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      An old high school sweetheart might be just the man for a needy sub.

      Busy bakery owner and Dom Jack has neglected romance to build his business, but he’s ready to find his special man. He agrees to go on a blind date set up by his friend Tide. Imagine his surprise when he comes face-to-face with the boy he loved as a teenager.

      Peter curates a niche antique shop specializing in sex toys and kink from the past. His extreme neediness has cost him relationships before, and it won’t be easy to open up and reveal the true extent of his desires.

      Both Jack and Peter have changed in the past decade, but they’ve only become more compatible, with preferences that complement each other perfectly and chemistry that flares back to life with a speed that amazes them. But Peter fears he’ll drive Jack away as he has so many others, and Jack will have to work hard to earn Peter’s trust.
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      Jack Trenco walked along the street, people watching. Trying to distract himself would be more accurate. He hadn’t been on a date in years, let alone a blind date. He still wasn’t sure how he’d been bamboozled into this one, except that Tide was damn convincing. And somehow Tide had known his storefront was closed on Mondays so he could have dinner at a normal hour on Sunday night.

      So here he was, on his way to Regulation, Toronto’s newest trendy restaurant, to meet this Peter, who was apparently a friend of Tide’s partner Lance. He was still surprised at himself for saying yes. He supposed he was a little lonely, though. Building a business took a lot of work, and it left little time for socializing. And if his being alone also had to do with the fact that maybe he was picky, well, that was all right by him. There was nothing wrong with being picky.

      Checking his watch, he slowed a little. He would be right on time at this gentler pace, which suited him fine. He didn’t mind being a little early but hated being late. He liked punctuality, in himself and in others. Whether or not his date was on time would form his first impression of the guy.

      A blind date. He hadn’t realized people even did that anymore. He thought it was all swipe left this and meet at a club that. Apparently not. He was wearing a white rose in one of his buttonholes, for Christ’s sake, and he’d know his date the same way. That was pretty cheesy, right? Or possibly a little old-fashioned and a bit romantic. Okay, he could live with those.

      Arriving at the restaurant at precisely 8:00 p.m., he went in, scanning the crowd for a man with a white rose. It was very modern inside, all sleek lines and dark tables with red, blue, and yellow chairs he hoped were more comfortable than they looked. If he was going to give this blind date a chance, it would be helpful if the seating was inviting, or at least didn’t make him uncomfortable from the get-go. He turned his focus back to looking for his white-flowered date.

      He saw the rose before the man. It stood out on a dapper tweed jacket worn over a burnt orange shirt. He looked down first, admiring the lean lines, the tiny waist. Nice. Very nice. He puffed up a little, hoping he was making a good first impression as well. He worked out on a regular basis, but more than that, his job kept his arms and torso in fighting form, and he knew he had a good body.

      He looked up to see his date’s face.

      He blinked, and suddenly he was sixteen again, gazing at Peter Jameson across his bedroom after they’d shared their first kiss. The coppery beard and mustache were new, but the blue eyes and the heavy shock of hair were just the same. Peter had been his first love, back when life was so much simpler. That kiss had rocked his world at the time.

      He stared for far longer than was polite, lost in the sweet memories. Then he shook himself and held out his hand. “Peter? Peter Jameson, I can hardly believe that’s you.”

      “Jacky. Oh my God!” Peter’s eyes lit up, and instead of the polite greeting of a blind date, Jack got a huge hug. “It’s really you? You’re my blind date?”

      He held on and squeezed Peter for a moment before stepping back. He couldn’t contain his grin, pleased that Peter seemed as happy as he was at this turn of events. “Looks like I am. What an amazing coincidence. God, it’s been forever.” Not since the week after graduation, when life had taken them in different directions. It hadn’t been a breakup either of them had really wanted, but it had been the right thing to do.

      “Ten years? At least. I…. God, I can’t believe this.” Peter looked as surprised as Jack felt.

      Laughing, Jack gave Peter another hug. They’d dated all through high school, but after graduation they’d been pulled in different directions. “How about we get a table and catch up?”

      “Absolutely. So you know Lance?” Peter took the arm he offered easily. Jack was bigger than Peter, but it looked like they still fit together as nicely as they ever had.

      Jack shrugged easily. “To say hi, sure. I know his partner Tide fairly well.” Jack had been making treats for events at the Iron Eagle Gym, which was owned by Tide and some other guys, since it opened. He smiled at the hostess, not really seeing her—all his attention was on Peter. “Two, please.”

      “Sure, come with me.”

      Peter kept hold of his arm as they followed the hostess. “Ah. Yes. I’ve only met Tide once, but he seems to be a generous man.”

      “Generous?” What an interesting word choice.

      They followed the hostess to a table, and Jack pulled Peter’s red chair out for him. His own across the table was blue. He said a little prayer for the bizarre chairs, hoping more than ever that they would be comfortable.

      “Well, thank you, sir.” Peter sat, offering him a warm smile. “How chivalrous.”

