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Adam lifted his head at the potent fragrance that reached him. Puzzled, he took a deep, inconspicuous breath through his nose and mouth. He frowned, concentration on the book he’d been reading lost as he tried to distinguish what it was. This particular scent itself was unique; he knew damn well he’d never come across it before, yet it seemed familiar somehow. It teased his senses, tantalized his memory, until Adam suddenly recognized it—the musky, rich aroma of an aroused male. Startled, because the only person it could come from was the man sitting across from him beyond the width of the dining table, Adam turned in his direction. His hands slipped, the braille dots beneath his fingertips suddenly losing their meaning. Oh God, this was not good.

Biting back a moan as his cock thickened and swelled in reaction, Adam sat as still as he could, listening for any sign that Luke had noticed the extra level of sexual tension that filled the room. He didn’t really need to worry; Luke obviously had no idea how he affected Adam, and Adam was not about to tell him. Jesus, what kind man did that to another? He took another deep breath; this time it was to clear the sexual haze that was fogging his mind. He needed to get Luke away from him before he made a fool of himself.

“Luke?” God, even saying his name was enough to send a tingle to Adam’s balls. He really needed to get Luke out of his living room. It would give both of them a chance to cool off. When he didn’t receive an answer, he tried again, louder. “Luke?”

“Fuck.” The softly spoken curse could have been shouted. Luke still hadn’t realized Adam’s hearing was acute, not that they’d spoken to each other enough for Luke to have figured that out.

“Are you all right?” Adam asked, deciding tact would better suit his purpose. Not being able to read the nuances on people’s faces, Adam usually found it easier to be direct. However, asking Luke why he was turned-on would probably be going too far, and Adam didn’t really want to know.

“What?” Luke shuffled the pages he was holding in his lap.

“I asked if you were all right.”

“Why?” Luke shifted in his seat, and Adam had to stop an image of Luke adjusting his erection. It would be slim, Adam decided, but long.

“You seem...distracted.” Yeah, and so was he now.

This time the curse was not much more than Luke moving his lips. Maybe Luke was embarrassed; maybe he needed to go and find some relief. Shit, thinking of Luke jacking off was not a good idea. Not right now, at least.

He tried again. “Do you need to take a break?” he asked, needing one of his own. From the moment he’d first inhaled Luke’s scent and heard his voice, Adam had been in a constant state of arousal. Most of the time he’d managed to keep it hidden, but right now the bulge in his jeans would be obvious, and with Luke gone from the room, it would give him a chance to adjust his own raging hard-on.

The sound of a chair scraping back on the timber floor warned Adam that Luke had stood up, while the papers he’d been holding landed on the dining table with a soft flutter.

“Why are you doing this?”

Luke’s sudden remark caught Adam by surprise. Could Luke know what he’d been thinking? He fought down a moment of panic, and while maintaining a neutral expression sat back in his chair and tilted his head to Luke’s face. “Doing what?” he asked, thankful his voice didn’t betray what he was feeling.

“This!”

Adam frowned, confused, and then realized what Luke had done. He sighed in both resignation and disappointment. “If you just made a sweeping gesture with your hand to indicate something, you have to remember I can’t see it.”

Hand gestures were a natural way of communicating, and nearly everyone forgot Adam couldn’t see them, but pointing that out to Luke wasn’t so much as to remind him but to take his own mind off the disturbing thoughts that were still going on in his head.

Luke cursed again. This time it was loud and clear. “Fuck this. I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing here. I don’t need this shit!”

Taken aback by the sudden aggression in Luke’s tone, Adam gritted his teeth. “If by shit you mean sitting here and working with me, then tough. I do need it.” Adam didn’t even try to hide his swift but very explainable anger. It was hard enough accepting help from someone, but knowing Luke didn’t want to be here pissed Adam off, more so because all Adam could think of was wanting Luke. “Go and take a break,” he ordered, throwing out the back of his hand.

He heard Luke move, and his voice sounded closer as if Luke had leaned toward him. “You just made a hand gesture.”

Luke’s snide reply was the last straw, and Adam’s composure finally snapped. He’d had enough, both with Luke and his own lack of control. “That’s because I know you can fucking see it!” Pushing back his chair, Adam stood up, agitated. He never swore at people, and he rarely lost his temper, but frustration and an impossible situation had him on edge.

When Luke didn’t make a move to leave, Adam wasn’t sure if he was grateful or more pissed off. He shook his head. “I’m sorry.”

“For what?”

There was a sharpness to Luke’s words that Adam regretted putting there. Despite his scorn, Luke didn’t deserve Adam’s anger. Luke didn’t know what he was doing to Adam, didn’t know that he was turning him on beyond comprehension. “Swearing at you.”

“Don’t be. I do it all the time.” The tone of Luke’s voice softened, and Adam could imagine a light smile playing on his lips. Lips he wanted to kiss.

