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  After a belated birthday celebration, Josh wakes up next to the pretty stranger he took home at the end of the night. A stranger who is gone a few minutes later, leaving behind only a sock and a strange pair of puncture marks on Josh's neck.


  The very last place Josh expects to see him is as a new employee at the office where Josh works. He's not opposed to going to lunch together, though—until lunch ends up even stranger than the wounds on his neck.
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  Josh groaned, covering his face with one hand as he rolled away from the invasive, too bright sunlight streaming through his bedroom windows. Oh, yeah, he thought fuzzily as he came face-to-face with a head of dark, tousled hair and a pretty face slack with sleep.


  Blinking a few times, he tried in vain to remember the man's name. All he remembered was the girls dragging him out for their weekly night of bowling, too much beer because his birthday had been Wednesday, and pretty green eyes and a shy smile.


  He'd picked up his mystery man at the bowling alley, he remembered that much. That didn't mean anything except that Elena was going to give him hell on Monday. The rest of the night was a blur, but it wasn't hard to extrapolate, given the aches he felt every time he moved and the complete lack of clothing between the two of them.


  Josh stayed where he was for another few minutes before deciding he needed to get up, if only to use the bathroom. A shower would do him wonders, as well as brushing his teeth and popping some aspirin for what little relief it would give his throbbing head.


  Should he wake the man? Josh dithered over that question before finally deciding it was too early to deal with a stranger he'd managed to sleep with but not managed to get the name of. Sliding from bed slowly, Josh winced when the movement caused his head to throb more insistently. Scratching idly at his hip, Josh crossed the bedroom, grabbing a mostly dry towel from where it was draped over his closet door.


  Padding across the room, he shook his head at the clothing he and Mr. Mystery had left scattered across the floor: jeans, boxers—and was that a plaid shirt? Really, plaid? Snorting in quiet amusement, Josh glanced back at the bed, feeling like he was sneaking out. Only, it was his apartment. He couldn't sneak out. Still, he'd be lying if he said he didn't hope that his half-remembered guest woke up and left while Josh was showering. He wasn't a fan of his infrequent one-night stands hanging around the next morning.


  Slipping into the bathroom, he shut and locked the door behind him then started the hot water running. Digging through his medicine cabinet, he quickly found and swallowed three aspirin with the help of a handful of tepid water from the sink tap.


  Coffee next, definitely, Josh decided as he ducked under the stingingly hot water to rinse the soap off. He didn't begin to feel more awake until halfway through his admittedly longer than usual shower.  Coffee, and then he'd roust his mystery man and show him out. After which he'd make a wonderfully greasy breakfast with sausage, bacon, eggs—


  Josh winced, jerking his hand away from his neck when the dull ache he'd been feeling there blossomed into a sharp, painful twinge. That hurt. That hurt a lot. Damn it, he hated when he got stuck with biters who bit too hard. They were second only to guys who didn't keep their fingernails trimmed and liked to dig in during sex.


  Making a face, Josh forced himself back under the water. He didn't want to end up at the doctor's office because he hadn't properly cleaned out a bite wound. Josh finished his shower slowly, enjoying the hot water until the need for coffee finally drove him out.


  Toweling his hair, Josh ran a hand over his chin, gauging the amount of stubble. He could wait and shave Monday, he decided. It was Saturday, and he was determined to be lazy today. Drying off, he winced when the pain in his neck flared again as he ran the towel over the spot roughly.


  Jesus, mystery man must have taken a nice chunk out of his neck. Josh scowled, moving to the bathroom sink and wiping the mirror above it clean—or, well, streaky. Lifting his chin, he peered at his neck curiously.


  The hell? Josh stared at the twin puncture marks on his neck. They were both red and raw, but they seemed too small to be causing as much pain as they were. They looked infected, but maybe he'd irritated the wounds in the shower? Josh hoped that was the case; he didn't want to have to explain vampire bites to a doctor.