      Sir. He liked that. A lot. “You’re very welcome. And you know my mom would have my hide if I didn’t pull out the chair for my date.”

      Peter chuckled even as he nodded. “She was big on manners.”

      The chair wasn`t as uncomfortable as it looked like it might be, so Jack was pleased about that. So many “trendy” places sacrificed functionality and comfort for style. He wanted to be able to spend his time at this dinner, to get to know Peter again.

      “Manners and safe sex.” She had sat him and Peter down when they’d first started dating. Pamphlets and a bag with condoms and lube in it. He and Peter had about exploded from embarrassment and hadn’t dared even touch each other for the first couple of weeks after that. Maybe that had been her plan all along.

      Peter giggled this time, eyes twinkling. “Oh God, I remember that. When she first sat us down, I was sure we were going to get a lecture about going to hell and having to change our ways, so the safe sex lecture was actually a relief.”

      “It was still embarrassing as hell at the time.”

      “Oh yeah.”

      That bright smile looked good on Peter, and Jack found himself staring again. He still couldn’t believe Peter was his blind date; it was such a good thing.

      “So are you a wine guy?” Peter asked. “I’ve been promising myself a glass of pinot all day.”

      “I’ll probably have a beer—if they’ve got something local on tap, but we’ll get you that wine.” Jack signaled the waitress, who seemed to be hovering, and ordered their drinks. The restaurant had Captain Howdy from Blood Brothers, which was about as local as you could get, so he had a pint of that, and they had Inniskillin wines from Niagara, so he asked for a glass of their pinot for Peter.

      Peter watched him like a hawk, those blue eyes so familiar and warm. “I can’t believe this. I didn’t even know you were in town.”

      “Yeah. I own a bakery shop—it’s just around the corner from here, actually.” Walking distance anyway, which in his book counted as right around the corner.

      “A bakery? Really? I thought you were going to say you were a—” Peter paused, tilted his head. “—I don’t know, a personal trainer?”

      That had him chuckling, and he flexed, letting Peter see his muscles. “While I do work out, the guns are mostly bakery made.” People had no idea how good for the muscles baking was—mixing, chopping, stirring, and especially kneading bread.

      Peter applauded quietly, eyes laughing. “Very nice. I’ll have to order cookies someday.”

      “You can have my cookies any time.” He hadn’t meant for that to sound as suggestive as it came out.

      “Ha!” Peter leaned back as the waitress brought their drinks.

      “Are you interested in a starter?” she asked.

      Suddenly Jack was. He wanted to take his time now and have a long drawn-out meal. Who was he kidding? He wanted to catch up with Peter. “Sure. What appeals to you, Peter?”

      “What are your specialties?” Peter asked.

      “The fish tacos are very right now,” the waitress told them.

      Very right now. Jack bit his lip on his comment about how ridiculous that sounded. He met Peter’s eyes and couldn’t contain his grin. It got wider when Peter rolled his eyes.

      Peter opened his menu and scanned it. “What about artichoke dip? It comes with pita chips.”

      “That sounds like a great dish to share. Shall we?” Jack waited for Peter’s nod, then confirmed it with the waitress. When she’d gone, he had to tease. “I don’t think the artichoke dip is very now.”

      “Honey, I’m fairly sure I’ve never been very now.”

      “No?” God, he hadn`t even asked Peter what he did for a living. Of course, they’d only just sat down. He was sure he’d get a chance at learning all the important things as they dined.

      “Most definitely not. In fact, I’m heading toward vintage.”

      Jack tilted his head. Peter was the same age he was, so it couldn’t be an age thing. “Why do you say that?”

      “Oh, I own an antique store specializing in oddities.”

      “Oh, how neat! What do you mean by oddities?” Suddenly the tweed jacket made perfect sense. As if Peter were a walking advertisement for his shop.

      “Two-headed snakes in jars from the nineteenth century. Three-hundred-year-old false teeth. Strange, exotic items for collectors. I have a tiny storefront. Most of my job is finding specific things.”

      Suddenly Jack remembered the treasure hunts they would go on for various weird things when they were in high school. “You always did love the weird shit.”

      “Always will. It’s a thing.”

      “So you’re getting to do the thing you love and get paid for it. Wasn’t that one of our teacher’s favorite sayings?”

      “Exactly. I’m a lucky man. What about you? Do you love your job?”

      “I do. It`s part chemistry, part alchemy, and lots of love.” He loved knowing that people were eating his cookies and cakes and loving them. Best of all were the regulars who came in for bread and rolls, some of them every single day.

      “And art,” Peter added. “Don’t forget that part.”

      “Thank you—many people don’t think of baking as an art, but really, it is.” He appreciated that Peter thought so.

      “Oh my God, of course it is. Those pastries and cakes and breads—total art.”