“Yeah, well. I don’t.”

“Maybe you should. Helps give emphasis to what you’re saying.” Now Adam could definitely hear Luke’s amusement, but instead of being settled by it, he was only rankled further.

“I’m a schoolteacher, in case you’d forgotten. Swearing is only used by people who are not smart enough to think of something better to say.”

The sudden antagonism that filled the room was tangible. Adam instantly regretted what he’d said, but before he could apologize, Luke pushed away from the table.

“Fuck you.” Loud footsteps echoed along the timber floor as Luke walked away, and seconds later the front door slammed behind him.

Adam listened for a second, then sat back down and sighed. He knew he shouldn’t have said that, but how the hell did you handle lusting after a man you could never have?

He groaned, releasing the banked-up tension and frustration that threatened to overwhelm him. He’d never felt this way before, never been turned on like this. Being gay wasn’t a problem; it was just another circumstance he lived with, like his blindness. It was just that his blindness made being gay hard, if not impossible to act on or even appreciate. He could never tell if another man was interested in him. He didn’t know what signals to pick up on or what signals to give. Until now that hadn’t really been an issue, because he’d never felt an attraction for anyone. But he was undeniably attracted to Luke, and he honestly didn’t know what to do about it. Getting hard in front of Luke was definitely not something he should do, but it wasn’t something he could control either.

The instant Luke had walked into his home four days ago, Adam had been intensely aware of him. Luke smelled like a hot summer’s day just after the grass had been cut and before a rainstorm was about to break; he sounded like a soft breeze whispering across a pebbled beach—soothing yet edgy. Combined, they triggered something deeply primal in Adam. He needed Luke, needed to hear his voice, to smell him...touch him.

And God help him—if there was one thing he desperately wanted to do, it was to taste him.

Disturbed, Adam had at first tried to keep out of Luke’s way, had tried not to get too near him in case he inadvertently exposed how he felt. Funnily enough, Luke seemed to have the same idea. He always made sure he never got too close, moving away from Adam if they happened to come within touching distance. On some level Adam had been grateful, though a little confused as to why Luke had deemed it necessary to make sure they stayed clear of each other. Perhaps it was because Luke felt ill at ease in Adam’s company, or maybe he just didn’t want to be there. Either way, Adam couldn’t really blame him. Being around a blind man wasn’t easy, and having to work for him when you’d rather be somewhere else didn’t help the situation—a situation that today, Adam had practically lit a fuse under.

Caught up in a desire so powerful, Adam hadn’t been able to help himself when Luke had knocked on the door two hours earlier. He’d opened the door and had stood there, making Luke brush past instead of Adam stepping out of the way as usual. They hadn’t actually come into contact, but Adam had felt Luke’s heat in that fleeting moment, had caught his scent, and it had torn a groan from his throat. Praying Luke hadn’t heard him or noticed that he’d closed his eyes as a shiver had passed through his body, Adam gave Luke instructions and then tried to spend the past couple of hours ignoring the almost impossible impulse to reach over and touch him. He wanted to feel Luke’s skin beneath his fingertips; he wanted to know if it would be as silky as he’d imagined.

Luke couldn’t have known what was going on in Adam’s head, would have absolutely no idea, but Adam had a sick feeling that Luke sensed Adam was slowly unraveling and had reacted in kind. Their explosive argument just a few minutes ago proved that the atmosphere was more strained than usual between them.

It had been a stupid, reckless thing to do, and if Luke came back, Adam swore he wouldn’t attempt to do anything to make Luke feel any more uncomfortable than he already did. He didn’t want to jeopardize the time they had together, fleeting as it was, because any time with Luke was better than nothing at all. It was just a shame that Luke couldn’t feel the same way about him.

Adam rubbed his hands over his face and winced. He was an idiot for thinking about Luke that way. He was an idiot for thinking about any man that way. He sighed, resigned, acknowledging what he knew to be an unending fact—his blindness would make sure it was never going to happen.

* * * * *
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Luke stood on the balcony outside Adam’s apartment and felt like kicking something, but losing his temper wouldn’t do him any good. He curled his hands into fists and made a real effort calm down. Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck! Swearing, however, even though it was inside his head, did make him feel better.

He took another deep breath and turned to face the door he’d just slammed. He had to go back in there because he needed Adam to sign his community service papers, and technically Luke still had another hour to go of the three-hour stint he had to do today.

Luke lifted his hand, then dropped it to his side. He didn’t think he could go back in there. He didn’t think he could face Adam again. God, what a fucking stupid thing to do! Why the hell did he have to lose his temper like that? He never used to, but recently he couldn’t seem to help himself. He knew part of it was frustration, both at his own failure and at the injustice of holding on to a morality no one seemed to care about. The rest, well, the rest was because he’d started not to give a damn. If no one else did, why should he?

