
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_1f224daed7fd36f826b9a500aeda0c74_kGWPOa_html_22d0beeb.jpg]

 



[image: tmp_1f224daed7fd36f826b9a500aeda0c74_kGWPOa_html_6bd667c.png]

Published by EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2019 E.D. Parr

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-0011-3

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: CA Clauson

 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 



 


 


 


LIKE A THIEF IN THE
NIGHT

 


 


E.D. Parr

 


Copyright © 2019

 


[image: tmp_1f224daed7fd36f826b9a500aeda0c74_kGWPOa_html_m2f557912.png]


Chapter One

 


Saxon Dearing owned a pied-de-terre on the
outskirts of the city. That summer, after much searching, he’d
chosen it for the huge French windows along the studio balcony,
and for the two skylights in the shape of triangular prisms,
one of which surprised him with a view of stars on clear nights
from his bed. Saxon had meant to buy an apartment closer to the
central business district, but on seeing the light pouring into the
rooms, its location had become secondary for Saxon. He reasoned
that it was close enough to where he worked. He could still walk
there, and Saxon intended only using the apartment three nights a
week anyway. Impatient to secure the place, Saxon offered cash in
settlement, and to his joy, the purchase sailed through rapidly. He
was soon jingling the keys in his overcoat pocket as he rode the
old-fashioned elevator in the building to his second home on the
fourth floor of the converted warehouse. Saxon could have run up
the carpeted stairs, but the ornate metal cage with its diamond
shapes, and the carved oak half-doors of the elevator, gave him a
surge of happiness as he used them.

****

The early autumn morning dawned gray.
Thunder growled in the distance as Saxon drank his breakfast coffee
and gazed out of the French windows. The view of the city resembled
a black and white still, slowly being dappled with muted yellow and
orange lights that flickered on as people arrived in the office
blocks and lit their working environment.

Thursday meant Saxon wouldn’t stay in the
studio apartment that night. He put the dishes he’d used the night
before and his coffee mug into the dishwasher. After setting it
going, he tidied the place before taking a shower and dressing. He
emptied the laundry hamper that included the towel he’d used into
his expensive washer-drier and threw in the detergent capsule. He
never used any other cycle so he snapped the door closed and
pressed the button that shone lime green telling him the machine
was ready to go.

Saxon sang snatches of a favorite song as he
pulled on his overcoat and picked up his grip bag and briefcase.
Rain splattered noisily on the skylights and Saxon glanced up.
Rivulets ran down the apex and disappeared. Saxon presumed
guttering then carried the water away.

As he locked the door, a smile spread on his
face. Saxon knew how lucky he was to leave the city behind for a
whole three days each week. He worked from home on those days. Home
in this instance, being the beach house up the coast given to him
by his grandparents. Deciding against the elevator, Saxon ran down
the stairs to the lobby of the building and froze as the severity
of the downpour became clear. Rainwater pooled outside the door and
practically a stream ran along the sidewalk. Hell, I better get
a cab. He snatched his smartphone from his pocket and pressed
the number he’d allocated to quick call for a taxi company.

****

There’d been no letup in the autumn storm
all day. Twilight fell early and Saxon gazed from his office window
at the lights from nearby office blocks undulating in the sheets of
rain. Flood warnings popped up on his desktop from the two weather
bureaus he subscribed to, bringing a frown to his face. He flicked
his gaze back to the stock market figures with a sigh. Clearly,
he’d be staying in the city at least that night, maybe longer. He
worked until trading closed in New York, and then after calling a
cab, he packed up to go home. Best go home and start work again.
If I stay here, I might not get a cab later. London doesn’t close
for a while anyway…

 



Chapter Two

 


Saxon’s eyelids drooped. He caught himself
before he fell asleep with his laptop balanced on his thighs as he
checked Singapore trading. He logged out, closed the lid, and slid
the machine under his big low bed. It grazed the side of the
baseball bat he kept under there, just in case. A habit left over
from the early days of his career when he lived in a neighborhood
fraught with crime. Saxon had cleaned his teeth earlier, so he
threw the pillow that had supported his back to the other side of
the bed. Fatigued, he dropped to sleep as soon as he lay his head
down.

Some change in the familiar sounds he
generally slept through woke him. He listened without focusing in
the darkness blanketing the sleeping end of his studio apartment.
Then, with a growing sense of dread, as his eyes became used to the
dimness, the realization that someone opened the prismed skylight
over the living area sent a prickle of sensation up his spine. He
rolled silently from his bed, and prone on the warm wooden
flooring, he clasped the baseball bat to his side.

Fearful, but convinced he had the element of
surprise to confront an intruder, Saxon watched as a man, tall, arm
muscles straining, but obviously practiced at the maneuver, hung
through the gap created when he’d pushed the skylight along. Saxon
knew there’d once been a stair to that skylight and the roof, but
the agent told him the builders had sealed off access in the
conversion of the building. He muffled a ragged breath. Should I
rush the guy as soon as he’s in the room? His heart hammered.
Undecided, Saxon lay there, ramrod stiff, clutching his bat.

