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Chapter One

 


James threw some water on his face,
squinted at his reflection in the mirror, and grimaced. New Year’s
Eve, and here he was in the office working late as always. After
all, his boss might need him for something. Not that George
MacKenzie expected his staff—and James in particular—to stay late,
but ever since George had taken over the running of MacKenzie &
Son, when the old man fell ill, James had done his utmost to
impress his new, and sex-on-legs-gorgeous boss. James grimaced anew
as he recalled the first day George had walked into the office.
James had had a hard time keeping a straight face, and not giving
his best impression of a simpering female. There had been plenty of
those ever since—a positive army of them, to be precise, not that
they ever seemed to get anywhere.

While MacKenzie junior was
free with his work related praise, he never once singled any of
them out, and certainly not James. Apart from the brief flare of
something in the other man’s eyes when they had shaken hands on
that first day, there had been no indication that his boss returned
the erotic fantasies that had plagued James’s brain ever since. He
ran a hand through his shoulder length brown hair, and adjusted his
dick with his free hand. Really, he was a hopeless case. He only
had to think of his boss, and his unruly cock surged to life, as
though he hadn’t seen action in months. Which was of course true,
unless you counted James’s own hand, as he fantasied about his
boss’s lips round his cock, and …dammit.

Those thoughts were not helping and
James pulled the hemline of his tee shirt out of his jeans,
grateful for today being dress down day. He didn’t want to scare
the cleaner by giving her an eyeful when she came to clean his
desk.

Nora was a dear old lady. While
nothing seemed to faze her, and she regularly berated James on his
lack of a suitable sweetheart on his arm, be that male or female,
seeing James in this lust befuddled state for his boss might prove
too much even for her. Sure enough Nora gave him a jaunty wave as
he exited the men’s toilets.

“There you are. For one
moment I actually thought you might have gone home, but then the
boss is still here, so I knew you wouldn’t have done. Such a shame…
Two young men like you stuck in the office. You should be out there
painting the town red. It’s New Year’s Eve. Live a little,
James.”

James smiled and shook his
head.

“Ah that’s over rated,
dontcha know. I much prefer shuffling paper.” He grinned at Nora’s
exaggerated eye roll.

“Uh-huh, I’m sure there
are plenty of things you’d like to shuffle in the boss’s office,
and paper isn’t one of them, boy.” James drew in a sharp breath,
and he knew he was blushing like a teenage boy when Nora made a
point of staring at his groin, before she winked at him.

“Anyway, like I told the
boss, I’m done here. Don’t stay too long, unless you’re actually
going to do something about that.” Again she glanced at his crotch,
and James wanted the ground to swallow him up. Nora reminded him of
his late mother, for flip’s sake, and it was beyond awkward to be
stood in front of her with a hard on rivalling King Kong’s. He’d
softened slightly under her perusal, but one glance across the open
plan office, and seeing George pace the confines of his inner
sanctum like a caged panther had brought his damn appendage to life
again. Something was bothering George if the tight set of his
shoulders, and the way his long legged stride ate up the carpet was
anything to go by.

It also proved the depths of his
obsession with his boss that he could read the man’s body language
so easily. James balled his hands into fists, and forced himself to
look away. He wanted the right to go in there, wrap his arms around
the other man, and shoulder whatever his burden was with
him.

“Maybe you should tell him
how you feel.”

Nora’s quiet words shook him out of
his musings, and James clenched his jaw.

“Never gonna happen. You
read the papers. Everyone expects there to be an announcement soon.
Felicia Adams has all but got the ring on his finger
already.”

Lucky bitch, and she so
doesn’t deserve him.

“Yes, well, he doesn’t
seem too happy about that, if the hours he spends at the office are
anything to go by. That heiress is the old man’s choice of bride,
not his. They argued about it often enough before junior took
over.”

She grinned at James’s astonished
look.