He groaned and leaned against the brick wall of the apartment building. The sun was starting to set, darkening the Australian landscape but coloring the clouds that had gathered just beyond the horizon with streaks of gold and red. In this part of the world, night would come quickly, dusk settling into full darkness so the stunning display would be gone in minutes. Luke stared, unmoved, uncaring. As far as he was concerned, it was just a reminder that he was nearing the end of another hopeless day. He closed his eyes and wished the rest of it away, especially the last few minutes.

He groaned again, seriously wishing he hadn’t argued with Adam. Adam didn’t deserve it. It wasn’t Adam’s fault that Luke couldn’t control his libido. How could he have done that? How could he have gotten hard in front of Adam like that? He’d let his guard down for just one moment, and look what happened. Thank God Adam was blind and hadn’t noticed. Shit! Luke quickly berated himself for thinking such a thing. Jesus, fuck, what kind of dickhead was he?

He really wasn’t cut out for this. He would have been better off picking up rubbish at the side of the road or something, not babysitting a blind man. No, that wasn’t fair, Luke conceded. Adam didn’t need minding—he just needed help. The help of a sighted person, and Luke was it. At least for the next twenty-six days. Too bad if he didn’t like it; he was just going to have to suck it up.

Luke bit his lip and turned back to the door. Adam wouldn’t chew him out for leaving—he wasn’t that kind of guy—but Luke felt Adam would be disappointed, and Luke didn’t want to disappoint Adam because Luke liked him, too much, and that was the problem.

The six-foot blond was hot. With broad shoulders and a trim waist, lean hips, and long legs, he was everything Luke had ever dreamed of having and known he never could. Not permanently, anyway. Over the years he’d had his fair share of lovers, but all of them had been brief one-night stands where he’d been used and then discarded like the cheap trash he was. Most of them had been good-looking, but none of them had come close to the Adonis that was on the other side of that door.

Being gay had never been a problem for him, but being trapped in a room with a man he seriously lusted after wasn’t doing him any favors. He’d never been in this situation before, wanting someone and not knowing what to do about it. There wasn’t anything he could do except hope to fuck he got through the next few weeks without causing some serious damage—to himself and to Adam if he ever found out.

Rubbing the back of his neck, his fingers encountering the rough, puckered flesh that reminded him of why he was here and why wanting Adam was the most useless thing he’d ever done, Luke finally dredged up enough courage to face his fear and knocked. He waited, anxious, wanting Adam to forgive him for storming out, wanting Adam to understand why. Just wanting Adam. As the door opened, Luke’s nerves started a knot in his stomach, twisting painfully as he looked upon the face that had been haunting his dreams for the past three nights.

Adam really was gorgeous. His short hair was the color of wheat, his eyebrows a couple of shades darker, his eyelashes darker still, but with gold tips that sometimes glinted in the odd beam of sunlight. A high brow and a classically straight nose combined with a square jaw gave his face sharp angles, but his full lips and wide mouth softened the look, and when he smiled it caused a dimple in Adam’s left cheek, making him appear younger than the late twenties Luke guessed him to be. Without a doubt, Adam was the best-looking guy Luke had ever seen. But there was one feature that stood out from the rest; Adam’s eyes.

Luke stared into them now. They were an unusual shade of aqua green, like the purest water off the tropical Queensland north coast. They were beautiful, and Luke was fascinated by them, and though he knew Adam couldn’t focus on him, couldn’t see him, on the very few times when they faced him, Luke often thought they were staring into his heart and soul. And found it lacking.

“Luke.”

Adam’s voice was usually soft, and Luke had actually been surprised when Adam had shouted at him. Now when Adam said his name, Luke felt it like a silken caress over his heated skin. He shivered, wanting nothing more than to feel Adam touching him for real.

“I’m sorry,” he said, knowing it wasn’t enough, but it was all he had.

“It’s okay. You don’t have to apologize. I know you don’t want to be here.”

The hurt on Adam’s face was disturbing. Luke didn’t even realize how much Adam had noticed. “I do want to be here!” he blurted without thinking.

“You do?”

“Yeah.” Why did he have to go and say that? It wasn’t going to help the situation.

“Why?”

Luke shrugged. “I don’t know. I like you, I guess.” Fuck, shut up, Luke!

Adam smiled, and that dimple of his showed clear on his cheek. Luke stared at him, stared at Adam’s mouth, imagining it on him, kissing him. He shivered again and momentarily closed his eyes, only opening them when he heard Adam move.

“Come on in,” Adam said, standing to the side to let him enter, his arm extended wide in welcome.

Luke grinned, unable to help it despite knowing that Adam was mocking him. At least Adam had a sense of humor. His boots loud on the wooden floor, he walked back into the apartment, careful this time not to brush past Adam like he had earlier. That had been a big mistake but one he only half regretted. At least it had given him a chance to be close to Adam without raising suspicion.