  It had to be a joke. Josh scowled at his reflection in the mirror. He'd brought home someone who thought they were one of the heroes in that sparkly vampire series or something. He should be lucky his bed wasn't covered in glitter.


  He didn't remember seeing fangs on mystery man, but he hadn't been looking at the man's teeth when he'd woken up and he didn't remember enough of the previous evening to say whether the man had had fangs then. Shaking his head, Josh finished drying off and wrapped the towel around his waist. Maybe Mr. Mystery was still passed out in Josh's bed and could answer the question of what the hell was wrong with him.


  Josh wasn't that lucky. His bed was empty—Mr. Mystery had actually made the bed—and the mystery man's clothes were missing, minus a sock that was half-hidden behind the corner of the dresser.


  It was better this way, Josh thought, throwing his towel at the closet door and padding naked to his dresser. No awkward questions, and he didn't have to deal with the weirdo again.


  Coffee, he needed coffee and breakfast, and then he could do nothing but watch movies or play games all day.
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  Josh resisted the urge to tug at the hem of his turtleneck sweater as he headed to the back row of the second-floor cubes. He waved to Elena, but she didn't look much more awake than he felt as she slowly went about booting up her PC and taking the call-forwarding off her phone.


  She did give him a smirk. She knew what the turtleneck typically mean, even if he was wearing it for a different reason. The bite mark wasn't healing very quickly, and though the swelling and redness had gone down, it still hurt whenever Josh touched it. Or whenever he turned his head too fast, or if he shrugged too carelessly, and it was a giant pain in his ass. He had it bandaged, but having gauze pressed against it made Josh want to scratch at it.


  Dropping into his desk chair, Josh put his cup of coffee down and hit the start button on his computer. While it was booting, he stared blankly at the calendar pinned to his wall. L'Arc de Triomphe was displayed in black and white, the days of October laid out beneath it.


  His computer chimed at him when it loaded, and he switched his attention back to it, clicking the email icon and mentally reviewing the few tasks he needed to finish from Friday. Not much:  a few computer reformats from employees who'd left the company, including one of the senior IT specialists who'd quit unexpectedly on Thursday, poached by a larger firm downtown. Josh's email had only just opened when his boss stuck his head into Josh's cube.


  "Morning, Josh," Steve said, flashing him a smile beneath his close-cropped mustache. "Listen, I've got a job for you. Perry was going to take care of it, but that's not happening now."


  "Right," Josh said, used to the way Steve didn't bother with pleasantries. Perry had left a lot of unfinished tasks when he'd left last week, but the general consensus in the IT department was good riddance. Perry had been best at foisting his work off on others. "What is it?"


  "Guy's starting today," Steve said, shrugging dismissively. "He was working out in Connecticut but moved back here. You'll have to reset his server connections and that sort of thing so he can access things again."


  "Oh, right, that quality control guy," Josh said, vaguely remembering it being mentioned at the last department meeting.


  "His name is Quinn," Steve said. He jerked a thumb toward the third floor. "He's sitting where Diana used to sit. Should be pie, but let me know if you have any issues."


  "Will do," Josh said, pulling out his notepad. "I'll head up in a minute."


  "Good," Steve said, then disappeared again, presumably back to his office.


  Josh jotted down a few notes—Quinn, Diana's old cube, server resets—and then browsed through his email. Six messages, two of which he could take care of quickly and one from Elena saying she was having printer problems again—her code for saying she wanted to gossip with him. Josh added her to the bottom of his list and locked his computer.


  He preferred his Monday mornings with fewer get-up-and-go tasks, but at least none of them would be too difficult. Grabbing his cup of coffee, Josh headed for the nearest stairwell, climbing slowly and wishing he owned high-necked shirts that weren't so thick and warm. Usually he was set with his long-sleeved, button-up shirts in the office; wearing a thick sweater was going to make him too warm and drive him crazy all day.