      He didn’t know if Peter was trying to stroke his ego, but it was certainly working out that way. “Thank you. We should probably take a beat and figure out what we want to eat for our mains before the waitress comes back.” He didn’t want to feel rushed to pick something out. “Then I want to hear all about you.”

      “Mmm…. Sounds like a plan. I’m thinking pasta. You?”

      He looked over the menu. Oh, they had beef wellington. Pastry and meat—it was an awesome combo. “I think I’m going to see if they’re all flash or if they’ve got some substance. The beef wellington should tell me if I want to come back or not.”

      “Oh, pastry guy. I get it.” Peter grinned at him. “So do you like savory cooking too?”

      “I do. I love experimenting with new things, adding savory notes to my baked goods.” He’d do a lot more cooking at home if he had someone to share it with. “What about you—any good in the kitchen?”

      “I don’t starve. I mean, I eat a lot of sandwiches because who wants to cook for themselves?”

      He nodded. Yes, exactly. He’d throw dinner parties if his hours weren’t so fucked up compared to the rest of the world’s. “So why aren’t you with someone wonderful already?” Peter had been a great guy and was clearly better looking with a little age on him. Not that he hadn’t been cute, because he had been. But maturity suited him.

      “Oh, I had a few long-term relationships, but you know how it is. People grow apart.” Peter didn’t quite hold Jack’s eyes for that.

      He didn’t want to push on a painful memory so early in their reconnection. On the other hand, they`d been each other’s firsts. “There’s a story there, eh?”

      “Isn’t there always?” Peter waved his hand dismissively. “No one wants to know about me, though. Tell me about your life.”

      He frowned, slightly taken aback by Peter’s attitude. “Of course I want to know about you, or I wouldn’t have asked. You don’t have to tell me about the relationship that put that look on your face, but I want you to tell me something about your life. I won’t share until you do.” That seemed fair.

      Peter blinked at him, obviously shocked. “I have my masters in art history, a little flat above the shop, and a Maltese named Lacy.”

      “You’re a dog man! That’s awesome. I have a Rottweiler named Cupcake.” His very spoiled and devoted companion. He loved his rottie.

      “I am. A rottie? Impressive. You must have a house, hmm?”

      “I do. With a backyard for Cupcake. He has doggy day care during the week, though.” His neighbor two houses down was a feisty older lady who loved his Cupcake like the big goober was her own. Jack would drop his dog off in her backyard in the early hours of the morning, then pick Cupcake up on his way home. He grabbed his phone and went to the camera, scrolling until he found a few shots of his boy. He didn’t have to scroll back very far. He handed his phone over to Peter.

      “Oh, how gorgeous! He’s beautiful. And ten times the size of my baby girl.”

      “And I bet if they met, she’d lead him around by his balls.” All the little dogs they met at the dog park were fierce, and Cupcake just wanted to play, to get along. He was a gentle giant.

      “She’s an angel. She’s never met a stranger.” Peter handed him his phone back.

      “You have a picture of your little angel?” He was always happy to look at dogs. He thought they said a lot about a person, the type of dog they had.

      “I do. She’s seven months old and sweet as pie.” Peter handed over his phone with a picture of a tiny white bundle of fur with a sparkling pink bow on her head.

      “Oh, she’s precious. We could arrange for a playdate.” Based on what Peter had said about never meeting a stranger and his knowledge of Cupcake’s gentle and friendly nature, he’d bet they’d get along great.

      Before Peter could reply, their waitress returned with their dip and pita chips. She set them on the table. “Can I take your order for your mains?”

      “Please, I’d like the beef wellington with the fondant potatoes, and Peter? Which pasta was it you wanted?”

      “The chicken alfredo with broccoli, please.”

      “You got it.” She wrote down their order. “If you need anything else, flag me down.” She went off again without waiting for a response.

      “This dip looks great. Good choice.” He waited for Peter to take a pita chip and dip it before he had one himself.

      “Thank you, sir. I appreciate it.” Peter grinned at him and took a big bite.

      Jack had to admit, it gave him a little thrill every time Peter called him sir. He imagined it had to do with Peter being a little old fashioned, but that didn`t mean he couldn’t imagine it was because Peter was actually a sub. Wouldn’t that be an interesting turn of events? He pushed the thought from his mind, though, because really, how slim were the odds that his high school sweetheart was now into the lifestyle? Probably even higher than the odds that they`d not only be living in the same city ten years later, but that they were set up on a blind date too.

      “Oh, it’s quite delicious. Here.” Peter scooped up a bite and offered it to him.

      “Thank you.” He leaned in and took the bite from Peter’s hand. It was good. “Yum.”

      “Right? It’s good.” Peter took another bite, humming over it.

      “It is. You never know with trendy places if they’re banking on the trendiness or the food to keep them in business.” He’d been pleasantly surprised by how comfortable the chairs were, and now the food was good too. It looked like this place deserved its spot. “I’d love another bite.” He opened his mouth like a bird waiting to be fed again.