“How did you know it was me?” he asked as Adam closed the door behind him.

“Because you never moved away from the door when you left.”

Luke turned to face Adam, who was standing by the wall. He looked tense, expectant. “How did you know that?”

“You’re wearing steel-capped boots. On the balcony they make a distinctive sound. I can tell when you’re coming or going.”

Luke looked down at his boots. Putting on the scruffy, oil-stained work wear had become a habit even though he no longer had a job. “Do you want me to take them off?”

A startled look crossed Adam’s face, something that looked a lot like panic before it finally settled on a strained smile. “If you want.”

Knowing he’d upset Adam, Luke wanted to make amends. He only just realized his boots might scuff the polished wooden floors. Bending down, Luke unlaced his boots and pulled them off, and when he noticed Adam’s feet were bare, he peeled off his socks as well, stuffing them inside the boots before placing them next to the front door. Straightening, Luke faced Adam, who was smiling. It was an easy, natural smile this time.

“I’ve always liked the feel of cool wooden floors beneath my feet. That and the warm, soft texture of a rug,” Adam said, his voice dipping low and sexy.

Luke instantly went hard again. He stifled a groan and quickly looked around for something to distract himself. Checking for the rug Adam had spoken about, he found it in front of the chocolate-colored leather couch. For the first time, Luke took a proper look around the room. It was big and spacious, with large pieces of furniture. One of the armchairs looked like it could comfortably sit two people. There was a bookcase on one wall, an entertainment unit that housed a stereo system with wireless speakers that had been set up around the room, and a large flat-screen TV, which was attached to the wall across from the couch. The dining table and six chairs sat at the other end of the long room, close to the galley kitchen. Luke assumed the bathroom and bedrooms were down the hallway.

There were two things that Luke noticed most. The room was clean and clutter free, which he supposed would be normal for a blind man, and that the apartment had one full wall of glass doors that opened onto a balcony that gave a full panoramic vista of the Blue Mountains.

“What do you think?”

Luke almost jumped at the voice close behind him. He hadn’t realized Adam had moved until he’d spoken, and now Luke was suddenly aware that the other man’s chest was only inches from his back. He tried to control the shiver that passed through his body, but it was extremely difficult when he could now feel the faint stirrings of Adam’s breath on his nape. He was actually hard pressed not to moan out loud.

“It’s, um, nice,” Luke managed to say while fighting the need to lean back into Adam’s chest or move away and give Adam a reason to suspect how Luke was feeling. Adam had never stood so close to him before. In fact, Luke had noticed that Adam had been very careful not to come anywhere near him, and after four days Luke’s restraint was beginning to fray. He wanted Adam, and God help him, but that want was driving him insane.

He wasn’t going to be able to stay around him for much longer without accidently saying something, doing something that would put further strain on both of them. He’d noticed how withdrawn Adam had been today, and Luke blamed himself for making Adam feel that way. He was just glad Adam hadn’t guessed how he felt.

“The apartment or the view?”

Luke had to concentrate on what Adam was saying because his mind, his thoughts, were elsewhere. “The apartment is nice. The view is spectacular.”

“It is, isn’t it? That’s why I chose this place.”

“For the view? How would you know?” Oh, that was real smart, Luke.

He heard Adam chuckle and once again felt the puff of breath against his neck. This time he couldn’t help the goose bumps that crawled over his skin or the way his nipples hardened and his cock ached. Why was Adam standing so close to him?

“Because Michael told me.”

“Who’s Michael?” The question came out as an accusation, and Luke cursed inwardly. He turned around quickly and took a step back, catching a frown on Adam’s face.

“My brother. Why?”

“Oh.” Luke hadn’t thought of Adam having family or friends. Somehow he’d imagined Adam all alone. “Nothing. No reason.” Luke knew he was stammering and clamped his mouth shut.

The frown on Adam’s face deepened, and Luke felt suddenly vulnerable and exposed, as if Adam could see what was going on in his mind. It was a feeling Luke didn’t like, not one little bit, and a knife-edge of panic started in the pit of his stomach as Adam continued to stare at him. But Adam wasn’t staring, Luke reminded himself. He could stand here naked and Adam would never know. Or would he?

“Can we finish marking those papers?” Luke asked, wanting to get out from beneath Adam’s blind scrutiny. Sight or not, Adam had an uncanny way of knowing everything that was going on around him. Luke suddenly began to worry; could Adam know how he felt? His stomach plunged, and his heart began to race. Please, don’t let Adam have guessed. He didn’t want to have to go, not yet.

“Of course.” Adam made a beeline for the dining room table they were using as a desk and unerringly sat back down on the chair he’d vacated.

