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Accidentally On Purpose

By J.M. Snyder


Chapter 1

It’s quarter to midnight on Friday when
Alan’s phone pings with an incoming text.

On our way.

“About bloody time,” he mutters, setting the
phone on the coffee table. He takes a healthy swig of the gin and
tonic he’s been nursing for the past half hour. His stomach aches
anxiously; his palms feel damp. He wipes them on his khakis,
praying it’s condensation from the rocks glass and not
perspiration. At fifty-three, Alan Travers shouldn’t get nervous
like this; hell, he’s too old. But his heart pounds and a vein
throbs in his right temple, and suddenly he feels like he might
throw up.

Get a hold of yourself, man, he
thinks, taking a deep breath. You’re not going to chuck up and
waste good gin.

He checks his phone again, but there are no
more messages. The last one that came in, the one which triggered
this little panic attack of his, still appears on the lock
screen.

On our way. Sent two minutes ago by
Brooks Wallace, Alan’s fourteen-year-old nephew. At this hour he’s
out too late, and with the city curfew in effect, he’s breaking the
law, too.

Alan finishes his drink and sets the glass on
the coffee table. Nervous energy swirls through him and he stands,
running both hands through his short cropped hair. He catches sight
of himself in the mirror above the fireplace and smooths down the
unkempt strands. Once dark, his hair is more salt than pepper now,
and most days he feels more distinguished than old. But today the
determined set to his features emphasizes the lines around his
blue-gray eyes and expressive mouth, making him look older than
he’d care to admit.

He should get another drink.

No, they’ll be here any minute. Brooks is
only at the mall, which isn’t that far away. Besides, he doesn’t
want to get drunk, does he?

At least take your glass into the kitchen,
mate. You want to make a good impression, no?

Alan picks up the glass, untucking the hem of
his button-down shirt to wipe away the ring of water left behind on
the coffee table. He should probably change now, there’s a damp
spot right beside his crotch. Talk about good impressions,
you effing slob. Raised in a barn, were you?

But when he reaches the hallway, he hears a
car’s tires crunch over the gravel in front of his garage.

Too late.

He hurries into the kitchen and deposits the
glass in the sink, then unbuckles his belt, unbuttons his trousers,
and pulls down his zipper all in one fluid motion. With both hands,
he tucks the shirt hem out of sight. He’s rushing, though, and the
damn zipper catches the fabric when he tries to pull it up. “Bloody
hell,” he mutters, tugging on the zipper. Another few
seconds and he’ll simply pull the shirt out again, damp or not, and
hope it covers the stuck fly.

But the fabric comes free with a good, hard
tug, and not a moment too soon, either. As the zipper slides up
over the slight bulge at his crotch, the doorbell rings.

See what you do to me? Alan thinks,
pushing against the front of his trousers. He bites back a moan and
tries to ignore the bolt of pleasure that shoots through him. Maybe
he really should keep his shirt untucked, if only to hide
what’s turning into the start of an erection.

A knock on the front door at the end of the
hall follows the doorbell. Alan almost trips over his feet to
answer. “Coming!”

Standing on his porch is Detective Jim
Garrison with the Richmond police. Dressed in a navy suit and tie,
Garrison is a good decade younger than Alan and it shows. He’s
sternly handsome, with a wide jaw and smooth, clean-shaven cheeks.
His thin lips have a natural redness to them Alan wants to taste.
He wears his thick brown hair short, combing the length on top to
the left. He tilts his head that way, too, as if afraid to ruin the
part. His dark bedroom eyes soften when he sees Alan.

In his gruff voice, Garrison says, “Mr.
Travers, hello.”

“Detective.” Alan wonders if his own voice
sounds as high out loud as it does in his head. Clearing his
throat, he adds, “Nice to see you again.”

Understatement of the year.

“Well,” Garrison drawls, “you might change
your mind when you find out the reason why I’m here.”

Alan presses his lips together to keep from
grinning. “Oh no. Don’t tell me it’s Brooks again?”

“You are aware there’s a curfew for
anyone under eighteen?”

Of course he does. Garrison knows he does.
The detective has been here for the same reason before. More than
once.

“I know, I do,” Alan says. “But I didn’t know
he wasn’t here, honest. Last I heard from him, he turned in around
nine. Long day, you know. He was out at the high school football
game earlier. Here I thought he was upstairs sleeping this whole
time.”