      Peter laughed, the sound delighted, and fed him another bite. He licked the tips of Peter`s fingers, flirting madly.

      “Oh, look at you, playing with me. Naughty, naughty!”

      “Makes the food taste even better, doesn’t it?” And if he hadn’t already known Peter, it would have been forward as fuck. But given the circumstances, he felt comfortable doing it.

      “Absolutely.” Peter winked at him, flirting back at him just as outrageously.

      There was obviously still chemistry between them. He beamed at Peter, thinking that at this point the food could have sucked and he wouldn’t really care. He remembered the way Peter would tease him when they were together, making him laugh over and over.

      They fed each other one bite after another until all the pita chips were gone. Most of the dip was finished too, but there was just enough for him to run his finger through the bowl and collect the last dregs. Then he offered his finger to Peter.

      Peter gasped at the offer, but his lips stayed parted, proving his old lover was daring as hell. Jack groaned as Peter’s lips wrapped around his finger, that agile tongue licking at the dip, sliding over his skin. By the time his finger popped back out of Peter’s mouth, he was hard.

      “We….” Peter paused and cleared his throat. “We forgot to raise our glasses.”

      Jack grabbed his glass of beer and lifted it. “What are we toasting to?”

      “Old friends?”

      “Oh, now, neither of us are ‘old,’” he teased. Then he nodded. “To us.”

      “Of course.” Peter smiled, meeting his eyes as their glasses clinked. “To us.”

      He held Peter`s gaze as he took his drink, feeling a real connection between them. Which of course there was as they’d been together for a lot of high school. But it was good to know it was still there, given that Peter was right there across from him.

      “So tell me about you. You have a bakery, a house, a dog. Obviously no boyfriend….”

      “No, no boyfriend. I’m sure you know what building a business is like—you have to dedicate a lot of time to it.”

      “I do. It’s a huge project.”

      “Yeah. Then at some point you can finally look up, and you realize a bunch of years have gone by, and while the business is doing great, your personal life is nonexistent.” Not that he was complaining—he had a great life doing what he loved, and it thrilled him to pieces that his little bakery was humming along.

      Peter met his eyes. “Well, I’m glad you came out to play.”

      “I am too. Very glad.”

      Their waitress arrived with their mains, interrupting anything else they might have said. He had to admit the plates looked good. Elegant but not minimalist, with good-sized portions there. Thank goodness. When their waitress had tried to sell them on a dish because it was “very now,” he’d been concerned. Although the dip had been good, so he probably needn’t have worried.

      “Oh, this looks lovely. I do love a noodle.” Peter grinned at him and grabbed the pepper. “I can’t wait to hear how your beef is.”

      “I’ll have you know that my beef is a good size, and I know how to use it.” He gave Peter a wink, loving the shocked little laugh the naughty words had earned him. “I will keep you informed regarding my dinner.” It certainly looked appealing, the tenderloin cooked to a lovely medium rare, the pastry flaky. He dug in, the knife going through it like butter. Oh, he was anticipating this now. He took a bite on his fork and put it in his mouth.

      Oh yum. It was one of the best wellingtons he’d had. Possibly even better than his own.

      “You like it; I can tell.” Peter looked happy for him.

      “I do like it. The beef is tender, and the pastry is very well done. The duxelle is delicious. I’m impressed. How is your pasta?”

      “Lovely. Nice and creamy.”

      “Good stuff.” Their conversation was set aside for a while as they both concentrated on their meals. And as Jack cleaned his plate, he had to note, “There’s the proof it was really good.”

      “True. I saved half for lunch tomorrow,” Peter said.

      Jack was glad that was why Peter hadn’t finished his dish. He’d been worried Peter wasn’t enjoying it.

      “That’s why there’s nothing to you,” Jack pointed out. Not that Jack was fat himself, but he worked out at least three times a week. It both helped him tone his muscles and also made sure he didn’t gain weight from all his sampling.

      Peter laughed softly. “I’m a grazer. A handful of this, a bite of that.”

      “I remember that.” Peter had always been hungry when they were teenagers. It was fascinating seeing the similarities and differences between then and now. “I hope you left a little bit of room for dessert. I could take you back to the bakery and whip up something just for you.” He tended not to eat desserts at restaurants because if they weren’t well done, it pissed him off.

      “Oh? That sounds like an offer I can’t refuse!”

      “I’m so glad. I know just the thing I’m going to make for you.” Cinnamon pinwheels were quick to whip up and tasted best right out of the oven with butter melting on them.

      “Sounds great. I took an Uber here. Can we walk?”

      “We can—it’s half a kilometer or so. There will be time for us to make room for more food.” He signaled to the waitress for their bill. “So do you have to open your store early tomorrow morning?”

      “No. No, we’re open noon to six, Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday, and noon to eight Friday and Saturday. My assistant Ella helps out with most of that. I’m really in charge of special orders.”