Luke watched him, watched how his graceful body moved, how his long legs took him across the room, how he ran his fingers sensually along the table, how he seemed to dominate the space around him, own it.

“How do you do that?”

* * * * *
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Adam didn’t pretend to not know what Luke meant. He was asked the same question often enough. He was just surprised that Luke had asked it today and not before.

“Not bump into things?”

“Yeah.”

Adam knew he could have explained, but the usual explanation always sounded trite. “Think about it.”

“You know where they are in relation to everything else?”

Adam smiled. “Got it in one.”

“But what about me?”

Now Adam did pretend. “What do you mean?”

“You came within inches of my back. How did you know exactly where I was standing?” Luke didn’t sound curious; he sounded worried. Shit.

Keeping his face neutral, Adam shrugged. “You took five steps from the front door to the middle of the room. I took four, but I forgot to take into consideration your height and misjudged it.” Like hell he did. He knew within inches where Luke stood, and despite his promise of only moments ago, he’d deliberately come up that close so he could feel the heat radiating from Luke’s body and breathe in his scent. But he’d only come up close. He didn’t touch Luke, because Adam knew he wouldn’t have been able to control himself. Around Luke, Adam was seriously beginning to mistrust his ability to control the unstable need to hold Luke in his arms.

What the hell would Luke have said if Adam had done that? Probably storm out of here, and Adam would never see him again. And he didn’t want that. It was stupid he knew. He would have been better off with Luke gone, but the idea of not being able to hear his voice again was just too painful to contemplate. Adam just couldn’t do it. He shook his head and indicated the chair beside him. “Sit down and we’ll finish the papers.” He listened as Luke approached, both pleased and worried when Luke did as asked. Luke wouldn’t have known it, but Adam had pulled the chair closer by several inches. Cruel torture he knew, and stupid, and wrong.

He passed over the unmarked schoolwork and waited until Luke had picked up a pen before grabbing the book he’d been reading. He only picked it up so Luke wouldn’t get suspicious. Adam had no intention of reading it; he just didn’t want Luke thinking Adam was just sitting there, thinking about him. Which he was.

How had Luke come to be here? He’d heard some of the story from Jackie, the counselor who had assigned Luke to him, but other than the basics, she hadn’t divulged any further information. This wasn’t the first time she’d offered someone as a teacher’s assistant, but it had been the first time Adam accepted. Usually he preferred one of the students at the neighboring high school, someone who didn’t mind giving up their free time or who needed help in English and was willing to swap time for a lesson. But the end of year was coming up, and most of the graduating students were preparing for the holidays or looking for a job.

He could ask Luke, he supposed, but he wasn’t sure if the man would be prepared to talk to him about it. In the short time he’d known Luke, Adam had quickly realized Luke was not predisposed to talking about himself or anything for that matter. Today was the first time they’d spoken more than a couple of words together.

“What?”

Startled, Adam tilted his head. “Pardon?”

“You’re looking at me.”

“I can’t look at you.”

“You know what I mean. You’re thinking about me.”

Adam’s heart started a hard pounding, and his mouth went dry. He hadn’t realized he’d succumbed to his usual habit of lifting his face in the direction of the person he was thinking of. Most people didn’t mind; Luke obviously did.

“I was wondering why you’re here,” he said honestly, wanting to know.

“I don’t have a choice.”

“Everyone has a choice, Luke.”

Adam could feel Luke’s sudden anger coming off him in waves, and he tensed, waiting for another explosive response. Instead, he felt Luke struggling to control himself and the sharp retort he no doubt wanted to let loose. After a couple of seconds, he heard Luke release a soft breath.

“Not over this I don’t.”

The quiet way he said it had Adam curious. “What did you do?”

Luke shifted in his seat...embarrassed? Still angry?

“If you don’t want to tell me, fine. I don’t need to know.”

When Luke didn’t answer, Adam decided Luke was embarrassed. He knew it couldn’t have been that bad, or Luke wouldn’t have been sent to him.

The sound of a pen scratching on paper forced Adam to turn his face away. Obviously Luke didn’t want to talk about it. Though disappointed, Adam didn’t push for an answer. It really had nothing to do with him, but Adam had a selfish reason for wanting Luke to talk. He really loved the sound of Luke’s voice. It was like a drug, seducing him, making him want more. He sighed and picked up his book again, this time concentrating on the words.

It was several minutes later before Luke put the pen down.

“How old are these kids you’re teaching?” Luke asked.

Adam stopped reading, leaving the tip of his finger on the braille dots that formed the words in the book.

“Nine, why?”

“And they can spell things like segregation and transgression?”

Adam smiled. “I hope so. That’s what the test was for.” There was silence for a moment, and Adam could have sworn he heard a catch in Luke’s breathing. “Why?”

“Out of all of these, only one kid got one word wrong,” Luke said, sounding slightly hesitant.