Garrison narrows his eyes, and for a moment,
Alan wonders if the jig is up. Then the detective lets out a weary
sigh. “Yeah, well, he wasn’t.”

“Where’s he now?” Alan leans closer,
pretending to look out at Garrison’s unmarked car but really trying
to catch a whiff of the detective’s cologne. Calvin Klein’s
Eternity, if he isn’t mistaken. Light, sexy, and seductive. He’d
love to wake up with that scent on his pillows.

Get a grip, man. He isn’t here to see
you.

Well, that isn’t exactly true. He is
here to see Alan, but only about Brooks being out after curfew,
again. Even if he does smell damn delicious.

“In the car,” Garrison says. “Front seat,
don’t worry. He isn’t under arrest.”

“Maybe he should be,” Alan mutters. This time
he allows himself a quick smile to show he’s only kidding. Mostly.
“Didn’t he want to get out?”

Garrison turns now, too. The driver’s side
window is down, and through it Alan can see the long black sleeve
of the hoodie Brooks likes to wear. A faint light flickers inside
the vehicle; Brooks on his cell phone, texting someone or playing
one of his games.

Alan leans out a little more, crossing his
arms in front of his chest. The night’s chilly this late. Ducking
down, he can see farther into the car, and for one brief instant,
Brooks glances his way. Alan raises his voice so it carries easily
across the yard. “Coming in sometime tonight then, son?”

Brooks’ dramatic sigh can be heard all the
way to the porch. The phone’s light goes out; a moment later, the
passenger side door opens and Brooks doesn’t step so much as
fling himself out of the vehicle. Angrily the door slams
shut behind him.

In a low voice only Garrison can hear, Alan
murmurs, “Someone has an attitude.”

“It could be worse,” Garrison suggests.

Alan looks at the detective, who’s watching
Brooks approach and can’t see the naked want Alan knows has to be
written all over his face. God, this man. So close Alan could reach
out and touch him, if he dared. Careful, mate, he warns
himself. Don’t go scaring him away just because you’re too damn
eager.

Fighting against everything in him that wants
Jim Garrison, Alan tries to keep his voice steady as he asks, “How,
exactly?”

Garrison shrugs, and in the gesture, Alan
sees a friendliness that makes his heart sing. It’s almost
familiar, as if they might be more to each other than what it looks
like tonight. Garrison raises his voice a little, so Brooks can
overhear. “He isn’t into drugs or alcohol or fighting. You should
see some of the riff raff I have to deal with some nights.”

Brooks has closed the distance between the
car and house, and now he stomps up the porch steps with
exaggerated force. His pale skin stands out against his black
hoodie and jeans; even his hair is black, so dark it looks almost
blue under the porch light.

“He just likes to run off at all hours.” Alan
reaches out and ruffles that thick, inky hair, getting in a good
rub before Brooks ducks out of reach. “You’re lucky you aren’t old
enough to spend the night in jail.”

Brooks glares at Alan from under his dark
fringe. “If I were older, I wouldn’t be picked up for breaking
curfew,” he mutters. “I don’t even know why it matters anyway. It’s
Friday. I don’t have to get up early for school tomorrow.”

“Curfew’s the same every night,” Garrison
says, “school or not. You know that by now. How many times have I
picked you up after eleven?”

Brooks doesn’t answer, just shoves his hands
in his pockets and scuffs his shoe as he frowns at the floor.

“Third time this month, innit?” Alan
asks.

Brooks mumbles something under his
breath.

“What’s that?” Leaning out the door, Alan
cups a hand around his ear. “Speak up, son. I’m a little hard of
hearing.”

Brooks glowers. “I said can I go in
now? God.”

Alan can’t leave it alone. “Are you going to
stay in there this time, then?”

With an aggravated sigh, Brooks pushes past
Alan into the house. He storms upstairs, stomping with more force
than before, if that’s possible.

Alan shares an amused smile with Garrison.
“He’ll tear the house down if he isn’t careful. Thanks again for
bringing him in.”

“No problem.”

Then, to Alan’s surprise, Garrison doesn’t
make any move to leave.

Am I reading this right? Alan barely
dares to hope.

Still, can’t hurt to take a chance, can it?
With a nod behind him, Alan says, “Bit nippy out here. Want to come
in for a minute?”

Garrison gives another easy shrug. “I should
really get back to work.” But he tucks one hand into his pants
pocket and rocks back on his heels. Obviously not in any hurry.