  Diana's old cube was two rows over and three down, and the new guy—new old guy, since he'd been working for Finach Tech Unlimited for longer than Josh—was already there, if the rustling of papers was anything to go by. Josh tapped on the hard plastic edge of the cube wall as he reached the "doorway." Quinn stood with his back to Josh, sorting through the contents of a box on the desk. Josh noted with amusement that his faded, striped button-up shirt didn't quite match the color of his slacks. Quinn turned to face him, and Josh could only stare, dumbfounded, as he came face-to-face with his mystery man.


  Quinn was obviously just as surprised to see him. His eyes went wide and the stack of books and papers in his arms slipped from his grasp, toppling to the floor and scattering across the carpet. Quinn swore quietly—either from dropping the papers or running into Josh—and dropped awkwardly to his knees to gather the papers together while Josh gawked.


  He'd been planning to chew his mystery man out if he ever ran into him again, but he'd never considered the possibility that he'd be working with the man. Josh couldn't fight with Quinn, not here. He'd have to explain it afterwards, and Steve had said more than once in Josh's hearing that personal matters should stay at home, and he had room to talk since his wife worked on the first floor.


  The best thing to do would be to pretend that Friday night had never happened, no matter how much he'd rather yell at Quinn for chomping on him like he was a well-cooked steak. Or a raw steak, Josh supposed, and then decided that thought meant he needed to drink his coffee more quickly.


  Setting down his coffee and notepad on the counter top inside Quinn's cube, Josh dropped to his knees and helped collect the spilled papers. He dutifully ignored the nervous glances Quinn kept shooting him. He set his batch of papers on the counter top instead of handing them to Quinn, not sure he trusted Quinn to keep hold of them a second time.


  "I'm Josh, down from IT," Josh said, sticking out a hand. "I'm here to fix up your computer."


  "Oh, um." Quinn juggled his papers to his left arm, shaking Josh's hand. "Thanks? Um, I'm Quinn."


  "Good to meet you," Josh said, trying a smile. It seemed to work reasonably well, though Quinn still looked unsettled. "Have you booted up?"


  "Yes," Quinn said, gesturing to the PC tucked into the corner of the cube. The star-field screensaver was displayed, shooting little white stars across the edges of the monitor. "Go ahead? I was just putting stuff away."


  "What servers do you usually access?" Josh asked, dragging his coffee and notepad over to the computer. He took a seat in front of the keyboard, nudging the mouse to make it wake up. The desktop was completely blank—no icons or wallpaper, only the start bar.


  "I'm not sure?" Quinn said, inching closer. "I mean, the ones I have—there are a few I have mapped network drives to, but I'm not sure the ones my programs run on."


  "Alright, well, I'll reset your mapped drives and then we can test your programs to make sure they all work," Josh said, cursing Perry for leaving. If he'd stayed, Josh wouldn't have gotten the nasty shock of running into Friday's fling first thing Monday morning.


  "Okay," Quinn said, and Josh glanced over to see him running a hand through his dark hair, tousling it further. "I'm just—I'll be right back."


  Josh nodded, breathing a sigh of relief when Quinn disappeared behind the cubical wall. He took a deep draw off his cup of coffee and got to work.


  Quinn didn't reappear for nearly fifteen minutes. Josh was only as far as fighting with the first server for recognition, so he couldn't make a clean getaway. Not that he'd have been able to anyway, since he had to stay while Quinn tested his programs. Monday seemed to be getting back at him for all the fun he'd had Friday.


  When he did return, Quinn didn't say anything, just started to sort out the papers he'd dropped. He had a mug with him, so he'd taken the time to go get a fresh cup of coffee. Josh didn't try to strike up a conversation like he usually did when he was working with a coworker's computer. The only conversation starters he could think of involved Friday night, and he wasn't going there.


  Instead, he focused on doing his work as quickly as he could. He double-checked everything, making sure Quinn's computer could access all the drives he'd saved as well as the web server where the intranet was hosted.


