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      Josh Rand raced up the sidewalk to the house he shared with Zachary McCaffrey. Not much had changed in the few days he'd been gone. The winter weather hadn't hit North Texas, and fall wasn't a big deal in Paris, Texas, so the grass still showed a little green, and few leaves were on the ground. It was nothing like New York, and that's why he liked it. Josh worked his key into the lock and pushed open the door. The house was quiet, but he hoped he'd caught Zach before he left for work. "Zach, I'm home. Zach, are you here?"

      Silence greeted him as he raced from the den to the bedroom. His shoulders slumped as he realized once again he'd screwed up. Zach wasn't home, and it would be late in the day before he saw his man. One more ding to their relationship that he put there, soon it might be too many for Zach to forgive.

      He'd tried to get home on time, which would have been last night, but his plane was delayed by storms that blew across the state, downing trees and flooding roadways. Thank God the snow stayed north of them, or he'd still be stuck at the airport. This was exactly what Zach feared would happen once he took the job at corporate. Four months working in the job he really wanted, one Zach probably despised now, and he was failing at their relationship. He'd made all sorts of promises and swore he'd make time for them, but there was the project in Dallas followed by one in Lubbock and Austin. He was here then there, always on the go. Something needed to change.

      He had an hour before a conference call with the Houston office, and maybe he'd get his work done, but he had to get the plans drawn up for a multi-plex they were pitching next Thursday in Fort Worth.

      He dropped to the bed and closed his eyes, rolling to Zach's side and burying his face in the pillow, breathing deeply. His lover's scent filled his nose, and he sighed. Tonight, he'd make it up to Zach.

      Josh pulled out his phone and dialed Zach, hoping he would pick up. The phone rolled immediately to voicemail, and he knew he had a hard sell to get them back on track. He swallowed hard before speaking, "Zach, I finally made it home. I'm sorry I didn't get back last night. I want to spend some special time together tonight, just you and me. I have a call in a bit that I have to be on, and then I'm going to work hard for a few hours, but I really want to treat you tonight. Please call and tell me when you think you'll be home. I love you."

      He hung up and wondered if he had pushed too hard and done too much wrong to make it right. When they moved in, they really didn't know each other that well. They'd tumbled into bed rather quickly once they hooked up, and then he moved in. He should have waited, but moving in had made sense. They were both saving money, and they wanted to buy a house somewhere, maybe Houston or Dallas, depending on how Zach's job went in the next year. One thing was for sure, he wasn't tempted to move back to New York City, no matter how lucrative the offer. The aggravation of living in the city was more than he wanted. Sure, the parties and bars were plentiful, but the cost was too high, monetarily and psychologically. The city took a toll on people, leaving them wrung out and on edge. He preferred the slow pace of the south, with backyard parties and country living.

      His phone vibrated, and he checked the caller ID, glad to see that Zach had called back. He answered, speaking even before the phone was to his mouth. "Zach, I miss you so much."

      "Thanks for calling. I couldn't answer earlier, and I didn't mean to send you to voicemail so fast."

      "I thought you were mad."

      "I'm not, really."

      "Thank God. I was so angry when the flight didn't make it last night."

      "Babe, we both knew life would get difficult going into this relationship."

      Josh sighed and sunk down, snuggling his head against Zach's pillow. "Thanks, so about tonight. Go out or stay in."

      "In."

      "Really?"

      "Yeah, I've got plans for you."

      Josh palmed the front of his pants, his dick growing hard as fantasies swirled through his mind.

      "Josh, you're awfully quiet. What are you doing?"

      "Fuck, you're at work. I tell you now what I'm doing. You won't forgive me easily."

      Zach chuckled, and Josh knew he was smiling. "Okay, tonight, we'll talk about it tonight. Now get your hand off your dick and save it for later."

      Heat flooded Josh's face, and he pulled his hand away from his cock. "Okay, later. Bye, babe." Josh hung up and headed to the shower, washing quickly. Before he stepped out, he thought about jacking off, but he wanted to save it for Zach. Work took priority, and he dove into his project, waiting for the conference call to start as he began to sketch out a design.
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        * * *

      

      Zach raced up the three steps to the front porch and burst through the door. He stopped cold, his breath stalling as erotic thoughts danced through his head. Reaching behind him, he locked the door, sure they wouldn't be leaving, and they didn't want any company, not with Josh, who was totally naked except for a black leather bondage harness across his chest. They'd talked about guys in harnesses, and he'd told Josh he thought they were sexy, but he didn't think his man would ever agree to get one.

      "Damn, you are the sexiest thing I've ever seen." Zach started to unbutton his shirt, but Josh shook his head.

      "Not yet. Dinner is done, and we need to eat first."

      "Hell, you expect me to eat with you like that?"

      "Yeah, babe." Josh moved toward him, his green eyes full of merriment. "I have the table already set, and the food is warming in the oven."

      Zach stared at Josh, wondering if he was trying to drive him insane. "Okay, we'll do this your way. But after we eat, I'm not going to let you out of my arms for a long time."

      Josh smiled and then turned to the kitchen. Zach reached out and grabbed the ring at the back of the harness, stopping Josh's progress. "You aren't getting away from me that easy." He tugged gently, and Josh was in his arms, his naked body pressed close. Zach glanced down, loving the sight of Josh's naked chest pressed against his shirt. He backed up a bit so he could see Josh's dick. "Oh fuck, that's hot."

      "You like?"