“Just have a cuppa,” Alan offers.

Garrison grins. “I’m on duty, remember.”

“So we’ll leave the whiskey out of yours,”
Alan jokes as he takes a step back. Uncrossing his arms, he
gestures for Garrison to come inside. “After you, detective. I have
coffee, hot tea, fresh lemonade. Pick your poison.”

“Thank you, Mr. Travers.”

Alan closes his eyes as Garrison passes by,
breathing in deep his scent. God, that’s heavenly. He shuts
the door and locks it out of habit. “Please, it’s Alan. Calling me
mister makes me feel ancient.”

“Alan, then.” With a nod, Garrison steps back
to let Alan lead the way. “I’m Jim.”

Oh, don’t I know that. Out loud, Alan
says, “Right. You’re by here often enough, I don’t know how we’re
not on a first name basis already. Follow me.”

As he passes the staircase, he glances up and
sees Brooks leaning on the bannister rail. Alan gives a little
shake of his head in warning.

Brooks just smirks.

* * * *


Chapter 2

The light over the stove gives the kitchen a
warm, homey feel. Alan gestures for Detective
Garrison—Jim—to have a seat at one of the stools at the
breakfast bar, then turns to the Keurig machine on the counter.
“So, what’ll it be, mate?” Alan asks. “Coffee, tea…”

Silently, he finishes the thought with the
rhyme, Or me? He clamps his mouth shut to keep from saying
it out loud.

If the same rhyme occurs to Jim, he doesn’t
mention it. Instead he says, “Coffee’s good. I have another four
hours until I’m off duty. I’ll need something to keep me
alert.”

Alan laughs. “So no decaf then.”

“Yeah, no.” The smile is evident in Jim’s
voice.

As the Keurig heats up, Alan takes the other
stool, pulling it out on the opposite side of the breakfast bar so
he can sit across from the detective. Now that they’re face to
face, alone for once, a nervous silence suddenly fills the air
between them.

This close, Alan can see a network of fine
lines around the corners of Jim’s eyes and mouth, the ghosts of
wrinkles that appear when he smiles. The hair swept back from his
brow still holds the imprints of a comb. His eyes are dark, even in
the kitchen lighting, and Alan can’t quite figure out if they’re
blue or brown. The way Jim ducks his head makes it hard for Alan to
look at them directly. Besides, he doesn’t want to
stare.

But damn, he’s a handsome bloke. A faint
shadow edges his jaw, darkening his skin, and Alan has to clasp his
hands together to keep from reaching out to run a finger over the
thin stubble. What would it feel like beneath his thumb? Against
his cheek?

Bloody hell. This is torture, pure and
simple. Whose bright idea was it to invite this guy into his home,
anyway?

Mine.

Anxiously Alan drums his fingers on the bar
top and tries to think of something, anything, to say.
You offered him a drink. Did you think you’d just sit here and
stare at each other? Gaze lovingly into each other’s eyes? Declare
your undying love for each other, even though you’ve already said
more to him tonight than you ever have before?

What can you two possibly talk about,
anyway?

Alan doesn’t know. Do they even have anything
in common? “So…”

Jim glances over, that tight smile of his in
place. It doesn’t quite reach his eyes, which Alan sees now are a
deeper shade of blue than his own. Whatever he might’ve said next
evaporates as he loses himself in that dark gaze.

I’m too old to be acting like some damn
schoolgirl, he chastises himself. I’m older than this man.
Why the hell can’t I act like it?

Fortunately at that moment the Keurig starts
filling the coffee mug, and it’s the distraction Alan needs. He
retrieves the mug and sets it in front of Jim with a spoon to stir
the hot java. “How do you take it?”

“Some milk, if you have it,” Jim says.
“Sugar…”

“Right here.” Alan places the sugar bowl on
the bar top, too, then gets the milk from the fridge. “I hope two
percent’s okay?”

Jim’s smile is more genuine now. “Sure,
thanks.”

As Jim stirs the coffee, Alan fixes himself a
mug of Earl Grey tea. It doesn’t take long; the Keurig’s all ready
to go. Then he’s back across from Jim again, stirring a spoonful of
sugar into his own steaming mug.

Let’s give this another go, shall we?

“So,” Alan says, blowing on his tea so he can
take a sip. “How’s tricks tonight?”

