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	Confined to rural England for a holiday, Ryan Holmes isn’t expecting the only person within a five-mile radius to be the man of his dreams. Hotheaded but introverted, Jazz Spencer, Ryan’s solitary neighbour, may look like a dream come true but has the potential to become a nightmare.


	 


	Giving in to mutual attraction, they begin an affair, and Ryan finds himself increasingly intrigued. But even though they are obviously very compatible on a physical level, Jazz remains distant. His reluctance to reveal his feelings, or indeed much personal information at all, forces Ryan to make his own assumptions, which mostly turn out to be painfully wrong.


	 


	Ryan soon has to realise that whenever he is about to fall in love, Jazz just shies away, leaving Ryan's heart burned by the heat of passion.


	Determined that he can solve the mystery that Jazz is to him anyway, Ryan sets out to catch him for good.


	 


	 


	Previously published by a different publisher. 


	 


	 


	Word count: 51,200 words 


	 




 


	SAGE MARLOWE


	 


	 


	Catching a Phoenix


	 


	Phoenix 1


	 


	 


	A gay erotic romance novel


	 


	 


	[image: MM Logo and name.jpg]


	 


	ME AND THE MUSE PUBLISHING


	www.meandthemuse.com


	 


	 




 


	CATCHING A PHOENIX


	Copyright © by Sage Marlowe, 2012


	 


	Published by: 


	Me and the Muse Publishing – Sage Marlowe


	Hohenstaufenring 62, 50674 Köln, Germany, 2018 


	Copyright © Cover Design: Sinfully Sweet Designs 






ISBN: 978-3-96246-954-2


Verlag GD Publishing Ltd. & Co KG, Berlin


E-Book Distribution: XinXii


www.xinxii.com


[image: logo_xinxii]



	 


	 


	All rights reserved


	This literary work may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic or photographic reproduction, in whole or in part, without express written permission by the copyright holder.


	 


	About this e-book:


	Your purchase of this e-book is for your own personal reading only. You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of the copyright owner of this book. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload to a file sharing peer to peer program, for free or for a fee, or as a prize in any contest. Such action is illegal and in violation of international copyright laws. Distribution of this e-book, in whole or in part, online, offline, in print or in any way or any other method currently known or yet to be invented, is forbidden. 


	 


	All characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental.


	 


	Warning


	This book contains sexually explicit content and is suited for adult readers only. 


	 


	 




Chapter 1


	 


	 


	 


	“What the…” Ryan grumbled as the big, black Range Rover finally rushed past him. It had been following him so closely he’d been seriously worried about it hitting his rear bumper for quite some time. Now it had almost swept him off the narrow country lane as it sped by, engine roaring. Aware that the driver wouldn’t be able to see it through the tinted glass anyway, even if he did happen to look into the mirror at the right moment, Ryan flipped his middle finger at the car while angrily beeping the horn. He briefly considered chasing after the other car, just for the hell of it. His sleek, little sports car could easily outrace the big, black brute, but reason won. There was no point spoiling what was promising to be a wonderful holiday by a car crash and stay in hospital. 


	The unpleasant episode was forgotten instantly as he passed the next bend. Slamming on the brakes, Ryan stopped at the side of the road to take a look around. The scenery was breathtaking. Luscious, rolling, green hills stretched out in front of him as far as he could see. There was not a single house in sight, just a few drystone walls and fluffy, white sheep. And not a human soul as far as the eye could see apart from him and the mad driver of the Range Rover. The latter had hopefully already ended up in a ditch.


	Ryan grinned as a line from a favourite book came to his mind. “A perfect misanthropist’s heaven.” It certainly promised to be a place where you could spend quite a long, undisturbed time without having to put up with anybody. He chuckled to himself as he put the car back into gear and drove on. Just two hours in the relative peace and solitude were beginning to make him feel bored, and he was already itching for some company and a chat. 


	The admittedly breathtakingly beautiful landscape seemed to be appealing to his soft, romantic side much more than he liked. Yawning widely, he threw a quick glance at the navigation system. Three more miles to go. Good. The muscles in his neck had begun to tense viciously, and his back was aching from driving far too long on a poor, potholed road and the idea of eventually having to face the return journey made him squirm. He pushed the thought aside and tried to concentrate on the two weeks that lay before him instead. 


	Two weeks that were supposed to be a well-deserved, much-needed time-out in an almost uninhabited part of England, and came courtesy of his parents who had talked him into staying in the little cottage they had rented as a holiday home several months ago. They had been giddy like teenagers about getting the place but soon found it too tiresome to travel the long distance to the nearest town to spend much time at their picturesque country dwelling. 


