jem moan aloud. Surely somebody
would hear him, see him. He let his head drop, his forehead resting against the
warm metal, shutting out everything but sensation.

He felt the blunt tip of a cock press into
him and clenched with a groan. Carlton pinned him hard, pushing in slowly,
ruthlessly, dragging whimpers from Jem’s throat. He panted, trapped under
Carlton’s weight, open for Carlton’s entry. His heart beat hard in his throat;
his mouth was full of the taste of the green air. Finally Carlton was fully
sheathed inside him.

“Good?” Carlton checked with him, his voice
rough. Jem could only gasp for breath. The sensation of fullness was so intense
that he couldn’t get enough air. He squirmed under Carlton.

“Been thinking about this. Bending you over
the hood of the car.” Carlton started to pound him with short strokes, forcing
little gasps from him. Carlton knew exactly what to do to him to make him see
stars. “Thinking about you all morning. Wanting to spread you out and take you.
Couldn’t wait any longer.” He pushed Jem harder against the hood, fingers biting
in, and Jem tightened hard around him. He came with a cry that echoed across
the woodland, unable to resist any longer, hit with shocks and shivers of
pleasure that kept him shuddering until long after Carlton had spilled himself
inside him.

It had been so intense and Jem was so
exhausted afterward that he just lay over the hood of the car, catching his
breath. Carlton eased gently out of his body, drawing another slight moan from
him. He was so sensitive now; he felt like his heart had been opened as
skilfully as his body. 

“Come here.” Carlton helped him dress, then
drew him into his arms, enfolding him in a steadying hug. Jem leaned into him,
breathing deep of his scent. “Are we all right?”

“Yes.” Jem sighed contentedly. There was
nothing like being in Carlton’s arms.

“Good.” Carlton kissed him.

Jem wished Carlton would hold him some
more, but it must be the end of both their breaks. He stared out of the window
as Carlton drove him back to the bookstore. 

He went back to work to the laughter of his
coworkers, pleasantly exhausted, a deep ache inside him from being so
thoroughly fucked. The lingering warmth dissipated over time.

Being left alone in the upstairs floor of
the bookstore after lunch got him thinking. It was always amazing when he and
Carlton had sex; Carlton could do things to him that nobody else could. Jem
just wished that he had a bit more say in their relationship. If they even had
a real relationship.

It was always Carlton who decided when and
where they met, Carlton who picked him up to fuck him, Carlton who came over in
the evenings to fuck him again. Jem would happily have waited for Carlton for
once, but he didn’t know where Carlton worked or even what he did, whereas
Carlton knew to the minute when Jem was available. Jem didn’t even know where
Carlton lived. Carlton was very cagey about that. About everything.

Most days Carlton showed up, made him
dinner, fucked him senseless, then left him in bed. And every day it was good,
but Jem was starting to wonder if he was just convenient for Carlton. If
Carlton had any real attachment to him at all. Because Jem was starting to fear
that he had feelings for Carlton that ran deeper than just getting fucked. 

He swallowed hard. Much deeper.

He wasn’t going to think about this, it was
ridiculous. He did not have feelings for Carlton. They liked each other and
they had sex a lot. That was it. So there was no reason to stand here staring
at the nonfiction section with an empty feeling inside him that threatened to
swallow him whole.

He shelved some books angrily, slamming
them down, not caring if they were in the right place. Carlton would never fall
in love with him; Jem was just a fling. Jem could be a grown-up about that. He
wasn’t going to pester Carlton and he absolutely was not going to confess that
he had fallen for him. That would be stupid.

A book escaped through his fingers and hit
the floor. He stared at it, suddenly choked by the force of his feelings. He
wanted Carlton to come over right now and hug him. Carlton would tell him he
loved him and it was all going to be all right.

Jem was seriously starting to wonder if he
could go on like this. Sooner or later the words would escape him and then a
huge argument would ensue and they would never see each other again. Maybe it
would be better if he broke it off with Carlton before he could ruin it.

No more dinners. No more having sex. No
more cuddling in bed.

He texted Carlton before he could talk
himself out of it. Come over tonight. Need to talk. Then he spent the
rest of the afternoon cursing himself for being an idiot.

Carlton came over that evening as
requested. He looked as carelessly irresistible as ever. Carlton leaned down to
kiss him, and Jem froze. Didn’t know what to say. Didn’t want him to leave.

“What’s wrong?” Carlton drew back, puzzled.

Nothing. Just the fact that Jem was
developing such intense feelings for him and Carlton wouldn’t even invite him
to his home. “You know everything about me,” Jem said. “You know my home
address. My workplace. My birthday. You probably memorised my National
Insurance number.”

“I pay attention.” Carlton started looking
at him warily. “Is that bad? People usually like that.”

“You don’t tell me anything,” Jem said,
almost a whisper. “You don’t ever talk to me about that kind of stuff. We only
ever talk about me.”

Carlton moved away to lean against the
kitchen sink. The sunlight painted him in shades of gold; the sink shone around
him. He seemed reserved. “What do you want to know?”

“Where do you work?”

“I’m in business.”

Exactly what he’d said on their first date.
“That was evasive,” Jem said, his voice hard.

Carlton’s grey eyes narrowed. “Is there a
problem?”

“Yes! Why do you never tell me anything?
What is it you’re hiding?” There had to be something. Jem was starting to ask
himself what Carlton could possibly be so intent on covering up. Scandal? Time
in prison?

Carlton leaned back, folded his arms across
his chest and studied him for a long moment. It was a cool, considering look.
“You really don’t know who I am?”

“No.”

“You have no idea at all.”

“No!” Jem snapped. “Should I?”

“Only,” said Carlton gently, “if you read
the Financial Times.”

Jem stared at him. The silence of his flat
pressed down on him. Suddenly the gap between them seemed very far.

“I own and run my own company,” Carlton
said. “I built it from scratch. I’ve been quite successful in business.”

Jem said in a whisper, “How successful?”

“I’m worth eight figures.” Carlton said it
so calmly.

Tens of millions. Jem’s mouth went dry. He
had had absolutely no idea. “You’re...” He had to clear his throat. “You’re a
millionaire.”

“Yes.” Carlton was watching him closely, as
if he might panic and flee. “I’m not flashy. I’ve never owned a plane or a
yacht or any of that nonsense. I don’t do celebrity and I stay out of the
tabloids. But the company makes a lot of money. There are a
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