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The lunch rush was anything but rushed. It was Tuesday, so I hadn't expected much in the way of alcohol traffic at the pub. I polished the long wooden bar top for what felt like the hundredth time. The place was full, but very few people were drinking. It was the office crowd filling the pub. Government workers, lawyers, and business meetings making up the customer base.

Plus, it was only March. Cruise ship season was still months away. When those cruise ships started showing up in May, the city of Victoria would swell in population by 3,000 to 4,000 people each day. We would be slammed, and I would walk away, pockets stuffed with cash from tips every single day. I just needed to survive until then.

My needs were simple. I had a bachelor's apartment downtown, close to the pub. I could walk to and from work. Except in winter, when I opted for a taxi. Not that it got that cold here. Living on Vancouver Island meant our temperature swings were moderated by the Pacific Ocean. Other than the apartment, I wasn't one to spend a lot of money. I had a modest wardrobe. My only extravagant expenses were dining out and drinking with friends.

I hauled open the dishwasher and removed the first of the few glasses that needed to be put away. The usually overloaded machine looked sparse. I started with the pint glasses, wiping them down, and arranging them on the shelf above my head. At least the sun was shining. It was casting long rays of warmth across the bar top. I did a quick survey of the customers I had seated at the bar. Their drinks were topped up, and they were halfway through their meals.

I pivoted when the small printer with my next order sprang to life. In addition to the few people I had sitting at the bar, I was the only one on bar duty available to fill the servers' orders. They weren't allowed behind the bar. I started pulling the requested pints of beer.

"You have any plans for the weekend, Adam?"

Kelly tapped on the bar top as she waited for her order. She was one of the servers who had been with the pub for years. We started around the same time. Seven years later ...

"Working. I'm booked for Friday and Saturday night."

"I was surprised to see you dominating the schedule."

I sighed. Me too. But I needed the money. Rent was due next week, and I was barely going to have enough. Never mind eating. "Cash is running a bit low."

"I hear you." Kelly set the four pints I had pulled for her onto her tray. "I'm thinking about getting a roommate again. Now that I've recovered from the last one."

"Have you managed to repair all the damage?"

Kelly leaned against the counter, whispering. "I had to have someone come in on the sly to fix everything. If my landlord had found out my place had been turned into a destruction zone, I would probably have been kicked out. Cost me a damned fortune."

"Maybe see if someone from work needs a place. At least you'll know them."

"That's what I'm thinking." She reached forward and touched my arm. "You looking?"

"Nah, I'm good. My little apartment suits me."

"Shame." Kelly shrugged. "Well, back to work for me. Talk later."

"Sure." I wiped down the counter where the damp pint glasses had been. My bar top mats were all in the dishwasher. Whoever had closed last night hadn't bothered to deal with them. I pulled them out, gave them a shake, and set them where the servers retrieved their drinks.

I looked toward the double entry doors, and a familiar face appeared, bobbing toward the bar seating. Mark. He was a regular. Came in at least three times a week. He was an assistant of some kind at the government buildings. I smiled, mirroring the grin he always seemed to have on his face. Mark was an optimist. We had many conversations about it during his lunch break.

I set a menu in front of him as he slid onto a barstool facing me. Not that he needed it. Today, being Tuesday, meant he would have fish and chips and a pint of IPA.

"Good afternoon." Mark pushed the menu back toward me. "I won't need that." As he spoke, he watched me. His hazel eyes always had a glint in them that I found amusing. There was a mischievous streak beneath his incredible lashes.

"Fish and chips?"

"And an IPA"

I lifted the menu from the bar top and rang in his order. Having done that, I returned to him and leaned on the bar. He was beautiful to look at, Mark. Not just because he was always smiling. Although that was a selling feature. No, Mark was classically gorgeous ... like an Adonis.

Truth be told, he made my mouth water.

"Your week going all right?" I laid his cutlery in front of him.

"Busy. I have a lot of paperwork to catch up on. Not that I'm complaining. I like being busy. Keeps my mind occupied."

"Don't know that I could sit at a desk all day."