	Ryan was going to tell them to get rid of it as soon as possible, but for the moment he was quite happy to seize the chance to stay there. Now, all he had to do was pick up the keys and drive the half mile or so that separated the cottage from the landlord’s mansion. 


	He pulled up in front of a big, grey stone house, gravel crunching under the tires. Again, he couldn’t help smirking at just how much of a cliché it all was. Lush rosebushes grew on either side of the front entrance. He could almost smell the tea the elderly housewife with the bluish-grey perm would have prepared to welcome the rare guest who brought a bit of excitement to their isolated lives. His grin widened, and he shook his head at himself. 


	Fuck me, just two hours out here and already I’m beginning to think like a book. 


	He got out of the car, stretched, then hopped up the front steps cheerfully, and knocked. Actually, tea and maybe some homemade biscuits sounded rather appealing. Not to mention the human company he was beginning to crave. 


	Frowning, he knocked again when the door remained firmly shut. He waited for a few moments before trying once more. Still, no reaction. Taking a step backwards to glance at the building, he noticed that it didn’t look particularly inhabited. The blinds on all the top floor windows were closed, and there was no sign of life other than a few birds that were taking a rest on the roof. 


	Ryan ran his fingers through his hair. Oh, no. Please don’t say they stood me up. He pulled out his mobile phone and flicked through the long list of contacts, searching for the landlord’s number his parents had given him. 


	Tetchily scrolling through the numbers, he was just about to knock again but almost keeled over backwards in surprise at the sound of a harsh, slightly husky voice behind him. Although the words were slurred almost to incomprehensibility, he assumed their meaning was something along the lines of “What do you want?”


	Ryan quickly shook off the embarrassment at the startled yelping sound he’d made and greeted sarcastically, “Good afternoon to you, too, sir.” 


	No way was he going to let some grumpy, old sod spoil his rare time off. Turning around slowly, he involuntarily drew a deep breath. He knew that his parents had rented the cottage from a nice elderly couple who owned the mansion in what must be the zillionth generation of inbred country aristocracy. They rented out the former servant’s cottage to holiday makers and weekenders to keep it inhabited and cared for to prevent it from tumbling down eventually. Ryan’s parents had warned him that the couple was a little addled, which was probably a side effect of all that long-term inbreeding. But they hadn’t prepared him for meeting whoever that was. Although not quite the grouchy old boot Ryan had anticipated, the stranger standing in front of him certainly looked even grumpier than he had expected. Heathcliff. My solitary neighbour. The irrational thought flashed through his mind. Shoving it quickly back to the depths it had come from, he explained, “Uh, I’m here to pick up the keys for the cottage.”


	“Are you?” Dark-brown, almost black eyes stared at him with barely concealed annoyance. 


	“Yes.”


	Realising that he’d failed to give the vital piece of information, Ryan added, “I’m Ryan, Judith and Andrew Holmes’s son.” He stuck out his hand politely but pulled it back to rub it on his hip when the stranger made no attempt at shaking it. Perfect. He hadn’t been expecting to make friends, but this was going to be tougher yet than he’d expected.


	“They told me they had arranged for me to pick up the keys at the Spencers’ place, which would be this mansion as far as I know. You wouldn’t happen to know if Mr. Spencer is in, would you? I mean, I knocked about three times, but there was no answer. I just hope this isn’t the entirely wrong building. It would really suck if it turned out that I had the wrong address after all the time it took me to get here.” Aware that he was babbling, Ryan shut up and looked at the tall stranger expectantly. 


	He got an irritable groan and a scowl in return. 


	“So you did turn up after all,” the other man finally said. “Great.” The way he said the word made it obvious that he considered Ryan’s presence anything but. 


	“You got the right place. I’ll fetch the keys.” Passing Ryan without another glance, he bounded up the stairs, taking them two at a time, and disappeared into the building. Just as Ryan was wondering if he was invited to follow inside, the stranger returned, keys dangling from long, slender fingers. 


	“Here you are.” Holding the key ring out in front of Ryan, he pointed them out individually. “Front door. Back door. Garage. Basement. You’ll find the main switch for the electricity on the left hand side near the entrance. Make sure you don’t leave the stove on when you finish cooking. The water tap in the bathroom’s dripping. If it bothers you, I’ll get the parts to fix it. If it doesn’t, just let it drip. Any questions?” 