That earns him a laugh. Jim winces as he
samples his coffee, then sets it down to let it cool. “Oh, you
know. This isn’t exactly New York City. When I’m not on a case, I’m
out at the mall enforcing curfew.” He gives Alan a pointed
look.

Alan sips at his tea. “Brooks is a good boy.
Really he is. A lot of it is he misses his mother.”

Jim arches his eyebrows. “Where is she?”

With a dismissive wave, Alan says,
“Afghanistan. Deployed. She’s in the Army.”

Jim’s gaze drops to Alan’s hands. “I didn’t
know you were married.”

“What? No, I’m not.” Alan frowns at him. “Why
would you think I was?”

“Well, you have a son…”

For a moment, Alan isn’t sure what Jim’s
talking about. Then it hits him and he laughs. “You mean Brooks?
No, mate, he’s my nephew. He stays with me while my sister’s
overseas.”

Is it just him, or does Jim’s smile widen a
little at the news?

Alan hides his own grin with another sip of
tea. “Didn’t you think it a bit strange, fellow as old as me having
a son as young as him?”

“You keep saying you’re old,” Jim points out,
“but you can’t be as old as all that.”

“Older than you.”

Jim counters, “I’d bet not by very much.”

“A wager you’d lose.” Shut up, you stupid
git, Alan thinks. Why is he going on about it? Is he
trying to push Jim away?

Something glitters in Jim’s eyes. “You’re on.
How much?”

Now you’ve done it. “A ten-spot,” Alan
says. “Guess how many years there are between us.”

“Do I have to get it exact?” Jim’s smiling
broadly now.

“Close enough,” Alan tells him. “Within two
years, either way. But let me warn you now, if you
over-guess, I’ll feel horrid.”

Jim studies him for a few moments, silently
assessing him. Trying to guess his age, Christ. This can’t end
well.

Finally Jim takes a gulp of coffee and sighs.
“Well, you keep saying you’re older than me, so I’m not going to
err on the side of caution and say twenty-nine.”

In spite of the anxiety twisting through his
gut, Alan laughs. “Yeah, that’s a bit off the mark, I’m
afraid.”

“For both of us,” Jim adds.

Then he’s staring at Alan again. Studying
him. What is it he sees? Alan would love to know. He’s all
too aware of Jim’s gaze on his face, his hands, his chest. He feels
naked in front of the detective, sure Jim’s using whatever mental
tools are at his disposal to figure out the answer to Alan’s
question. When he looks at Alan, what’s he taking in, exactly? The
dark hair tapering to gray at the temples, the lines around his
eyes and mouth, the worn skin on his knuckles. If he comes back
with anything higher than fifty-five, Alan tells himself,
that’s it, I’m dead. I might as well give it up.

Jim clears his throat, and his smile turns
suddenly shy. “So instead of twenty-nine I’m gonna go with…twenty
years on. Forty-nine.”

“You’re a liar.” But Alan’s more pleased than
he cares to admit. “I don’t look a day under fifty-five and I know
it.”

“This isn’t how old you look,” Jim
reminds him. “Hell, if that’s the case, I’m sure I look
fifty-five some days. I sure as hell feel like it in the
morning.”

Alan shakes his head. “Nonsense. You can’t be
forty yet.”

“Forty-two last August,” Jim says. “Now fess
up. I know you aren’t fifty-five.”

“Not far off, though.” Alan finishes his tea
and gets up to set the mug in the sink.

Jim’s still nursing his coffee. Tapping his
fingers on the side of the mug, he stares at Alan thoughtfully. “So
what then, fifty-one?”

With a look over his shoulder, Alan laughs.
“Higher.”

“Fifty-two?” Jim’s grinning again.

Alan turns and leans back against the sink,
both hands on the stainless steel edge behind him. “Getting
close.”

“Fifty-three.” Jim doesn’t ask this time.

“Ding ding ding!” Alan jokes. “We have a
winner. Get this man a prize.”

Jim scoffs. “I’d hardly call that old.
Eleven years’ difference might matter when you’re sixteen looking
to date someone older, but once you’re over forty, anyone your age
and higher is fair game.”

Alan feels his face freeze in mid-grin. Is
he saying what I think he’s saying? Alan isn’t sure, but he
thinks Jim just said the age difference between them isn’t a
deterrent.

To dating. Whether he knows it or not, he
just implied I’m not too old for him to get involved with. He
specifically said the word date. I heard him.

