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Chapter One


 

I’
M
NOT
gay. I’m not gay. I’m not gay.

I know you’re thinking that’s a weird chant for a straight guy to have as his mantra. But I figure maybe if I think it over and over again, it’ll actually be true. I mean, I don’t look gay or anything. I’m six feet three inches tall, muscular, and have broad shoulders. That’s not small or girly. And I’m athletic. I played varsity sports all through high school, intramurals in college, and I still play in a men’s baseball league. I have a deep, strong voice. No lisp in sight. Plus, women like me. I always have a girlfriend.
Always
.

So I’m not gay, right? There must be some other logical explanation for why I’m standing in the bathroom with my hard dick in my hand fantasizing about the new guy at work. For the third time today. And it isn’t even lunchtime yet.

Or maybe being gay has nothing to do with all those stereotypes. Maybe being gay just means that no matter how much I wish I could, I’ll never react to any woman in the heart-pounding, sweat-inducing, breath-stealing, dick-filling way I react when Micah Trains so much as runs his fingers through his close-cut brown hair.

Shit. Shit. Shit. Maybe I really am gay.

“Ben, are you in here?”

I quickly stuffed my dick back into my pants.

“Yeah. Be out in a sec.”

My voice sounded sort of breathless, and I wondered whether it was noticeable to anyone other than me. My hands were shaking when I got to the sink and turned the handle. I know, I know. It’s pathetic.

Okay, stop acting like a teenager whose mom just caught him wanking. Nobody knows what you were doing in here. And even if they suspect, they can’t know who you were thinking about, so calm down and act normal.

But I knew it wasn’t normal to give myself a pep talk in the bathroom while a work colleague was standing at the door waiting for me. I also knew it wasn’t normal to think what I had been thinking about the new lawyer in the office. It had to stop. The fantasies, the daydreams, the images. Okay, those were all the same thing, but they had to stop.

I pulled a couple of paper towels from the dispenser and dried my hands slowly. When I was sure my pants were laying flat, all evidence of my earlier arousal hidden away, I walked to the door. Tucker Jones, one of the associates in my practice group, was waiting for me, and I instinctively averted my eyes and walked right past him.

“What’s going on, Tucker? You need something?”

I heard him sigh from behind me and knew he noticed that I hadn’t looked him in the eye. Again. I realized the guy probably thought I was mental because I always acted sketchy around him, but I didn’t see an alternative. I was worried that if I said too much or got to know him too well, he would figure it out.

You see, Tucker’s gay. And my brother, Noah, says he can tell when other guys are gay. My taller-than-me, stronger-than-me, more-athletic-than-me, hell, more-masculine-than-me brother, who’s as queer as a three-dollar bill and thinks nothing of shouting it from the rooftop. While he’s holding hands with my old roommate. Even if everyone can see them.

Funny, I hadn’t thought of Clark as my roommate for a long time. Not since I started spending time with him and Noah after being estranged from them for years. Seeing Clark and Noah as a couple changed Clark’s status, in my mind, from being my old friend to being my brother’s boyfriend. Or is it partner?

Whatever they call one another, there can be no doubt about who they are to each other. One look at the way they gaze at one another, take care of each other, and a blind man would know they’re in love. Ten years. That’s how long Noah and Clark have been together. Longer if you count the years they spent as friends, biding their time until Noah finished high school.

And I had spent those same years wondering why I couldn’t suppress the urge to see Clark naked, touch him, taste him. No matter how many women I dated or even slept with in my life, I never could suppress that urge. Nothing worked. Well, that is until I started spending time with him and my brother. As soon as I did that, it became very clear to me that Clark and Noah were the real deal. I didn’t stand a chance, and hell, I didn’t even want a chance anymore. Who would want to get in the way of that kind of connection?

So the naked Clark fantasies stopped, and I thought maybe I would be okay. Maybe I would finally be able to make something with a woman last longer than, as Noah so eloquently once put it, a tube of toothpaste. (Just between you and me, that was a generous description, because my tube of Crest has been with me longer than any girlfriend, even without counting the thing where you roll it into a tight little circle to get every last ounce of paste out of it.)