	Ryan stared at him blankly. The man’s husky voice was an amazingly soft, melodious drawl. Unfortunately, he spoke so fast that Ryan wondered if he’d rehearsed so as not to stumble on his words. In sharp contrast to the softness of his voice, the expression in those dark eyes was still almost hostile and certainly far from inciting small talk. 


	Ryan shifted uncomfortably. “Yes. Who are you?”


	The man’s jaw muscles flexed irritably. 


	“Jazz Spencer.” 


	“Oh. So you would be the owners’ son?”


	“Yes.” 


	“Aren’t your parents in? Mum and Dad asked me to send them their kindest regards.” They had asked him to do so indeed. Usually he wouldn’t have bothered to oblige, but somehow it was giving him a kind of perverted pleasure to keep talking to the stranger, who was so obviously trying to get rid of him as fast as possible. 


	“No, but I’ll tell them,” Jazz answered in a clipped voice.


	“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. My parents have been talking about them in the warmest words, and I was really looking forward to meeting them. Do they intend to come here any time soon?”


	Jazz heaved a deep breath, and his scowl darkened even more, if that was possible. “Look, my parents have moved to London. They’re not gonna come here any time soon. I’m in charge of this place. If there’s anything you need, you’ll have to sort it out with me. Apart from that, I’m really not looking for company, so you might as well save yourself the trouble and stop wasting time.” 


	Ryan glanced up at him, briefly wondering if he was maybe joking. The unfriendly expression on Jazz’s face told him plainly that he wasn’t. Ryan sighed but decided not to take the brush-off personally. 


	“I wasn’t trying to waste your time. I was merely being polite. Thanks for getting the keys for me. I’ll be off to the cottage.”


	He got into his car, let the roar of the engine transmit his true feelings, and started manoeuvring the car around to return to the road. Flicking his eyes briefly at the front door, he saw not only Jazz Spencer’s still annoyed expression but also his raised hand that calmly pointed into the other direction. A narrow driveway, labelled with the sign Cottage, snaked off into overgrowing, green wilderness. 


	Ryan muttered a curse under his breath, put the car through another rather inelegant five-point-turn, and sped off in the indicated direction. 


	 


	 


	* * * *


	 


	 


	Ryan yanked his suitcase out of the car’s boot and walked up the narrow, cobbled path to the little cottage. The old but very solid door took a moment to unlock. Its rusty hinges screeched their protest as he opened it and stepped inside. The petite building smelled a bit dusty, but the air inside was surprisingly cool and fresh seeing as, allegedly, hardly anybody ever came here. 


	He flicked on the lights and cast an inquisitive look around. The entryway opened into a small sitting area that was furnished with old-fashioned, but comfortable-looking flowery sofas and heavy, dark-wooden furniture. A door on the right seemed to lead into the kitchen and another one at the back of the room opened into a narrow, dark hallway. 


	Sighing, he dragged his luggage across the small room and through to the bedroom. More dark, old-fashioned furniture and flower-patterned fabrics greeted him. A wide yawn found its way out of his chest, and he realised that he was far more tired than he’d thought. First things first. His empty stomach let out a desperate rumble, reminding him that he hadn’t eaten anything since he had left his flat in the morning, almost eight hours earlier. Even then he hadn’t bothered to eat more than a piece of dry toast and some leftover chocolate, washing it down with two cups of strong, black coffee, which already was more than his usual breakfast. 


	Deciding not to unpack this evening, he unceremoniously tossed the suitcase on the floor and went back outside to get his food supplies from the car. He’d bought mostly tinned food and cursed himself under his breath as he carried the heavy boxes inside and stored them on the kitchen table. They’d just have to stay there until the next day since he felt far too exhausted to try and find a suitable space for them in the cupboards. He picked one of the tins containing soup and glanced around. No microwave. Groaning, he roamed the cupboards for a saucepan to heat his dinner and tried not to worry too much about getting the old-fashioned stove to work. 


	 


	 


	* * * *


	 


	 


	Three hours later, Ryan lay in bed, still wide awake in spite of his physical exhaustion. He hadn’t managed to get the stove working after all. The old, stubborn monster had just refused to heat up, so he had ended up eating the soup cold, spooning it straight from the tin. The flavours that still lingered faintly in his mouth made him shudder. Who would have thought that gourmet soup could leave such a disgusting aftertaste? 