      “Monday is the only day the bakery is closed, but we`re open from six until eight every other day. I’m in at four to bake, and I help serve some in the mornings, but I have staff now to cover most of the hours we’re open, so it’s not as crazy as it sounds.” Not anymore. He was a gentleman of leisure compared to how it used to be. He had an amazing business now, though, because of the sacrifices he’d made in the early years.

      “How exciting. Seriously. I’m glad you invited me to see.”

      “I am too.” It was his baby, so to speak.

      The waitress brought their bill, and Jack pulled out his wallet and counted out enough to cover it and a decent tip. He was eager to get this dealt with and take Peter to Sugar and Spice.

      “What do I owe you, Jack?”

      “Nothing—I’ve got this. You can get the next one.” Because he wanted there to be a next one. Very much wanted.

      In the meantime, there was the rest of this date to enjoy.

      He offered Peter his elbow, and they headed out, arm in arm.
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      Peter couldn’t believe this.

      Jack. His teenaged dream, Jack. Alive and in the flesh and right here in front of him.

      He owed Lance a favor. Possibly that genuine shrunken head.

      He and Jack had chatted for the fifteen minutes it had taken to walk from the restaurant to Jack`s bakery—Sugar and Spice, the name looking as if it had been spelled out in sugar and spices. It was creative and adorable, and he bet it caught the eye and brought customers in. They went to the back of the store where Jack unlocked the door and let them in.

      “Oh, it smells so good.” Cinnamon and nutmeg and sugar and fresh bread—it smelled like heaven.

      Jack closed the door behind him, then stood and closed his eyes, breathed in deeply. “Yeah, it does. Smells like home to me.”

      What a good-looking man Jack had grown into: stocky, strong, built like a brick shithouse. Jack clearly kept himself in shape. And Peter enjoyed checking out every inch.

      “So this is the storeroom, and there’s a corner there with a desk that’s my office.” Jack did air quotes around the word office. “The magic happens through this door here.” Jack ushered him through to what was clearly the kitchen portion of the place.

      Peter’s eyes went wide. He’d never seen anything like this—huge mixers and an oven that went from the floor to the ceiling with several long doors, each with their own set of dials. Two racks—one empty and one with a couple of trays of what looked like cookies—and two long metal tables that were pristine completed the picture.

      Jack looked proud as punch. “I put in new equipment about a year ago. It’s been great. With the bigger ovens, I’m able to cook off more cookies at the same time, so I finish earlier.” Jack grabbed an apron, put it on, and tied it off around his back.

      He looked utterly adorable, although still not really like a baker. Peter wasn’t sure exactly what a baker was supposed to look like, but he was pretty sure it was normally doughier around the middle than Jack was. Peter was pretty sure a healthy six-pack hid beneath Jack’s clothing.

      “All right. How do cinnamon pinwheels sound?” Jack asked as he turned the dials on one of the ovens.

      “God, I haven’t had one of those in forever.” Peter remembered eating them when he was a kid.

      “Yeah. Remember my mom teaching us how to make them? I still whip up a batch for myself now and then. Quick and easy, and delicious.” Jack grabbed one of the smaller silver bowls and began gathering ingredients.

      “Aww. That’s cool.” Peter sat, the corset hidden under his clothes keeping him upright.

      “Delicious and quick,” Jack said again. “I don’t want you to have to sit there for a couple hours just to taste my wares.” Jack laughed. “That sounded kind of dirty, didn`t it?”

      “A little bit. I’ll forgive you.” Mainly because it was Jack, and the naughtiness hadn’t offended Peter in any way.

      Jack’s laugh was utterly charming. God, Peter was glad to hear it again.

      It was fascinating watching Jack make the pinwheels. He was in his element, that was for sure, looking happy and at ease as he mixed the ingredients together before rolling the dough out on the counter.

      “Did you go to pastry school?” Peter asked. Look at those muscles work.

      “No, I worked as an apprentice with a baker. It was great. He taught me all his secrets.” Jack grabbed a huge tub of butter and used a flat knifelike thing to spread the butter over the rolled-out dough.

      “Ooh. Secrets. How exciting!”

      “Yeah. I’d tell you, but then I’d have to kill you.” Jack waggled his eyebrows at Peter.

      He pouted. “Now what fun is that?”

      “Not fun at all! So I’m not going to tell you.” Jack laughed and reached over and swiped flour onto Peter’s nose.

      “Careful!” Peter cracked up, charmed as hell. Jack still had it. No, Jack had it times ten. Peter liked this grown-up version of the teenager he’d known, very much. “You’ll make a mess.”

      Jack didn’t deny that, only qualified it. “A sweet mess.”

      He took a handful of brown sugar and shook it over the dough. The sugar fell through his fingers, putting an even coat down. Next he grabbed a large spice container and shook it over the pinwheels. Peter could tell from the smell that it was cinnamon. Finally, Jack sprinkled a handful of raisins on top and then rolled up the dough, forming a long cylinder that he then cut into pieces.