But then Micah Trains walked into the office, wearing a crisp white dress shirt, red and blue striped tie, pressed chinos, and a navy blazer, I was lost. Completely and totally lost. My old Clark fantasies had nothing on what Micah inspired in my mind. Hence the ridiculously frequent masturbation sessions that barely took the edge off my need.

Anyway, since Tucker Jones, the associate who’d been waiting for me outside the bathroom, was gay, I figured he might be able to do the same thing as Noah with that gaydar, and then he would figure it out about me. I mean, probably not, because I acted perfectly normal. But I didn’t see any need to test fate, so I had made it a point to avoid Tucker as much as possible.

“I have a conference call scheduled with a new client in a few minutes.” Tucker sounded frustrated. “Randy said he’d sit in on it with me, but his meeting’s running late, so he won’t be able to make it.”

Tucker followed me to my office. I sat down at my desk and shuffled some papers around, pretending like I had something to do, while he shifted from foot to foot. I could tell, because I wouldn’t let my eyes go any higher than the man’s knees. I didn’t say anything, so he kept talking.

“I’d take it on my own, but it’s a big client and a pretty complicated deal, and I’d feel a lot more comfortable if a partner was involved too. So can you do it? It shouldn’t take too much of your time, and it’s all billable.”

I didn’t see any way out of it, so I forced myself to nod and look up at him. “Sure. I’m happy to help out with the call. Should we do it in your office or mine?”

I blushed as soon as the words left my mouth. Did it sound like I was propositioning him? It wasn’t my intention. I mean, Tucker Jones was a good-looking guy, but he had a serious boyfriend, and besides, he wasn’t my type. I preferred somebody older than me, not younger. Somebody with a lot of confidence and a big presence. Somebody a little rough around the edges. Somebody like… women. I preferred women.

Yeah, right. Are you buying that? Because it was getting harder and harder to convince myself that it could ever be true.

 

 

I
WAS
working late on Friday, not because there was something time-sensitive that I had to get out, but because I didn’t have anything else to do. My girlfriend had tried to get me to go to a dinner party at her friend’s house, but I had politely declined. It had been a long week, and the last thing I wanted was the stress of being “on” all night.

I decided to go get a soda and then put the finishing touches on a Purchase and Sale Agreement. As I walked down the hallway, my mind was completely focused on indemnity clauses and whether mandatory arbitration would make sense in the context of the particular deal. (Look, I never claimed to be interesting. I’m a corporate lawyer. That’s not exactly hanging-from-the-chandeliers type of stuff, but it pays the bills.) Anyway, when I got to the office kitchen and saw the man standing there, all work-related thoughts flew from my head and my blood flowed decidedly south.

Micah Trains was leaning against the counter in front of the microwave, reading a document. His nose was bigger than average and a little crooked, like it had been broken a time or two. His short brown hair came together in a widow’s peak in front, probably because the sides were receding a bit, and a beard covered much of his face. His jacket and tie were gone, his shirt was crumpled and rolled up to the elbows, and there were little wrinkles on the sides of his blue eyes because he was squinting in the low light. And every single one of those things added up to make an incredibly sexy package. I hated myself for thinking it, but there it was: Micah Trains was sexy as hell.

I didn’t realize that I had stopped moving until Micah looked up from the papers in his hand and locked his steel-blue gaze on me. After that, it was all I could do to stay upright. I felt like my knees were buckling, and I was getting light-headed.

What was wrong with me? Maybe I was coming down with something, like a cold or the flu.
Or repressed homosexuality
. I could hear my brother’s voice in my head, sarcastic tone and all, but I shook it off. I couldn’t be gay; it would absolutely devastate my parents. One gay son was bad enough, but two? Well, I might as well call the funeral parlors to see if we could get a group discount rate, because it would kill both of them.

Micah cleared his throat and licked his lips. It was an innocent, subconscious action on his part, but I couldn’t take my eyes away from his mouth. What would it be like to have that tongue licking my lips? I hoped the sound of the microwave was loud enough to drown out the groan that reflexively left my body.
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