
Table of Contents

Kissed by Surprise (Nothing to Hide, #19)

CHAPTER ONE — The First Spark

CHAPTER TWO — A Kiss That Lingers

CHAPTER THREE — Something New Between Them

CHAPTER FOUR — Hidden Corners

CHAPTER FIVE — The Elevator Moment

CHAPTER SIX — Coffee Break

CHAPTER SEVEN — After-Hours Sparks

CHAPTER EIGHT — Playful Teasing

CHAPTER NINE — Evening Confessions

CHAPTER TEN — Unexpected Laughter

CHAPTER ELEVEN — Closer Than Ever

CHAPTER TWELVE — A Walk Under the Stars

CHAPTER THIRTEEN — Quiet Moments, Bold Feelings

CHAPTER FOURTEEN — Vulnerable Hearts

CHAPTER FIFTEEN — Together at Last


Kissed by Surprise

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE — The First Spark
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The office was unusually loud for a Monday morning—phones ringing, keyboards clacking, the sales department celebrating some early triumph. Mike adjusted his glasses and kept his head down, quietly sorting spreadsheets as he always did. Numbers made sense. People... less so.

But even from his cubicle at the far end of accounting, he could hear Brian’s voice—rich, confident, a spark of charisma in every word. Brian didn’t just walk through the office; he charged it, like he carried his own orbit and everyone else followed the gravity.

Mike tried not to stare when Brian appeared at the break room doorway, laughing with two other sellers, his smile bright enough to soften even the harsh fluorescent lights.

“Morning, Mike,” Brian said, stepping inside.

Mike felt his heart skip. Brian always did that—noticed him, greeted him, made him feel seen. Not many people did.

“G-good morning,” Mike managed, fighting the warmth rising to his cheeks.

Brian grabbed a fresh cup of coffee, then leaned against the counter with that effortless confidence. “Busy day ahead?”

Mike nodded. “Monthly reports.”

“Ah. The stuff that actually keeps the company from collapsing.” Brian grinned. “You’re a hero, you know.”

Mike blinked. “I’m... not really...”

But Brian was already chuckling softly. “One day you’ll believe it.”

A silence followed—not awkward, but charged. Brian’s eyes lingered on him just a second too long, curious, warm, almost amused. Mike quickly looked away, pretending to fix his sleeves.

“Oh—Brian!” someone from sales called. “We need you!”

Brian gave Mike one last lingering look. “Duty calls. But hey... don’t disappear into numbers all day, okay?”

Then he was gone—leaving Mike standing alone, pulse racing, coffee forgotten.



The day moved quickly—meetings, deadlines, emails—but the one thing Mike couldn’t shake was that look. That little moment. It replayed in his mind, making him smile at his desk like a fool.

By afternoon, a message popped up on his screen.

Brian M.: "Got a minute? Need help."

Mike’s eyebrows lifted. Brian never asked him for help before. He typed quickly:

Mike A.: "Yes, sure. What do you need?"

A moment later:

Brian M.: "Room 3B. It’s quieter there."

Mike swallowed, suddenly nervous. He grabbed his notepad and headed down the hall.

Room 3B was empty except for Brian leaning against the conference table, arms crossed, shirt sleeves rolled up. He looked... unfairly good.

“What do you need help with?” Mike asked softly.

Brian stepped closer, smile slow and warm. “Honestly? I just needed an excuse to get you alone.”

Mike froze.

Brian moved another step closer—close enough for Mike to smell the faint spice of his cologne. “You’re always hiding behind your desk, Mike. I wanted to see you without it.”

“I—I don’t hide,” Mike whispered, though even he knew it wasn’t true.

Brian’s grin widened. “You do. And it’s adorable.”

Mike’s breath caught.

A moment passed. Long. Heavy. Electric.

Brian hesitated just a second—just enough for Mike to know he was giving him a choice.

Mike didn’t move away.

Brian leaned in—slow, warm, careful—and pressed the softest kiss to Mike’s cheek.

Mike’s eyes widened. His breath trembled.

Brian whispered, “Just a start.”

Then he stepped back, giving Mike room... and leaving him completely breathless.
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CHAPTER TWO — A Kiss That Lingers
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Mike didn’t remember walking back to his desk. He didn’t remember sitting down, didn’t remember clicking his mouse or staring blankly at his monitor while his heart beat fast enough to drown out the noise of the office.

All he knew was Brian kissed him.
Not on the lips—yet—but close enough that Mike still felt the warmth on his cheek. Close enough that his skin tingled whenever he thought about it. Which was... every two seconds.
He pressed a hand to his face and exhaled, trying to steady himself.

He barely knew what to think.
Brian was confident, magnetic, the office star, someone who could charm anyone just by walking near them.
And Mike... well, Mike was good at two things: spreadsheets and being invisible.
But Brian didn’t treat him like he was invisible. Not today.
Not ever, really.
“Mike?” a voice whispered from across the cubicle wall. It was Jenna from HR, peeking over with a smirk. “You look like someone just told you you’re getting promoted.”

He straightened sharply. “What? No. Nothing happened. I’m fine.”

Jenna squinted. “Uh-huh. That’s exactly what someone says when something definitely happened.”

He turned pink. “It’s really nothing.”

“Alright,” she said, retreating with a knowing grin, “But if you need to talk about... anything... I keep secrets.”

Mike buried his face in his hands. The office was too small, too loud, too observant. How was he supposed to function when Brian was somewhere in the building looking like sin and confidence in a button-down shirt?