      “These’ll only take twenty minutes to cook,” Jack noted. “Did you want to sample any of my other wares while we’re waiting?”

      “What?” Oh fuck, that sounded like one hell of an offer, and he was drooling at the thought of sampling a certain part of Jack.

      “I have cookies left over and, uh, some hamantasches. Or if there’s anything else you’d like….”

      “Oh. No. No, sir. Thank you.” He had no room, not after all that pasta. And he wanted to be able to nibble on the pinwheels once they were done. If he had a cookie now, there was no way he’d be able to do that.

      Jack put the pinwheels in the oven and came to lean against the big work table, fairly close to where Peter was perched. “What did you think I meant?”

      Peter went for innocent. “Hmm?”

      “You almost seemed disappointed I meant cookies.” Jack was teasing him; he could tell by the way Jack’s eyes twinkled, the look bright and happy.

      “You must be mistaken….” He winked, flirting playfully. He knew he needed something from a lover he wouldn’t get from Jack, but he could tease.

      “Oh, I’m not disappointed in you. Not at all.” Jack touched his foot to Peter’s.

      Peter smiled, trying to figure out what to say. He couldn’t think of anything, so he went with “thank you.”

      “So why does a great guy like you not have someone special?” Jack asked.

      I have special needs. “Just haven’t found the right one.”

      “I’m glad you haven’t settled for Mr. Right Now instead of Mr. Right. You deserve all the happiness in the world.”

      “Thank you, honey. What about you? Why are you single?” Peter knew why he was, but Jack was clearly a huge catch. He had his own business, owned a house, was sexy and good-looking, and clearly was as much of a sweetheart as he’d been in high school.

      Jack shrugged. “Starting and establishing a small business like a bakery is not conducive to having a private life. I tried, but the two relationships that made it past a couple of dates couldn’t survive my 3:00 a.m. mornings.”

      “I’m usually heading to bed about then,” Peter admitted. He liked to work on the computer at night when it was quiet and would often go down a rabbit hole trying to find special items for his clients, only to come up for air to find it much later than he’d realized.

      One of Jack’s eyebrows went up. “Out clubbing every evening?”

      “Ha!” Only sometimes. “Working a lot. My clientele tend to be night owls.”

      “Yeah? I wonder why? I’m not being assy or anything. It’s just an interesting element for a lot of your clients to share. Do antiques and night owls go hand in hand?”

      Oh, his sort of antiques sure did…. “You’d be surprised.”

      “Yeah, I guess I would.” Jack chuckled, floured hand curled around the edge of the table. It was a nice, big hand. It would get a lot of coverage.

      Stop it. No kinky thinks about the old boyfriend. Jack was not going to spank him. Not even in jest, he imagined, or in the throes of passion.

      Jack tilted his head back and breathed in deeply. “Mm. I do love the way baking smells. Especially if it involves cinnamon.”

      “Right—it’s deliciously spicy.” Delicious—listen to him.

      “You should smell the place at five in the morning when the bread is baking.” It sort of sounded like an invitation the way Jack said it.

      “I bet I’d just die. It sounds amazing.” Just the smell of the pinwheels cooking was about to do him in.

      “Dying isn’t allowed on my watch,” Jack teased. “I’ll have to bring you some bread on Tuesday. What’s your favorite?”

      “I love a baguette with a piece of cheese best. Nice and simple.” And he could limit himself to a small slice or two. He rarely bought it, as the bread usually went off before he could eat it all, and that was wasteful.

      “I can do that. I make a mean baguette. And there’s a little grocer around the corner with some wicked cheeses.”

      “I bet you do.” He loved that easy, happy confidence. “What do you do in your spare time? Biking? Tiddlywinks?”

      “Tiddlywinks?” Jack laughed. “Is that what we’re calling it now? Actually, I play with my dog, work out, buy groceries… you know, regular stuff. What about you?”

      “I run, work.” Act as a professional online sub when someone needed him. Or when he needed a fix.

      “Antiques keep you busy, eh?”

      “I have a demanding clientele.”

      “Demanding….” Jack almost seemed to purr for a moment before he shook himself and went to the oven to check on their dessert. “They’re looking good.”

      “They smell lovely. So you’re mainly a bread man?”

      “Oh no. But that’s what I need to get up early to make. I do a lot of cookies and bars as well. But I make them in big batches that last a few days. Then I do cakes or tarts or whatever I feel like. When you come in to the bakery, you never know what you’re going to get sweets-wise.”

      “Do you do the big fancy wedding cakes?” Peter was always amazed by what he saw on TV when it came to fancy cakes.

      “I can. Mostly I get birthday cakes and stuff like that. But I’ll do special occasion cakes.”

      “That’s amazing. I’ll let people know.” God, he could see it. Jack making whips-and-chains cakes. He wondered if Jack would be shocked at the prospect.

      “Did you want to see some of the ones I’ve done?” Jack asked, pulling his phone out of his back pocket.