“How do you…”

“I have ears, you know,
and MacKenzie senior had his phone on speaker more often than not.
Anyhow, like I said I’m off, and the night is young. Mark my words,
boy.”

With that, Nora and her squeaky
trolley made their way down the hall, and James shook his head and
headed toward his desk.

The card propped up against his
computer took him by surprise. He recognized the writing, of
course. He’d seen it often enough when his boss signed the letters
he presented to him on a daily basis, but why would George
MacKenzie give him a card? They’d already exchanged the obligatory
round robin of office Christmas cards, after all. His frown
deepened when he actually opened the thing. Two naked men entwined
in a lover’s hug—the card depicted a painting.

No,
this…this couldn’t be from his boss. Someone was playing a cruel trick
on him.

His sip of coffee went down the wrong
way, and coughing he turned the rather explicit card over to read
the message.

If you’re not interested,
I’ll understand, but I couldn’t think of another way to tell
you.

George MacKenzie’s cologne alerted
James to his presence, and he swung his chair round and sucked in a
breath at the other man’s expression.

****

Fuck it, had he played this all wrong?
Had he misread the signals all this time, or had he simply left
this too late? A hot guy like James wouldn’t be single for long,
and no doubt as far as he was concerned, George was straight and
not interested. Little did James know the sheer amount of
self-control it had taken George to not jump on the other man the
minute he’d seen him. George had never believed the tales of
instant recognition. That was the stuff of fairy tales, but all it
had taken was one look at James and that handshake that had gone on
a fraction too long, and George’s world had tilted forever.
However, they had been in the office, and the work environment was
no place for assignations, and besides, he’d had an awful lot of
mess to sort out. His father’s illness had made him careless, and
it had taken months of hard work to straighten up that mess the old
man’s refusal to step down had left MacKenzie’s in. The very mess
that meant his father had arranged a union of their firm with the
Adams Corporation. Too bad it came at the price of marriage to
Felicia Adams. George had no problem in bedding females, but
Felicia was so not his type, and that was if you ignored the
woman’s babbling stupidity. Felicia was a spoiled brat, and the
mere thought of being shackled to her was enough to send his dick
into hiding forever.

He would do it, however, to ensure the
firm and their employees were safe, but he had to test the waters
with James first. If there was any chance of the other man
returning his affections, there was no way in hell he would be able
to go through with the planned engagement.

It would require careful planning and
yet more hard work, but he was at long last in a position to keep
them afloat without Adams & Co, all being well. That headache
would be worth it, if it meant he had James by his side.

James’s sharp intake of breath seemed
to sear straight across his heart and he shoved his hands in his
trouser pockets to stop himself from reaching out and running his
hands through the other man’s hair. It had gotten long, since
George had first seen James, and now brushed across the wide
expanse of the other man’s shoulders. James usually kept it tied
back in keeping with office dress code, but today he’d left it
loose. It had tormented George all day with images of burying his
fists in the other man’s hair and fucking him across his
desk.

He suppressed a groan at those mental
images, and forced his gaze away from the prominent bulge in
James’s groin. Even covered with the tee it was still obvious that
James was sporting some impressive wood of his own, and it soothed
some of the churning in George’s gut. James traced the naked
figures on the card George had given him, and George could swear he
felt the slow measured movements of one long index finger on his
own skin. Wishful thinking for sure, but James hadn’t laughed in
his face, or run away screaming either, so those were both hopeful
signs, right?

By the time James finally looked up at
him, George’s nerves were strung so tight, he had trouble breathing
and he was willing the other man to say something.

Fuck it, he was so out of
practice with this approaching another man shit. Apart from a few
fumbles in his teenage years, and some more drunken encounters
since then, he hadn’t been with a man in years. His father would
surely have another heart attack, if he knew of his son’s
proclivities, but, damn
it, George was tired of hiding who he was. Life was too short,
especially when every fiber of your being screamed at you that you
had finally found the one person
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