Minutes stretch out between them, silence
again, this time growing awkward. Part of Alan wants to clarify
things, but another part, a more sensible part—an older
part—doesn’t want to ruin the hope he feels, however fleeting, that
maybe, just maybe, Jim might be interested in him, too.

So ask him.

But no, he can’t. This is the first time
they’ve spent more than five minutes together. They’re just getting
to know each other, really. Alan doesn’t want to rush anything and
risk spoiling it.

Getting a grip on himself, Alan nods at the
mug in Jim’s hands. “You about done with that?”

Jim takes one last swallow, then hands over
the empty mug. “Yeah, good. Thanks. I needed it.”

Alan sets the mug beside his in the sink. “I
guess you have to get back to your…what’s it called, beat?”

“I’m a detective, not a patrolman,” Jim
explains. “I only drive around the mall a bit before midnight to
send home any kids milling around after hours.”

“Kids like Brooks.” With chagrin, Alan says,
“Sorry about that.”

Jim shakes his head. “No, it’s okay. I got a
good cup of coffee out of it, at any rate. And good
conversation.”

Alan waves that away, secretly pleased.
“Nothing more than what you’d find at the Brew. At least I didn’t
spill it on you.”

That earns him a laugh. “That only happened
the once,” Jim reminds him. “And it didn’t even stain my shoes. I
put water on them back at the station like you suggested and the
espresso came right out.”

Hoping to steer the conversation away from
that embarrassing memory, Alan asks, “So if you aren’t going to be
patrolling the mall all night, what is it you do?”

“I’ll head back to the station, do some
paperwork,” Jim tells him. “Hope something gets called in before my
shift is up.”

“When’s that?”

Running a hand through his hair, Jim sighs.
“Four in the morning. These overnights can be a killer.”

“Bet your wife doesn’t like them,” Alan
suggests.

Jim laughs. “No wife, sorry. I’m married to
the job.”

“Girlfriend, then?” Almost teasing, Alan
adds, “Boyfriend?”

Jim’s brows rise up again. “No one. I kind of
have a cat but I’m not really sure I can call it mine. It comes and
goes as it pleases.”

“Don’t they always?” Still, the admission
makes Alan light-headed. His chest feels full, his arms tingly, his
legs weak.

No one, eh? And he didn’t flinch or make some
homophobic comment when asked about a boyfriend, either. So you
might have a chance after all, old man, if you don’t scare him
off.

* * * *


Chapter 3

Alan sees Jim to the door. The detective
stops just outside and turns to give Alan a nod. “Thanks again for
the coffee.”

“Anytime,” Alan tells him. Before he can
think better of it, he adds, “And I mean that. You don’t have to
wait for Brooks to get into trouble to stop on by. You know where
to find me.”

Shut up, he thinks, sure he’s said too
much. You’re ruining a good moment here. Shut up, shut
up.

With a shy grin, Jim ducks his head. It’s a
move Alan finds endearing.

“Well, I’ll have to keep that in mind.” Jim
glances up, meeting Alan’s gaze with a frankness that makes his
heart weak. “Have a good night, Alan.”

“You, too, Jim.”

Wrapping his arms around himself, Alan steps
out to watch Jim walk the short distance to his car. After opening
the car door, he gives a little two finger wave, a playful salute,
before dropping behind the wheel. Alan waits until the car starts
and Jim backs out of his driveway before he steps back inside.

As he’s closing the door, a voice behind him
says, “You owe me.”

Alan turns to find Brooks at the bottom of
the stairs, hands shoved into the pockets of his hoodie, a knowing
smirk on his face that Alan wants to wipe off. “What’s that?”

“You owe me,” Brooks says again. “Pay
up.”

“All right, all right.” Alan fishes his
wallet out of the back pocket of his trousers, grumbling, “You know
I’m good for it. Not like you’re going to the mall again tonight to
spend it now, are you?”

Selecting a ten dollar bill, he folds it in
half between his fingers, then folds it again before he holds it
out to Brooks, who looks at it but doesn’t take it.

“Go on, then,” Alan says, giving the bill an
enticing shake. “You earned it.”

Brooks gives him a sardonic look. “I think I
earned a bit more than that tonight, don’t you?”

Alan’s taken aback. “For what?”

“He was here for a while, wasn’t he?” Brooks
smirks and raises his eyebrows suggestively. “I get ten just for
him bringing me home. I should get more when he decides to
stay.”