      "Hell yes. Did you pick that up in Austin?"

      "No, the last time I was in Houston."

      Zach stepped back and shook his head. "But you've been home since Houston. Why didn't I see this?"

      Josh blushed, his gaze sliding away. "I had to work up the courage to wear it."

      "Babe, this is hot. And hell, I think I'm going to come in my pants if you touch me again."

      The timer rang, and Josh slipped out of his grasp and dashed into the kitchen. He followed, noticing for the first time since he walked in the door how delicious the house smelled.

      "What did you make? Is that my favorite? Goodness, Josh, you made me baked ziti. Shit, you are too good. I can't believe you were able to make baked ziti in addition to work. You are freaking amazing."

      Josh slipped a frilly, floral apron over his head, then pulled the pan out of the oven and set it on the stovetop. He tossed the hot pads on the counter and spun around. "Are you ready to eat?"

      "Fuck yeah." But Zach didn't intend to let Josh's hard-on go to waste. He dropped to his knees and pushed the apron out of the way. Josh gasped but didn't stop him.

      The first taste of Josh had him closing his eyes and savoring the essence of his man. He slid almost all the way off, swiping his tongue over the mushroom head. Josh's fingers wove through his hair, pulling lightly on the strands. It had been too long, six days since they'd last seen each other. He grabbed Josh's balls and tugged lightly. Josh groaned and thrust forward.

      "Feels good. I love the way you suck me."

      Zach moaned and kept sucking. Soon, Josh was pumping his hips forward, his hands more insistent on Zach's head. Josh's dick swelled, and Zach knew it wouldn't be long. He slid one finger back and tapped Josh's pucker twice. Josh arched forward and came, his seed spilling down Zach's throat.

      Josh blew out a hard breath and tugged the apron off. He laughed, "Heck, I didn't think I'd ever get you to blow me in this awful apron."

      "It's rather loud, but baby, you could be wearing anything, and I'd blow you."

      "A clown costume?"

      "Probably not, but I'd strip you out of that costume and then blow you."

      "Let's eat. The food is getting cold."

      "Not too cold, you're one lusty dude."

      "What does that have to do with anything?" Josh asked.

      "You came fast and hard, and in five minutes, you could come again."

      "Hey, I can't help it. You drive me nuts. I love it, but yeah, I've always been a bit like that."

      Zach grabbed a plate from the cabinet and a serving spoon from the drawer. "When do you have to travel again?"

      "I'll be out next week, but I wanted to talk to you about coming to New York with me."

      Zach dished up one plate of food and grabbed two forks. They often ate from the same plate when they were at home together. It had started one night when no dishes were clean. They had such a fun time sharing their meal that way that they continued the tradition, sometimes even feeding each other. It made their dinners more intimate and their time together special.

      "New York, your old stomping ground?"

      "Yeah, I would love to have you with me when I go back."

      "Okay, I'll see if I can get the time off, but I'm sure it won't be a problem."

      "Great." Josh placed the apron on the chair and sat gingerly, crossing his legs. He picked up his fork and speared two noodles, holding them up for Zach to eat. "You get the first bite."

      "Thank you." Zach took the food from the fork and moaned. He chewed and swallowed, his gaze staying locked with Josh's. "You're good at everything."

      "Everything? I think I remember failing miserably when we played Xbox, and when you made me play in that tennis match, I sucked."

      "Okay, but you can't deny you are a fabulous cook, an excellent carpenter, and an architect, and you are so hot in bed I think you've almost caught the bed on fire a couple of times. I know you've caused me to get overheated more than once."
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        * * *

      

      Josh smoldered under the heated looks. Zach shot him. His dick was half hard, and he wanted dinner to be done so Zach could take him to bed. It was like Zach had read his mind. He hopped up and grabbed the plate, taking the last bite.

      "I'll store the leftovers," Zach mumbled over his mouthful.

      "Thanks."

      "I need to shower before we begin."

      "I'll watch."

      "You don't want to get into the shower with me?"

      "Yes and no. I don't want to take this off," Josh wrapped his hand around the leather across his chest.

      "Yeah, you have to wear that tonight. I have plans."

      Josh followed Zach to the counter and bumped his hip. "Care to tell me?"

      "No, you don't get to know."

      "Tease."

      Zach ripped off a sheet of foil and covered the pan of ziti before taking it to the refrigerator and stowing it on the top shelf. Josh washed the plate they used and the forks. He put up the dishes and turned, tossing the towel on the counter, but Zach's heated stare stopped him. He gulped, and his dick began to fill out the rest of the way.

      "I'm going to strip off my clothes and shower, then we're going to get very busy in bed, and it's going to take all night to satisfy my desires."

      "Good."

      Zach showered quickly and dried fast. When he stepped out of the shower, he pinned Josh against the bathroom door, his nose grazing Josh's neck. "I'm hungry for you."

      "Mmm, I'm ready."

      "Are you?" Zach cupped Josh's ass, pulling his cheeks apart. One finger grazed Josh's pucker, and he jumped forward, plastering his body against Zach's chest. "I think you need to be stretched."

      "How do you want me?"

      "I want you face down on the bed, your ass in the air, and a tube of lube. Then I'll show you what I think you need."

      Anticipation wove through Josh as Zach led him to the bedroom. Zach trailed a hand down his back, and goose bumps covered his arms, though he wasn't cold. The touches from his lover were gentle and sweet, not at all what he expected when he bought the
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