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Chapter One

 


“Come on, come on,” Adrian said, pressing the
key for the elevator. While he waited, he loosened his tie and
sighed, relieved that the workday had finally fucking ended. He’d
had to stay late. Again. And he’d had to handhold the team, talking
them through the revision control process again. They’d managed to
screw it all up anyway, hence his late night, fixing all of their
mistakes. And where was his boss? Out playing golf on Long Island
somewhere. Again.

He looked at his phone, then growled when the damned
battery beeped and it died right there in his hands. He glanced
back up the hall to the double doors that led to the open concept
office of his company. He kept a charger at his desk, but he’d
forgotten to plug his phone in, and he really didn’t want to go
back and wait around for it to come back to life.

“Screw it,” he muttered, shoving it into his
pants pocket. He didn’t need to know the exact time. He knew it was
after eight on a Friday night. Sure, he could hit a bar, or call up
a friend or two and hang out, but honestly? All he wanted right now
was his bed. And maybe a quick hand job so I can sleep well
instead of tossing and turning, he thought, grimacing. At
least I have the weekend off, for once.

He stared at the brass doors, but they didn’t open.
Do not press the button, he told himself as his hand
twitched. It wouldn’t help. It never helped. It was simply human
nature to keep pressing the button over and over again, but he’d be
damned if he’d be one of those people. When the down arrow finally
binged, he rolled his shoulders and waited. When the doors slid
apart, he hurried inside before they fully opened and stabbed his
finger at the lobby button. “Time to go,” he muttered, already
thinking about how good it would feel to take off his shoes and
sprawl on the sofa with his air conditioner turned on full blast.
Manhattan’s latest heatwave was making everyone irritable.

“Late night?”

The hair on the back of Adrian’s neck prickled.
Was that— He spun around. Oh, yeah, it was Mr. Hottie
Lee from the top floor. Adrian willed his dick to stay the hell
down, but it was a close thing as he took in the twinkle in the
older man’s warm brown eyes. They’d said “hello” on the elevator
often, and he’d seen the man here and there in the building, but
they’d never managed a conversation. From the rumors Adrian had
heard, Mr. Greyson Lee was a nice guy, but stern if you crossed
him. Given that he dressed like a billionaire, Adrian could
understand how Mr. Lee’s demeanor might intimidate some people, but
he’d always found the guy absurdly hot.

And he’s waiting for you to respond, so stop
daydreaming about taking off all of his clothes and focus, he
told himself as he cleared his throat. “Hey, Mr. Lee. I didn’t see
you,” he said, wincing when his voice cracked.

Mr. Lee smiled. “I can be stealthy when I have
to.”

Stealthy? Adrian had no idea what the man was
talking about. Mr. Greyson Lee was the man who’d occupied most of
Adrian’s jack-off fantasies for the past year, ever since they’d
first met in this very elevator. The man had to be at least forty,
given the hint of silver in his dark hair and beard, but he
certainly didn’t look like he was fifteen years older than Adrian.
Greyson Lee’s height and bulk always surprised him. Weren’t Asian
dudes supposed to be short? But then, rumor had it that Greyson Lee
was biracial, so perhaps that explained the man’s height. You
need to stop listening to every rumor you hear, he reminded
himself. And stereotyping people isn’t cool, either. He felt
his face heat up. He hated feeling this awkward.

Mr. Lee leaned back against the railing and crossed
his arms, showing off his bulging biceps. He had his dark
button-down shirt open at the throat and rolled to his elbows. “You
should tell your bosses not to work you so hard.”

With difficulty, Adrian tore his gaze away from the
hint of a tattoo he saw on Mr. Lee’s forearm. “Ha, yeah. As if. I’m
the only one who seems to understand revision control,” he said,
rolling his shoulders again, more from frustration than anything
else. He’d been riding this very elevator with this guy at least
once a week for the past year, and they never got beyond small
talk. Even if he’s queer, he’s way out of your league,
Adrian. He swallowed, feeling like a fourteen year old. He
reminded himself that he was a twenty-five-year-old professional
software engineer, but it didn’t help.

“Ah. That’s tricky stuff, Mr. Hughes,” Mr. Lee
said, half smiling. He looked like he had a secret.