Later That Afternoon

Brian found him again. Of course he did.

Mike was carrying a stack of binders to the archive room when Brian appeared beside him like he’d just materialized from thin air.

“Need help?” Brian asked, already reaching for half the load.

“I can—uh—handle it,” Mike said, voice cracking like he was thirteen again.

Brian took the binders anyway, brushing against his hand. “Humor me.”

Together, they walked down the hall. Mike tried not to stare. Brian tried not to smile too obviously. They failed equally.

Inside the archive room, surrounded by shelves of dusty paperwork, Brian set the binders down... then leaned against the table with that same slow confidence that made Mike feel warm and dizzy.

“Did I freak you out earlier?” Brian asked softly.

Mike blinked fast. “No. Just... surprised.”

“That was the idea.” Brian’s eyes softened. “You don’t get surprised very often. You’re always thinking, always controlled. I kind of wanted to shake you up.”

Mike’s breath faltered. “Why?”

Brian didn’t hesitate. “Because I like you.”

The sentence landed like a lightning bolt.

Mike’s voice was barely audible. “You... like me?”

Brian stepped closer, close enough that Mike could see the gentle curve of his smile. “A lot. And for a long time.”

Mike’s heart slammed against his ribs. “But... why me? You could choose anyone.”

Brian reached out, brushing a strand of hair from Mike’s forehead with surprising gentleness.

“Because you’re not like anyone else,” he whispered. “You’re thoughtful. Kind. You listen. You care about people even when they don’t notice you doing it. And you have these eyes that make it hard to walk away.”

Mike swallowed, overwhelmed.

“And,” Brian added with a laugh, “because you turn bright red every time I look at you. It’s honestly killing me.”

Mike covered his face with both hands, embarrassed.

Brian laughed softly and pulled Mike’s hands gently down. “Hey... don’t hide from me.”

Mike looked up.

Brian looked at him like he was something precious.

Slowly, carefully, Brian placed a hand on Mike’s waist.

“Can I...?” Brian whispered.

Mike nodded before he even thought about it.

Brian leaned forward—

—but this time Mike met him halfway.

Their lips touched softly, hesitantly, but with unmistakable sweetness.
A kiss full of promise.
A kiss that made Mike’s knees go weak.
A kiss that said this was not a mistake. Not a fantasy. Not a dream.
When they parted, Brian rested his forehead against Mike’s.

“Now,” Brian murmured, smiling, “that was more than just a surprise.”

Mike’s lips curled into the smallest, shyest, happiest smile he’d worn in years.
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CHAPTER THREE — Something New Between Them
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Mike floated through the next morning like he’d been plugged into a power source. Electricity buzzed under his skin, excitement flickered behind every thought, and his lips still tingled from the kiss he absolutely couldn’t stop thinking about.

He tried to calm down.
He tried to act normal.
He failed spectacularly.
He walked into the office break room, immediately froze, then spun around because Brian was standing there pouring coffee like some kind of god in fitted dress pants. But Brian turned just in time to catch him trying to escape.

“Mike,” he said warmly, voice smooth and soft, “good morning.”

Mike’s heart did a somersault. “Morning.”

Brian took two cups of coffee—one his usual black, one sweet with a dash of cinnamon—and held the second out to Mike.

“You remembered how I take it?” Mike asked, surprised.

Brian gave him a small, teasing smirk. “I remember everything about you.”

Mike almost melted into the floor.

They stood there for a moment, sipping coffee, exchanging shy glances that felt far more intimate than yesterday’s kiss. Every time their eyes met, Brian’s smile grew, and Mike’s cheeks warmed.

“So...” Brian said, stepping a little closer, “are you free for lunch today?”

Mike blinked. Lunch? With Brian? In public?

“Um... yeah,” he said, sounding far more breathless than he intended.

“Good,” Brian replied, tapping Mike’s cup with his own. “It’s a date.”

Mike nearly choked on his coffee.



Lunchtime — The Courtyard Garden

Brian chose a small, quiet courtyard outside the office building—stone benches, potted plants, sunlight filtering through the vines. The kind of place Mike passed every day but never really noticed until now.

They sat across from each other, sharing sandwiches and an awkward level of eye contact.

“So,” Brian said, leaning forward with his elbows on his knees. “Are you always this quiet with people you like?”

Mike swallowed hard. “I’m... just not good at this.”

Brian tilted his head. “Good at what?”

Mike hesitated. Everything? Talking? Breathing?

“This,” he said softly, gesturing vaguely between them.

Brian’s face softened. “You don’t have to impress me. I already like you.”

Mike’s chest tightened in the best, most unreal way.

“You don’t get it,” Mike whispered. “Guys like you don’t usually notice guys like me.”

Brian frowned—not offended, more disappointed that Mike felt that way.

“Hey,” he said gently. “I notice you because you’re worth noticing. And because you’re not like everyone else.”

Mike looked down, overwhelmed, until he felt Brian’s fingers brush lightly against his hand—just a touch, just enough to say I’m here.

Then Brian laced their fingers together.

Mike sucked in a quiet breath, looking up quickly. “Brian...”

“Can I hold your hand?” Brian asked.

“You already are,” Mike whispered.

Brian smiled softly. “Good. Because I’ve wanted to for weeks.”

Mike’s heart fluttered. “Weeks?”

“Okay,” Brian admitted, rolling his eyes at himself, “months.”

Mike







d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
NOTHING
TO HIDE

M

4
7

Kissed by Surprise ==
9,

Josh Nelson





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