“That would be Sam. He can’t spell champagne, keeps forgetting the silent g.”

Luke picked up the pen and started tapping against the pile of papers in agitation. Letting go of his place in the book, Adam sat forward and rested his forearms on the table. He could feel the faint vibration of the pen hitting the timber. He almost put out his hand to still Luke’s, only just managing to stop himself in time.

“What’s wrong?”

“I can’t spell half of these words.” Luke’s self-derogatory tone had Adam frowning. He hadn’t meant to make Luke feel inadequate.

“Hey, don’t sweat it. It took me years to learn braille.”

The tapping stopped and Luke leaned back in his chair. “You read a lot, don’t you? That’s not the same book you were reading on Monday.”

Surprised Luke had noticed, Adam nodded. “It’s one of the pastimes I can handle on my own.”

“What else do you do?”

Where was this coming from? The previous three days Luke had barely said a word. Why the sudden change, or had Luke just been shy and not the sullen, angry man Adam had assumed? He smiled and heard that slight hitch in Luke’s breathing again. Adam’s cock stirred in response, but he ignored it, though with Luke talking to him, it was pretty impossible to ignore completely. Luke talking turned him on.

“I listen to music, obviously.”

“What else?”

“I do crosswords.”

Luke snorted. “How?”

Adam grinned, pointing to his laptop on a side console. “Voice activated with word-recognition software.”

“Oh.” Luke moved to put his hands on the table, the action bringing them close. Adam stayed where he was as Luke’s rich scent assailed his senses.

“Do you go out much? You know, long walks, play sports, go for drives?”

“Not on my own.” He couldn’t see Luke’s grin, but he could feel it in the way the other man’s body relaxed. Adam relaxed also. He liked this, feeling this rapport. He hadn’t believed it was ever going to happen, and as his mind relished it, his body thrummed with a heightened awareness that seemed to go beyond the physical.

“Funny.”

“I’m a funny guy.”

He sensed more than felt Luke lean in a little closer. Luke’s breath misted on his skin, his heat enveloped him, and his scent tantalized and teased. He imagined Luke watching him; he imagined Luke reaching out to touch him. He imagined the pleasure he would get from that single touch. Fighting back a shudder, Adam licked his lips, and Luke’s body tensed beside him. It was impossible to miss, impossible to know why. Suddenly afraid he’d shown something on his face, Adam pushed away from the table, and needing to do something with his hands, gathered the scattered exam papers into a pile.

“Adam.”

It was the first time Luke had said his name, and the way he said it, with a seriously seductive edge to it, was something Adam couldn’t fail to notice. It was impossible. Luke couldn’t have meant it that way, but despite that knowledge, Adam’s body instantly reacted, going hard with a need he could no longer hide, and he groaned.

“Oh fuck.” Luke’s exclamation had Adam flustered, and he let slip a couple of the papers, which fluttered to the floor. He automatically knelt down to retrieve them and heard Luke quickly getting to his feet to help.

“I’ll get them.” Luke’s voice was shockingly close, just a whisper away from his face.

Adam froze, not daring to move lest he gave in to the desire to turn and let his lips brush against the skin of Luke’s jaw. Please, please give me strength.

“Here.” Luke pulled back slightly, giving Adam the respite he needed. Giving him a moment to try to figure this out. He hadn’t mistaken the edge in Luke’s voice when he’d said Adam’s name. He’d trained himself to listen for nuances, and he always got it right—always. Body strung tight, he stood up slowly, dizzy with longing, dizzy with the slow realization that Luke might want him too.

“Luke?” Could he do this? Could he say something? Could he not? Unwilling to let go of this opportunity to find out if he was right, no matter how unpractical or unlikely, Adam scrambled for the only thing he could think of. “Stay for dinner.”

When there was no response, Adam wanted to quickly retract his invitation, thinking he’d gotten it wrong, but that would only make him sound like a dithering idiot. Instead he waited with bated breath, feeling like a dithering idiot anyway.

At Luke’s continued silence, disappointment dug a hard path to Adam’s heart. “It doesn’t matter,” he said, turning.

“Adam.”

Adam took a step back, fearing that Luke was going to touch him. If Luke did that, Adam didn’t think he could control himself. His hip brushed against the table, and he gripped the edge for support. “It’s okay. Maybe another time.” God, could he sound any more pathetic?

“I’d love to stay for dinner.”

Luke’s soft words slowly sank in, causing Adam to blink.

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“You sure?”

Luke laughed, a light, velvety sound that set Adam’s skin tingling. “Are you trying to change my mind?”

“No! No, it’s fine.” Suddenly more light-headed than he had reason to be, Adam couldn’t stop the silly grin that crossed his face. “What would you like?” He didn’t wait for a response but headed to the kitchen and opened the fridge. “I’ve got steak or steak.”