The man’s feet dangled only a little way
from the floor.

It’ll be raining on my polished floor
through that gap. The thought traveled through Saxon’s troubled
mind. His grimace became a grim smile.

The trespasser dropped with a soft thud. He
strode to the European laundry, and pulled open the right side of
the louvered doors. He brought a broom and closed the skylight from
below. The glass prism slid along easily and the man stilled for a
moment gazing up.

Fucking hell, he knows where things
are. Under cover of the pooled darkness and his bedframe, Saxon
stared as the intruder took the broom back to the alcove room.

The man closed the doors, turned, and after
flipping on the floor lamp standing next to the saloon doors of the
kitchen, went through them.

Saxon waited, confused and shocked.

The lamp cast a soft amber glow over the
immediate area and raindrops glistened in the man’s dark hair as he
arrived back with a wad of paper towel, and cleaned up the
splattering of water on the floor. Then he took off a backpack he
wore, slipped it to the floor by an armchair, and retreated to the
kitchen. In seconds, he was back. He must have left his rain-wet
jacket in the kitchen because he appeared in a dark sweater.

Saxon discovered he was holding his breath,
when, as the guy disappeared through the bathroom door, dizziness
engulfed him. He gathered his courage as he gulped in air. With a
quick rub of his elbow that had supported him on the luckily heated
but hard floor, he stood and rammed his feet into the leather
tartan-lined slippers he favored. Hanging onto his baseball bat,
Saxon crept toward the bathroom, trying not to let the soles of his
slides slap on the parquet. Halfway there he froze.

A line of light from the bathroom fell
across the floor and armchair on that side of the room. Only a
little ajar, Saxon could still hear the unmistakable sound of the
shower through the opening. What the hell? He’s taking a shower.
What sort of burglar takes a shower? Saxon sagged onto the arm
of the chair. Fear and now bewilderment weakened him. He hadn’t
time to do more than stand as the intruder came out of the bathroom
wearing one of Saxon’s big fluffy towels around his waist.

Saxon stared at him. Fuck, I could do
without him being hot. He ran his gaze rapidly over the
delicious hard chest on display and then locked eyes with the guy.
He is gorgeous.

Light from the bathroom lit the young man
from behind. His damp hair stroked his cheeks in unruly strands. He
held his hands up, palms out.

Saxon lifted his baseball bat. “What the
hell do you think you’re doing?” His voice cracked.

The guy nodded at the bat. “You won’t need
that. I’m harmless. I’m sorry. I didn’t expect anyone to be home.”
A contrite expression passed on his handsome face, and then Saxon
was certain amusement replaced it.

Saxon dropped his arm and the bat swung by
his leg. “Clearly.” He glared at the man, but inexplicably couldn’t
summon anger, and in the face of this half-naked gorgeous guy, his
fear disappeared and curiosity filled him. “You’d better explain
yourself.”

The guy ran his hands through his hair
taking it from his face so that he looked even more good looking.
“I … er, I come here Thursday and Friday nights.”

He might have been about to say more as his
perfect lips opened again, but Saxon couldn’t contain his question.
“For how long? I mean, have you been using the place all
summer?”

The intruder shrugged as if defending his
actions. “I have. You’re hardly ever here. I never do any harm. I
tidy up after myself. Have you ever noticed I’ve been here?”

Saxon wasn’t about to let that be an excuse.
“Well, no, but it’s not okay. You can’t just go around using
someone’s home without them knowing.” He gestured around the room
with the bat signifying his territory. The nerve of the intruder
both annoyed and intrigued him. “Who are you?”

For a couple of seconds Saxon thought the
guy was going to offer a handshake as he made a tiny move toward
him, then the man took a deep breath.

“Yes, of course, you’re right. Look, I’ll
dress and leave.”

As if in response to this idea, a huge clap
of thunder overhead made him wince.

Saxon jumped, too.

Heavy rain battered the skylight glass
anew.

Saxon shook his head not understanding why
he did it, but he blinked away apprehension and replied. “It’s the
middle of the night, throwing with rain. Where will you go?”

“I guess I’ll hang around in the building’s
lobby until daylight. There’s a half comfortable chair next to the
hall table.”

The words innocently said, sent unexpected
mirth rippling through Saxon. “I hadn’t noticed. Hey, I can’t toss
you out in this weather, but I’d like to know more—your name, how
you get on the roof, why you picked my place—you know things like
that.” This guy is fascinating.

The man smiled. “Wow … are you sure … well,
thanks. My name’s Jon Palmer. Can I put something on?” He waved a
hand at the backpack next to Saxon.

With a nod, Saxon stepped away. The
sooner you cover up the better, hot stuff.

Jon Palmer passed him. He bent and fished in
the bag.

Saxon held onto a sigh as he
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