	Staring up at the dark ceiling, he let his thoughts wander a little as his brain was still far too busy to succumb to sleep. Well, actually, it wasn’t really his busy brain that refused to let him sleep. What kept him awake and his thoughts rambling were the memories of his new neighbour, who had turned out to be the very opposite of what he’d expected. He smiled at the memory of Jazz Spencer standing at the top of the stairs, scowling at him from beneath black eyebrows. Tall, with broad shoulders that sloped enticingly into narrow hips, jet-black, madly tousled hair, and those dark-brown, stormy eyes glittering above the most sensuous, soft mouth, tailor-made to be kissed for days on end, he was exactly what Ryan knew he just couldn’t resist. Topped with about three-day-old stubble, black cargo trousers, heavy boots, and a frayed, washed-out shirt that had revealed a nice amount of soft skin stretching over the ridges of his collarbones, he made the idle thoughts on Ryan’s mind turn wicked and horny. 


	He’d love to have a taste of those invitingly plump lips and kiss them until they stopped tensing in that disdainful expression. He wanted to feel them yield to his and be let inside to explore the sweet warmth behind them. Preferably, he’d be doing this while having those long, muscular legs wrapped around him and...Oh yes, that image helped him forget the aftertaste of cold soup. 


	Or maybe, he could have those sinful lips somewhere else entirely. Reaching down, he trailed his hand down his stomach, to his suddenly very enthusiastic cock. He curled his fingers around the almost fully erect shaft, caressing it with long, almost casual strokes while slowly letting the scene build in his head. He wanted Jazz kneeling between his legs, looking up at him with those near-black, scornful eyes. Only they would no longer be narrowed with irritation but with arousal while he was focusing on playing with Ryan’s cock. 


	Ryan could almost feel the teasing licks of Jazz’s tongue, its exciting swirls around the head, and the alluring strokes of those long fingers, right before Jazz would let the fat head slide past his lips and inside the velvety, wet heat of his mouth. Completely wrapped up in the fantasy of Jazz sucking him off, Ryan was approaching orgasm rapidly. Bucking his hips, he pushed into his hand, over and over again, until the wonderful buzzing sensation in his cock and groin blocked almost everything else from his mind. 


	Afterwards, as he lay catching his breath, he vaguely remembered moaning Jazz’s name in those sweet, precious seconds of sexual release. It wasn’t much of a surprise. After all, the man had just played the leading role in what was definitely going to be Ryan’s favourite fantasy for the next couple of days. He’d just have to make sure to come up with some others for a bit of variety. 


	 


	 


	* * * *


	 


	 


	Blinking confusedly, Ryan woke up and tried to figure out where he was. He’d slept soundly enough, but the blurry fragments of bizarre dreams still lingered on his mind. They had been haunted by a disturbingly attractive pair of dark-brown eyes and a tempting body. His mood improved considerably as the memories came back. He threw off the duvet, swung his legs out of the bed, stretched, and yawned widely. Oh happy day. 


	Drawing back the heavy—flowered—curtains, he peeked outside. Bright sunshine greeted him. He checked his watch and was astonished to find that it was much later than he had thought. Past eleven already. Whistling cheerfully, he went into the bathroom to shave and take a shower. Two minutes later, he emerged from the small shower cabin, cursing liberally. Covered in shampoo and soap, he was frantically trying to find the boiler that had apparently chosen this very inappropriate moment to exhale its last breath. He couldn’t detect it anywhere inside or near the bathroom, so eventually he stepped back into the cabin and rinsed himself off under the cold flow. 


	Ryan tried to look at the bright side as he towelled himself off. At least a non-working stove and a clinically dead boiler would give his grumpy neighbour something to do. And if he was lucky, it would give him a chance at checking out said neighbour’s well-shaped body some more. Already in a slightly better mood, he slipped into his clothes, spat out the coffee he’d had to prepare with cold water because the kettle didn’t work, and put on his running shoes. 


	He’d decided to use the opportunity and run the short distance to the mansion. He set off at a leisurely pace. Fully aware that he hadn’t bothered exercising for too long, he knew he had better take it slowly if he didn’t want to risk turning up flushed and out of breath at his neighbour’s doorstep. Although, maybe that could speed things up a bit. 


	He smirked. Hopeful though he was, there had been nothing that allowed him to assume that Jazz Spencer would appreciate a red-faced, sweaty Ryan panting at his door. Still chuckling quietly at the notion, Ryan walked across the gravel in front of the old building and stretched his arms. Going through a little runner’s routine to show off in case his approach was being watched couldn’t hurt. After all, he was in pretty good shape, even though he worked out ridiculously little to keep it up. 