“Steak it is, then.”

Luke came up behind him, inches away. “Do you want me to do anything?”

Once again, Adam was struck by the need to turn his head and bring himself closer to Luke. Once again he managed to suppress it, but this time Luke didn’t make it easy. He stood there until Adam shifted out of the way of temptation. It was too soon to tell if what he felt for Luke was reciprocated, and it was way too soon for Adam to pluck up the courage to say something. “No, it’s okay.”

“What about putting some music on?”

Music. Okay, music was safe, wasn’t it? “Well, yeah, you can do that, if you like.”

“What kind of music have you got?”

Adam wasn’t sure, but it sounded like Luke was smiling. Luke moved away, and Adam sighed in relief. “It’s pretty varied.”

“Hey, you’ve got U2. That band rocks.” Luke’s enthusiasm was quickly followed by the heavy characteristics of the Irish band.

Thankful that Luke was no longer a distraction, Adam busied himself with pulling out two saucepans and the frying pan. Cooking was a necessity he had quickly mastered, but he usually stuck to the basics and didn’t attempt anything new unless Michael was with him. Confident of his ability with a knife, though careful, he quickly peeled some potatoes, and after cleaning some carrots and cauliflower, sliced everything up and threw them into the now boiling water. He figured Luke was sitting in the living room, but as he couldn’t hear anything above the music, he could only guess. As a result, he nearly jumped out of his skin when he felt a faint brush against his arm.

“Do you want me to set the table?”

“No!” Adam hadn’t meant to sound sharp, but he was shocked that Luke had managed to sneak up on him like that and had gotten close enough to touch him. It hadn’t been skin that had brushed against him, but the effect was still as staggering. A warm tingle started up his arm and spread to encompass the rest of his body, finally settling itself in his cock, which still hadn’t gotten over its earlier stimulation. He sucked in a deep breath and tried again. “Sorry, but I prefer to do it myself. That way I can place everything exactly as I need it.”

Luke was still standing close enough for Adam to get his scent. Tantalizingly male, warm and musky with a hint of aftershave that smelled like the rain after a storm. He turned so he was facing the slightly smaller man. He knew he only had to reach out, take one step forward, anything, and he could touch Luke, but Adam wouldn’t. Not yet. Probably not ever. He honestly didn’t know if Luke was interested in him. How could he tell? What were the signs? How the hell was he supposed to find out? Unsure, Adam felt his confidence slip.

“Here, you can watch the steaks.” Needing some space, he handed over the tongs and reached for a couple of glasses before grabbing the knives and forks he’d already gotten out of the drawer. Then he hesitated. He needed to get out, but because this area of the kitchen was so narrow, Adam realized he’d have to slide against Luke to do it. But the thought of doing that, of sliding his hard body against Luke’s, had Adam going crazy in his head.

“Um, excuse me,” he said before turning sideways and digging his back into the granite benchtop. All Luke needed to do was move a couple of inches over, and Adam would have been fine, or as close to fine as it was possible to get under the circumstances. Instead, as he attempted to squeeze by, Luke deliberately pressed his hip into Adam’s groin. Liquid heat instantly pooled in his thighs, and his cock took another turn at sentry duty. Torn between continuing on and pretending nothing had happened or asking Luke if this was what he thought it was, Adam chickened out and took another step sideways and wondered how it was possible to groan silently.

He managed to put the glasses and cutlery onto the table without dropping anything and set them out in their precise locations so he could find them easily. Then unable to stand any longer, his legs suddenly weak, he collapsed onto a chair and put his head in his hands. Oh, God. Was Luke really attracted to him? The possibilities made Adam’s head spin and his cock ache even more. But what if he was wrong? What if everything Luke had done was totally innocent? It wasn’t as if Adam had any experience with this kind of stuff. But that move in the kitchen, that was no accident, was it? Confused, hesitant, Adam didn’t know what to do, what to say. The only way of finding out for sure if Luke was gay was to ask him. Then Adam almost laughed. Since when was he brave enough to do something like that?
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​Chapter Two
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The steaks are done. Do you want me to put them on the plates?” Luke tried to stop his hands from shaking, tried to stop the tremor in his voice. Looking over at Adam, Luke wondered what the fuck he’d just done that for.

Was he mad or just fucking stupid? He hadn’t needed to test Adam like that, hadn’t needed to prove to himself that Adam was gay. Luke hadn’t needed to make a fool of himself either. It had achieved nothing, except possibly give Adam a false impression that was only going to put a bigger strain on both of them.

As much as he wanted Adam, having a relationship with him was out of the question. It wasn’t an option, and Luke had known it before he made a move. His life was a mess—the fact that he was here was proof of that—and he just wasn’t suitable for Adam. Adam was refined, gentle, kind, whereas Luke knew he was damaged goods with a temper and a disregard for what was right and wrong. So why had he done it? Why? Because he just hadn’t been able to resist.