Adrian grimaced. “Please. It’s not that difficult.
All they need to do is follow the process I wrote out. In great
detail.” He shut up and forcibly pushed away thoughts of work. If
he didn’t, he’d be up all night worrying about what the others on
his team would break next. “What about you, Mr. Lee?” he asked
instead, wondering yet again if the guy was straight or gay or
what. Mr. Lee had great hair, and amazing taste in shoes, but that
didn’t mean diddly. He should know. Adrian was as gay as you could
get, and if his sister hadn’t helped him pick out his clothes, he’d
probably go to work wearing jeans and a black t-shirt. He had
zero fashion sense. “It’s Friday, and it’s late, and yet
here you are.” He smiled. “Stuck on an elevator.” From the corner
of his eye, he watched the numbers on the display count down.
Thirty-one, thirty, twenty-nine…

“Mr. Lee? That sounds like you’re talking to
my father,” The older man chuckled. “We’ve been riding the same
elevator for months. You can call me Greyson.”

Adrian forcibly battled back a blush, mentally
cursing his fair skin. “Then you need to call me Adrian,” he
managed, wondering if he looked as ridiculous as he felt. He
gripped his laptop bag tighter. Like a security blanket, he
thought, annoyed with himself. He really sucked at the whole social
interaction thing.

“Adrian,” Greyson said, voice dipping into a
lower register.

Adrian lost his war with his dick. Thank God his bag
covered his erection. “So,” he began, searching for something witty
to say. Anything, really, would do, but his brain stuttered to a
halt when he caught Greyson staring at his hands. What the hell
is he looking at? he wondered, and then the elevator lurched to
a halt so abruptly that he nearly dropped his laptop as his arms
flailed out. He stumbled, and then Greyson put his hands on him,
steadying him as the elevator shuddered.

Adrian sucked in a shocked breath, not sure if he
was freaking out because the damned elevator broke or
because Greyson was practically on top of him. The older man
smelled like coffee and cologne, two of Adrian’s favorite scents.
His dick swelled even more, and he tightened his fingers around his
bag until the handle creaked. A sharp clang sounded from somewhere
above them, and then the lights flickered off. “Oh, shit,” he said,
as the emergency lights clicked on. “That’s not good.”

Greyson grimaced. “Are you okay?” He didn’t let go
of Adrian’s arms. His hands were very warm.

Adrian looked at him, mind racing down a dozen
inappropriate alleyways. “What just happened?” he finally asked,
reminding himself not to lean into the guy. He doesn’t want you
climbing him like a tree, idiot.

Greyson let go of Adrian and ran a hand through his
hair, mussing up his neat style. Adrian wanted to brush back the
longish strand that fell across Greyson’s forehead so badly that he
took a step back before his hands reached out independently of his
brain.

“My guess? Brownout,” Greyson said, sounding
resigned. “This heatwave is messing with the power grid.” He made a
face. “Life in the city,” he added wryly.

Adrian’s biceps felt oddly light after Greyson’s
strong grip. “That’s bad. That’s very, very bad.” He wasn’t
claustrophobic, but he didn’t relish being trapped in a small box
with no way out, and no way to know when they’d be rescued. “My
cell phone died right before I left work.”

Greyson pulled his out of his pocket, then frowned
as he looked at the display. “Huh.”

“What?” Adrian waited for Greyson to call for
help. “What does ‘huh’ mean?”

Greyson held his cell phone out, showing Adrian the
blank display before sliding it back into his pocket. “My battery
is at zero.”

Adrian blinked. “Wait, what? How is that possible?”
What were the odds of both of them having dead phones at the
same time?

Greyson sighed. “It’s possible because I forgot to
plug it in this morning, and I had meetings all day.” He shrugged.
“I often forget to charge it. I don’t usually have time to fiddle
with my phone during the day.”

That makes sense, dammit, Adrian thought,
disgusted with himself all over again for forgetting to plug his
in. “Today is the first time I’ve ever forgotten to charge mine,”
he heard himself say, as if from far away. Meanwhile, his brain was
racing in circles, yelling, I’m stuck in an elevator with Mr.
Hottie! over and over.

Greyson raised his brows but didn’t speak. Instead,
he walked over to the panel and popped open the emergency phone
slot. “Hello? Hello? Anyone there?” He waited a beat, and then put
it back on its hook. “It’s dead.” He pushed the emergency button a
few times. Nothing happened, and he snorted. “Not surprising. I’ve
been nagging building maintenance for the past three months about
the elevators, but it takes forever to schedule service.”

“No.” Adrian absolutely could not accept that
he wasn’t going to get to
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