	His heart sank as the door remained locked even though he had knocked a patient three times before he’d turned to pounding on it an impatient two times. He muttered a few colourful curses as he realised he’d have to go back to the cottage and get something to scribble a note on if he wanted to get the boiler and the stove fixed. 


	“Bloody fucking hell,” he growled at the exact moment when the door was opened at last. 


	Jazz Spencer didn’t answer, just scowled at him, one eyebrow arched sceptically. 


	“Um, oh, hi,” Ryan stuttered, forcing himself to keep breathing. Although all of what he’d said summed up his thoughts perfectly, this was not quite how he had imagined meeting his dishy neighbour again. Jazz remained silent. His chest heaved with a barely suppressed, irritable sigh. Or maybe he had just stifled a yawn. Judging from the drained expression in his eyes and the shadows underneath them, he hadn’t caught much sleep last night, if any at all. On closer inspection, Ryan noticed that he was still wearing yesterday’s clothes. Unless he had identical seconds of every item. 


	“Good morning. I’m sorry to disturb you, but unfortunately neither the stove nor the boiler is working. Would you mind having a look at them?” Ryan asked politely, hoping that maybe this time he’d get a less unfriendly reply. 


	“Actually...” Jazz started then hesitated. He took a deep breath and let it out in a short, weary huff. “Yeah, whatever. Why not. I need a break anyway.” Again, he spoke incredibly fast, and his voice was rough and worn out. 


	Much as it would be after I fucked him the whole night, Ryan observed idly. Aware that he had missed what Jazz had just said, he tried to focus. 


	“Sorry?” he asked.


	Jazz frowned. As usual. “I said I’ll be with you in a sec. I’ll just get my keys,” he repeated, marginally slower than before. 


	“Oh, okay. I won’t budge.”


	Turning his back, Jazz mumbled something which sounded remarkably like “didn’t think you would” before he disappeared. Seconds later he returned with a set of keys in his hand. 


	“D’you wanna walk?” he asked, melting the syllables together so much they sounded like a single word. It took Ryan’s brain a few seconds to sort through the individual words. 


	“Well, if you don’t mind, I certainly don’t. It’s really not far, besides, the view out here is simply adorable.” Although he wasn’t too keen on being mistaken for a landscape admirer, Ryan didn’t really mind as long as he got to watch the right ridges, slopes, valleys and curves—the outlines of Jazz’s body were certainly among the most spectacular views around. 


	Throwing him a doubtful sideways glance, Jazz didn’t say anything as he headed off along the narrow driveway that led to the cottage. Ryan followed him, glad that he’d had a thorough warm-up earlier. He was uncertain if he could keep up at a walking pace or should change into a trot. At least being several metres behind Jazz gave him a chance at ogling him unrestrictedly. The almost three inches Jazz was taller than him seemed to consist of legs entirely, which explained the effortless speed at which he moved. Ryan suppressed a sigh at watching the shifting of Jazz’s body underneath his clothes but didn’t suppress the urge to follow every curve and bulge. Maybe he should ask Jazz to wait for a moment or two before fixing the boiler so he would have time to take another cold shower. 


	Much too soon, they arrived at the cottage. Jazz waited on the front step and indicated for Ryan to go first in silent acknowledgement of his guest’s privacy. 


	Ryan unlocked the door and held it open politely for Jazz, who had to bend his head to pass through the low frame. 


	“So what’s wrong exactly?” Jazz asked in his rapid, soft drawl, so unexpectedly that Ryan again needed a moment to understand what he’d said. 


	“Well, uh, the stove doesn’t fire up, the kettle doesn’t work, and there was no more hot water in the shower after about two minutes. And what I got before was only just lukewarm anyway.” 


	Jazz looked at him for a moment before his eyebrows knit together and something close to amusement flickered in his dark eyes. They reassumed their inapproachable, distant expression too quick for Ryan to figure out what it was exactly. 


	Turning to the wall, Jazz casually flicked a small, yellowish switch. 


	“You might wanna try again,” he slurred. 


	“Huh?”


	“Main switch,” Jazz said tersely. 


	“Oh. But...well, the lights came on, so I thought...” Ryan trailed off, feeling sheepish as he remembered an apparently vital piece of information he’d been given. 


	“Yeah, that’s ’cause they’re connected to the mansion. The rest’s with the cottage’s power system though. That’s why I told you where the switch is.” 