“You having juice or water, or something else?” he asked, hoping the simple question would break the tension in the room.

“Juice.” Adam straightened his shoulders, but he didn’t get up. Luke grabbed a bottle from the fridge and brought it to the table.

“Would you like me to pour?” Luke felt his heart plummet as he looked down at the other man. Adam’s face was ashen.

“It’s okay. I’ll do it.”

Adam reached out to take the bottle, and Luke passed it to him. He sincerely regretted trying to find out if Adam was gay like that. Luke could have just asked, though it wouldn’t have made the slightest bit of difference. It didn’t matter if Adam was attracted to him; Luke damn well knew nothing could come of it.

He went back to the kitchen and grabbed the plates, regret about not considering Adam’s feelings cutting deep. Adam may not have wanted anyone to know he was gay. God, what a fucking mess.

Luke sat down and watched as Adam picked up his knife and fork. “Your steak is bottom left, carrots on top, cauliflower next to them, and potatoes on the right. The sauce is all over it,” he said automatically.

He should go, give Adam some time to get over his embarrassment. But Luke didn’t want to go. Selfishly he wanted to stay, wanted to be with Adam for as long as possible, before Adam’s politeness ran out and he told him to get lost.

Adam lifted his head, his smile a little strained, but there nonetheless. “Thank you.”

Luke bit his lip, on the verge of apologizing for his tactless ploy but deciding he didn’t want to embarrass Adam further or take the risk of pushing him away.

“Do you cook for yourself often?” he asked out of something to do, something to say.

“No, I normally have this chef that comes in.”

It took Luke a couple of seconds to realize Adam was joking. Shocked that Adam could find some humor in this situation, Luke stared at him. Adam grinned, the dimple creasing his left cheek, his eyes bright, like jewels flashing in the sun. Luke’s fingers curled around the edge of the table, anchoring him in reality. He took a deep breath, forcing himself not to react, but he couldn’t help an answering grin. “No, seriously.”

Adam shrugged. “I order in about three times a week. Other days I can just have an omelet or a microwave meal. Tonight I felt like something thick and juicy.”

Luke’s mouth went dry. Adam could not have meant it the way it sounded, unless Adam had figured out Luke was gay too. Considering Luke had been rock hard when he’d pressed against Adam in the kitchen, it would have been pretty obvious. Adam couldn’t have failed to notice something like that. Adam noticed everything.

Did that mean Adam was flirting with him? Watching Adam carefully, Luke grabbed his fork. “I like meat too,” he said before holding his breath.

In response, Adam gave a slow, sexy smile that was unmistakably confident and calculated.

Luke let his breath out on a groan. Adam’s smile deepened, and in that moment, Luke realized he was screwed. As a distraction he cut into his steak and took a bite, but he couldn’t concentrate on his food. His every thought was fixed firmly on Adam. It was now apparent the attraction between them was mutual, but Adam was a relationship type of guy, and all Luke could offer was a quick fuck. There was no way Adam would settle for something like that. The truth swirled in Luke’s stomach, making him wish he’d never accepted Adam’s invitation to dinner. Maybe he should go now, before this got any more complicated, but as he stared into those aqua eyes, Luke decided he still didn’t want to go just yet.

“Do you want to know what I look like?” he asked, hoping that would give him an excuse to talk to Adam a bit longer. Also, the idea that Adam didn’t know had been bugging him. If Adam was attracted to him, it had obviously nothing to do with his looks, and Luke questioned what it was that Adam seemed to find desirable about him.

Adam put down his knife and fork, his meal nearly finished. Luke realized he’d barely touched his.

“I know what you look like.”

“You do? Did Jackie tell you?”

Adam smiled. “No.”

Confused, Luke frowned. “Then how?”

“Guess.”

Luke quickly remembered that Adam could figure out where everything was in relation to each other, and wondered if Adam used something similar to work out what Luke looked like. It didn’t really seem possible, but he knew enough about Adam to realize that he wouldn’t make a statement without being able to back it up. Intrigued, Luke sat back in his chair and watched Adam’s face intently. “Describe me, then,” he said.

Adam grinned and pushed his plate away so he could lean on the table with his arms. “You’re five foot nine, slim but toned. Dark hair, olive skin, and you have dark, chocolate brown eyes.”

Luke wasn’t sure if he was shocked or amused. “You have to tell me how you did that.”

Grin widening, Adam sat forward in his seat. “Your height is easy. I’ve learned to judge that from the position of a voice. Your skin coloring and hair is kind of an educated guess. You have Italian parentage, which is why I assumed dark. That’s also why I guessed your eyes are dark brown.” He paused, and Luke saw a tiny hesitation before Adam carried on. “At least that’s the color I’ve imagined your eyes to be.”
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