      “I’d love to. Absolutely.” He got up and moved closer to Jack so he could see.

      Jack shifted slightly, letting Peter lean against his solid body. Even in the warm kitchen, Peter could feel the heat pouring from Jack.

      After cueing up the pictures, Jack handed the phone over. “That’s the latest one I did—for a wedding believe it or not. It was for a couple of guys at Tide’s gym.” The cake was four tiers, frosted white, each with a leather collar around it. Simple and classy and definitely for a couple into the lifestyle. A pair of black cuffs made up the topper.

      “Oh my God, that’s gorgeous.” It was classy and lovely and utterly perfect. He could so get Jack more clients, given the quality of the work and the fact that he was willing to include kink.

      Jack looked pleased by his response. He slid a finger to the right on the screen to bring up the next picture. “That’s for a doggy birthday party. It’s not a perfect representation, but I think I did pretty well for it being cake.” This one was a Saint Bernard, the only thing missing some drool, and it was utterly adorable.

      “Look at that. You are really, really talented. Seriously.”

      “Thanks. I definitely enjoy the challenge of the cakes. You can keep scrolling through if you want. There’s about a half a dozen there. My early efforts I deleted. I’m embarrassed I actually charged for them, to be honest.” Jack let his hand drop back to the table, where it rested against the side of Peter’s ass. The accidental touch was warm and lovely, and Peter wanted to rub against it.

      Peter moved from picture to picture, half a dozen or so more, most of them tower cakes with various decorations making them different. The last one was a cake with no frosting or fondant on the sides and a ton of fruit on top and around it.

      “That’s called a naked cake and is very trendy right now.” Jake wrinkled his nose. “I’m not sure I like it, but it’s what the client wanted, and he was really happy with it.”

      “That’s what’s important, right? The customer is always right and all?”

      “Yeah. For the most part. And I will make you a garlic cake if you insist, but I’m going to try really hard to talk you out of it first. And make you pay up front. And it won’t be right!” Jack made a disgusted face.

      “I knew a guy who made a meatloaf cake and iced it with mashed potatoes….”

      “Baby, that’s not cake, that’s weird dinner.”

      He laughed, mostly at the joke, but a very secret part of him was giggly about the “baby.”

      A timer went off, and Jack grabbed a mitt on his way to the oven. He opened the door and peered in. “They’re perfect.” Jack took them out and set them on the table. “I don’t know if you remember, but they’re best as hot as you can stand. You want a glass of milk with yours? Butter melted over them is a given.”

      “Yes, please.” That sounded amazing. Really amazing.

      Jack slipped through a swinging door, then came back with a couple of milk boxes and two straws. “From the fridge in the storefront.”

      Then he put some butter in a small bowl and stuck that in the oven. “Won’t take long to melt. You want help opening your milk? I find I usually have to fight with those containers.”

      Peter grabbed one of the milk boxes and opened it before sticking a straw in it.

      “Wow. You’ve got the touch.” Jack sounded impressed.

      “You want me to do yours?” He never had trouble with them. Maybe it was a finger-size issue. Jack’s were larger than his.

      “Go for it. Please.” Jack grabbed the bowl out of the oven and poured melted butter over the entire batch of pinwheels. “Okay, dig in!”

      “Uhn.” Peter groaned softly. He was going to have to avoid eating for a month, but not only did these look and smell amazing, Jack had specifically made them for him. He took one, nibbling at the cinnamony-sweet goodness.

      “I love the brown sugar and cinnamon together, and the pop of the raisins.” Jack ate half of a pinwheel in one bite.

      “They’re still good. I haven’t had one in years.” Definitely not since he and Jack split.

      “Brings you right back to being sixteen again, doesn’t it?” Jack ate the other half of the sweet and picked up a second.

      “God yes.” Although he wouldn’t go back for love or money.

      “If only we knew then what we know now, eh?”

      “Yeah, no.” He didn’t want to know. At all.

      Jack laughed. “Yeah, it probably would have been wasted on our sixteen-year-old selves. But I don’t think I would have been so quick to let you go.”

      “No, but we both needed to go see new things.” And he was… not the sweet vanilla kid Jack remembered.

      “You got that right. Though I have to say, I like how you’ve grown up, Peter.”

      “Thank you. I appreciate it. Really.” He started trembling, telling himself to chill the fuck out.

      Jack frowned softly and put a hand on his arm. It was warm and wasn’t helping his shivering any. “Are you okay?”

      “I’m fine.” Just wickedly turned on. No worries. La la la la, nothing to see here.

      “You’re shaking,” Jack said softly, meeting his gaze.

      “You’re still beautiful.” That confession damn near choked Peter. He couldn’t do this. Not corseted up, with his cock and nips chained. “I… I should go.”

      “You haven’t even finished your pinwheel. Or touched your glass of milk.” Jack stroked his cheek. “I’m not ready to give you a good-night kiss yet.”