“How much more?” Alan asks, indignant. “We
had a cuppa, that was it.”

“But he came in,” Brooks argues. “Things are
heating up between you two. You can’t deny it.”

Alan shakes his head. “Bloody hell! It was
coffee, not a kiss.”

Brooks shrugs. “It’s only a matter of time. I
mean, you like him, it’s obvious he likes you—”

“You think?” Alan’s heart soars at the
thought, and a five joins the ten in his hand. “Why do you think
that? Did he say anything earlier?”

This time Brooks takes the money. “No, but I
can tell.”

Alan scoffs. “You’re fourteen. What do you
know about it?”

“Hey, sex is everywhere nowadays, hello.”

“Cheeky bastard,” Alan mutters. He forces
himself to remain calm as he pockets his wallet. The boy’s just
saying what he thinks I want to hear.

Brooks makes the money disappear. “How’d you
two meet anyway?”

It’s an honest question. Brooks knows Jim
from getting picked up for breaking curfew, but it’s Alan who drops
him off at the mall after hours in the first place. And why? So Jim
will bring him back, and hopefully Alan can steal a moment or two
with the sexy detective. Pretty good gig for ten bucks, if he says
so himself.

And tonight…how did Brooks put it?
Things are heating up between us.

God, I hope so.

But how did he meet Jim in the first
place?

* * * *

The short answer is at the Brew Inn, a coffee
shop near the bank where Alan works as a financial advisor. For the
past thirty years he’s stopped at the Brew every morning for a
double espresso, extra hot, and an orange scone before heading into
the office. Most of the time while he stands in the queue, his nose
is buried in the newspaper, which he folds to the dimensions of the
daily crossword. Tucking his briefcase in the crook of his arm, he
leans the paper on it and fills in the puzzle with a ballpoint pen
while waiting to order. Or rather, waiting to pay—he’s been coming
in for so long, all the staff know what he wants by now. When he
reaches the counter, he pays with exact change and then steps to
the side of the till, still lost in the crossword, until his
espresso is ready.

On the day he first met Jim, Alan was on a
roll with the puzzle and didn’t glance behind him before stepping
out of line. There was a muffled oomph and a sudden hand
pressed into the small of his back. Alan was already apologizing as
he turned. “Sorry, mate—”

His elbow caught the edge of a saucer someone
held, causing the muffin on it to fall on the floor. “Oh, bugger
all!” He tried to grab the pastry and only ended up knocking over
his double espresso, which the server had set on the counter
moments before. Hot liquid splashed his good Chelsea boots as well
as the polished Oxfords of the man behind him, whose dirty muffin
also got soaked.

“Bloody hell, I am sorry. Jesus. What a
mess.” Alan tucked the newspaper and ballpoint into his coat
pocket, then grabbed a handful of napkins off the counter.
Squatting, he patted the dark splotches on the man’s shoes, which
would dry and stain if they weren’t cleaned away quickly.

Without looking up, he advised, “You’re going
to want to get some cold water on these so they don’t stain. I’m
doing a botched job.”

“It’s okay.” The man caught Alan by the arm
and helped him stand. “Really, it’s cool. No worries. It was an
accident.”

“Let me at least buy you another muffin.”
Dabbing the lapels of the man’s suit, Alan looked up, and anything
else he might’ve said evaporated as easily as the breath in his
lungs.

Course I have to embarrass myself in front
of someone like this. Jesus Lord, but there was something
subtly sexy about the stranger, from his rugged features to his
combed back hair to his dark eyes and the easy confidence he
exuded.

“I’m really sorry,” Alan said again faintly.
“Let me make it up to you. Please. What kind of muffin was it?”

The man shook his head. “No, really, it’s
fine.” Glancing past Alan, he added, “My partner already got me a
replacement, so we’re all good.”

Partner. The word conjured in Alan’s
mind an image of a young buck, strapping and built, wearing nothing
but a smile as he fed this handsome man a muffin piece by
piece.

Then the image changed, and it was Alan
himself nude before the man, crumbling the muffin between his
fingers and placing them on the man’s soft, thin lips. A jolt of
lust shot through him and he jerked, dropping his briefcase. The
edge of it landed in the spreading pool of cooling coffee, which
splashed his pant legs this time.

“Bugger, I’m—God.” When had he become so damn
skittish? And why
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