Mark laughed. "By the time I finish my daily workout routine, sitting down is a bonus."

I nearly groaned. I had no idea what Mark looked like under his business attire. He appeared damned fine in it, and hearing he worked out every day sent tingles to my toes.

Of course, I wouldn't be doing anything about that. My attraction to Mark. My escapades with men remained firmly casual things I engaged in only very rarely. Besides, Mark was probably straight, and I wasn't out as gay. Even if I were out, I would never dare do anything as adventurous and risky as flirt with him. There were boundaries. Personal relationships and work didn't mix. Mark would remain firmly in the customer category.

Some of my other customers were finishing their lunches. I had laid their checks out in front of them as soon as their food arrived. Most preferred a quick exit so they could adhere to their one-hour lunch break. Credit cards were making appearances out of wallets.

"Back in a sec," I said to Mark and went to collect payments. That done, I returned to him. I'm sure there were other things I could be doing, but I preferred to torture myself by remaining in his company while he was waiting for his food to arrive.

Mark took a sip of his beer. He always ordered a pint but never finished it. It was probably frowned upon at work to show up tipsy. I watched his lips as they encased the glass edge. Damn, but they were sensuous—full and wet. I went back to polishing the bar, needing to distract myself. It wouldn't be the first time my cock had taken interest in my observations of Mark.

Sometimes I dreamed about him. He was the best part of my week.

"Any plans for the weekend yet?" I asked.

The food runner set Mark's lunch in front of him. I placed a bottle of ketchup and a malt vinegar dispenser on the bar for him. He liked the malt flavor on his fish. Ketchup on his fries.

"Cycling. Gonna head up into the mountains and hit some trails. You?"

"Working nights." I smiled at him. "Sleeping days."

Mark held a fry up and waved it at me. "Now see ... I couldn't do that. I prefer my nine-to-five, Monday-to-Friday job. It's predictable. I can arrange the rest of my life around it."

"In my dreams."

"You have other career plans?" Mark cut into his fish, chopping it up and dousing it in vinegar. His plate was swimming in the amber liquid by the time he finished shaking it on.

I shrugged. "I went to college. Got a basic degree. Majored in psychology." I looked around, taking in my surroundings. "This pays better than any job I could find."

Mark popped some fish into his mouth. He was even sexy when he chewed, exuding happiness and contentment. He nodded as he worked his way through his fish, emitting little happy chewing noises. He was adorable. I really should have left him alone to eat, but I couldn't pull myself away. There was something extra sultry about him today. Perhaps it was his cologne.

I had to leave him to it when the hostess seated two people at my bar. The new customers had questions. Lots of them. By the time I was finished with them, Mark was polishing off the last of his lunch. He lifted his check. As usual, I had given him a fifteen percent discount. It was at my discretion, the discount. I liked to reward my regulars. Keep them coming back.

Mark withdrew cash from his wallet. That was another habit of his. He always paid in cash ... and he tipped well. As a government employee, he must be making some decent coin.

"See you Thursday?" I took the cash. He wouldn't be expecting change.

"Nah." Mark shook his head. "I'm taking a few days off work. I have friends coming into town tonight—they're staying a few days. I want to spend some time with them."

"See you next week then." I gave him a cocky salute. He turned away, then turned back.

"Wouldn't miss it." He winked at me and then headed for the door.

I just about melted. It had been casual—strictly friendly, the wink, but it had fired up my imagination. The rest of the afternoon, I was distracted. The man could turn my insides to jelly.

Heading home, I replayed our conversation, wishing I were into cycling. I sighed as I reached my door. And what would I do with that? Invite myself along on his weekend of mountain biking? That would be crossing the boundary. I had no intention of doing that.

I flicked on my lights and looked around my small apartment. It was tidy, at least. I threw my keys on the kitchen counter. A nap and dinner were on the slate, then I was going out with friends—hitting the bars. It was essentially my weekend now. I didn't work again until Thursday. Another lunch shift. I usually looked forward to it, having Mark come in for his Thursday shepherd's pie. Now I would be denied that pleasure.
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