	“Sorry.” Although he felt pretty stupid, Ryan quickly decided not to let that stop him and shook off his embarrassment. “Can I offer you something? Coffee, maybe?”


	Jazz shook his head tiredly. “Nope. I’ll go back now unless you need anything else sorted out.” 


	Oh yes, in fact, I very much need you to sort something else out. That has precious little to do with the bloody electricity in this cottage, though, Ryan thought, frustrated. Not that he’d really expected his quiet, unsympathetic neighbour to turn into a passionate sex-kitten and jump him, but admittedly, there had been a little hope.


	He nodded unenthusiastically. “I guess I’m good now. Thank you. Sorry I bothered you.” 


	“’S okay.” Jazz glanced at him briefly, indicated a nod, and turned to leave. Catching up on the shattered, exhausted expression on his face, Ryan called after him. “Are you okay?”


	Jazz stopped in his tracks, and the muscles in his back tensed visibly. “Sure. Why?”


	“Just...you look like you didn’t get much sleep, and I was wondering if everything’s okay with you, that’s all,” Ryan explained, feeling even more stupid. 


	“I’m fine. Thanks.” Jazz’s answer came pointedly enough to let Ryan know unmistakably that he was not welcome to ask any more questions of that kind. 


	“Okay. Thanks again for your help.”


	Shrugging lightly, Jazz left. 


	Ryan followed him with his eyes for as long as he could, half fearing Jazz would turn around again and catch him staring, half hoping for him to do it. He sighed. Maybe going to some remote corner of dear old England hadn’t been the right decision after all. Perhaps he’d better gone to some Mediterranean party island where he wouldn’t have had any problems getting laid as often as he wanted to. 


	Ironic really, that he had ended up at the back of beyond, fancying the only person who was within a ten-mile radius rotten when all he had originally wanted was some time out from his tedious job and some fun while he was at it. Sighing again, he went into the bedroom to finally unpack his suitcase. As he glanced at the open door to the bathroom, something occurred to him. He went inside and switched the hot water tap on. Within seconds, a warm, steady flow gushed over his fingertips. He rolled his eyes. Smug bastard. 


	His bed was a welcome sight as he returned into his bedroom. It wasn’t as though he had anything important to do, and there were a lot of fantasies in his mind that needed rearranging around the right, austere-looking person. 


	 


	 


	 




Chapter 2


	 


	 


	 


	Ryan spent the first four days of his holidays exploring the area, enjoying himself in bed, and reading a few of the novels he’d brought along, something he hadn’t had the time to do in what felt like years. He’d loved books ever since his father had started reading bedside stories to him, encouraging him to participate from an early age. Now there was nothing that could make him forget the boring present as easily as a well-written story. 


	This time though, something kept bugging him. No matter which book he tried to concentrate on, he couldn’t quite shut off his mind and focus completely. Something just kept creeping up. A dark, scowling pair of eyes, intent and haunted, a seductively shaped, soft mouth, and a body that sent shivers down his spine whenever he recalled its long, supple lines and hard angles. 


	A sudden knock on the front door made his stomach lurch. Considering Jazz Spencer’s unapproachable demeanour, he was inclined to expect a visit from a travelling salesman rather than his neighbour. 


	Leisurely, he shuffled across the small living area. No need to hurry. When he opened the door, however, his heart seemed to think that there in fact was a need to hurry. It somersaulted and started racing at the sight of Jazz standing there. He looked mind-blowingly handsome in spite or maybe just because of the uncharacteristic air of uncomfortable shiftiness about him. He had changed into a pair of washed-out jeans that sat enticingly low on his hips, and the grey cotton jersey he was wearing clearly didn’t do much to protect him from the cool morning air. His nipples were rock-hard little pebbles under the thin fabric. 


	“Good morning,” Ryan greeted cheerfully, enjoying the way Jazz winced just a little. 


	“Morning,” Jazz mumbled in reply. 


	The silence between them began to stretch. Jazz seemed to be strangely reluctant to say what he’d come for and Ryan was far too busy reacquainting himself with the exact details of Jazz’s handsome body to make conversation. Before the situation became really awkward, Ryan took pity on Jazz’s uneasy, self-conscious expression. 


	“Anything I can do to you?” he asked lightly. 


	Jazz looked at him blankly for a few seconds and huffed a little before he answered. 


	“Uh, yes. I—My parents have decided to come here for the weekend after all. They asked me to, uh, invite you over to dinner. If you want,” he added hastily, sounding as if he was not particularly keen on the answer being in the affirmative. 
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