      Peter’s tongue flicked out at the touch and allowed his moan to escape.

      “Peter….” His name was little more than a breath, and Jack slowly closed the space between their lips. He had all the time in the world to turn away from the incoming kiss, from the deep gaze. Jack was giving him the opportunity to say no, to end this before it even began.

      Jack was asking permission to take a kiss, and he should have refused it because he knew they needed different things now.

      Still. One kiss, Peter told himself. One.

      Their lips pressed together, Jack keeping the pressure light, easy. It didn’t seem to matter—Peter felt like he’d been hit by a lightning bolt, electricity jolting through him at the touch of their lips. He reached out to hold on to Jack’s shoulders when he swayed.

      Jack groaned, and the sound vibrated for a moment between their lips. Then Jack deepened the kiss, pressing slightly harder against his lips. Peter opened up, moaning as he wordlessly begged Jack for more.

      It was given to him, Jack slipping his tongue into Peter’s mouth, gentle and sweet. The kiss didn’t stay that way, though. Jack deepened it, sweeping his tongue through Peter’s mouth.

      Peter pushed up on tiptoe, suddenly aching and hungry for more. For a whole lot more.

      The kiss intensified, then Jack backed off and rested their foreheads together. “Oh, I think you could be very dangerous.”

      “You have no idea. Tell me you’ll see me again?” When he could get rid of the piercings, the corset. When he could pretend to be normal. Now that Jack was back in his life, he didn’t want to let go; they had been best friends as well as lovers.

      “I would like that very much, Peter. Very much indeed.”

      “I would too. Very much.” He took another soft kiss, pressing his lips to the side of Jack’s mouth. He felt it when Jack smiled at the touch, and it made him want more—to have Jack deepen the kiss again, to have Jack do things they absolutely shouldn’t do in a place where food was prepared.

      “Can I walk you home?” Jack asked, staying close, staying in his space. Those dark blue eyes were right there, gaze glued to his.

      “Are you sure?” He would love that.

      “I wouldn’t have offered if I didn’t want to. I still want that good-night kiss.” Jack’s eyes sparkled, warm and inviting.

      “That wasn’t my good-night kiss, Jacky?”

      “No. That was a ‘you are irresistible’ kiss. An ‘I wanted to see if the electricity was still there’ kiss. A ‘hello, it’s so nice to meet you again’ kiss.”

      Oh, Jack made him smile, from the inside out. “Then I think you can absolutely walk me home for my good-night kiss.”

      “Excellent. Let me put away the pinwheels. Can I send some home with you? You hardly ate half of yours.” Jack grabbed two little flat boxes and expertly put them together.

      “I’d like that. Between this and supper, I’ll feast tomorrow.” Even if he wound up not eating the pinwheels, he wouldn’t insult Jack by not taking them.

      “You eat like a bird.” Jack put a half dozen of the pinwheels in a box and handed it over. “Just heat them for twenty seconds in the microwave.”

      “I eat tons of little meals, that’s all.”

      “Cool. I eat a lot of baked goods.” Jack patted his belly, which was all abs all the time, so clearly they weren’t doing him any harm.

      “You’re stacked to the ceiling, man. I swear to God.”

      “You like?” Jack flexed for him, making all those muscles ripple.

      “I do.” His mouth watered, in fact. He’d love to climb Jack’s body and ride him like a float in a parade.

      “Good. I like your look too, baby.” Jack’s gaze was indeed admiring.

      “Thank you.” That was the corseting. It made him stand a little straighter and hugged his waist, making him slender. If Jack hadn’t been looking, he would have smoothed the sides of it, simply to feel the shape it gave him.

      Jack offered his arm. “Shall we?”

      Peter added his pastry to his bag of leftovers and took Jack’s arm. “Let’s have at.”

      They went out the same way they’d come in, Jack testing the door to make sure it had locked. Then they made their way back to the sidewalk.

      “To the right. It’s about a half-hour walk from here,” Peter warned, in case that would make Jack change his mind. He had to admit, he really hoped it didn’t.

      “Cool. That’s an extra half hour I get to spend with you.”

      Jack sure did know what to say to make him feel good. What also felt good was walking along the street on Jack’s arm. Jack wasn’t the least bit shy about them being seen together, and it made Peter proud to be escorted by a stud like Jack.

      “I’ll have to take Lacy out when I get home,” he noted as they got closer.

      “And I have to pick Cupcake up from the neighbor when I get home. I imagine he’ll be out in the backyard chasing the squirrels. We should arrange for a playdate for Lacy and Cupcake,” Jack suggested again.

      “I would love that. She’s still a baby, but she adores everybody she’s ever met.” She was just a glorious pile of wagging fur.

      Jack chuckled. “And Cupcake wants to make friends to slobber over.”

      They turned the corner and headed up the street, Exotica’s sign visible there, black and classy. He was proud of his place, of the business he’d built from scratch.
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