  "Okay, can you show me the programs you need to check?" Josh asked, making Quinn startle again. Was he usually that jumpy, Josh wondered as he stood to give Quinn back his chair, or was it Josh's proximity?


  "There are only a few," Quinn said. He perched on the edge of his chair, looking like he was ready to flee if Josh made the wrong move. Josh casually put more space between them, grabbing his coffee and fiddling with the cup while Quinn opened a series of programs with swift, sure mouse clicks. A few of them he immediately closed, apparently satisfied with a cursory look.


  "These two don't connect," Quinn finally said, glancing back at him uncertainly.


  "Can I—?" Josh gestured with his free hand toward the computer.


  "Oh, right!" Quinn scrambled up, nearly knocking over the chair in his haste. Josh covered an inappropriate smile by taking another drink of coffee. Unfortunately, that finished the cup, and he regretfully tossed the empty cardboard cup into the trash can under the desk.


  It didn't take him long to fix the first program—the server settings were easy to find—but the second baffled him; the server settings were nowhere obvious, and he'd never seen the program for more than a few seconds on some of the other quality assurance associates' computers. Clicking through random menus didn't turn up anything useful, and neither did the vague help documents attached to the application.


  Quinn was back to sorting papers when Josh swiveled the desk chair to face him. "Do you know where the server settings are hidden for this program? I haven't worked with this one much, and I can't find it," Josh said, smiling sheepishly.


  "I don't know," Quinn said, his brow furrowing in confusion. "I wasn't there when it was set up, and I've had no reason to change them until now."


  "Okay," Josh said agreeably, pondering his next move. Ask Steve, probably, and after that, Mike, the senior quality analyst.


  "I'll be back," Josh said, standing up. "I'm going to consult with a few people. If you find anything else that won't connect before I get back, write it down and I'll take care of it then."


  "Okay," Quinn said, nodding in emphasis. He gave Josh a hesitant smile that Josh returned despite the way standing up had made the stupid bite on his neck throb.


  Snagging his notepad, Josh jotted down a few notes about the program, including the version number and license key, before ducking out of the cube and into the cube-lined hallway. He made his way to the stairwell slowly, absently greeting a few of his coworkers as went. Taking the stairs, Josh decided to stop by Elena's desk first—that might actually brighten his day.


  "Hey, Elli," Josh greeted Elena, leaning on her desk. Elena slanted him a glare over the top of her monitor.


  "Don't call me that, Joshie," Elena said, jabbing one immaculately polished fingernail at him, "or you can't come to lunch with us today."


  "Who's us?" Josh asked, frowning at her. Carrie didn't work Mondays and Ashley started three hours later than they did every day except Friday.


  "I'm going to get the new guy to come with. He's about our age, and he seems like a good guy, if quiet," Elena said confidently. He didn't doubt she'd be able to convince Quinn; few people told Elena no. Josh's theory was that a healthy respect for the length of her manicured nails swayed people into agreeing to her demands.


  "Okay," Josh agreed, not willing to tell her no—both because of her deadly-looking fingernails and because objecting would make Elena suspicious.


  "Good," Elena said decisively. "I'll email you the particulars once he's agreed."


  "Sounds good," Josh said, snagging a peppermint out of the crystal dish on the edge of her desk. "How was your weekend?"


  "Boring," Elena said. She rolled her eyes, sitting back in her chair. She was wearing a dark blue pencil skirt with her ruffled white blouse and a pair of heels that rivaled her fingernails for deadly-looking. "Brad was out of town on law firm business and the girls were all busy with their houses or husbands or children. I swear I'm going to live in an apartment my entire life, Josh, and never get married or have children—it makes you boring."


  "You could've called me," Josh said. He'd thought Elena would be busy with Brad all weekend. For all she complained about Carrie's investment in her husband and son and Ashley's investment in her house, she was just as invested in her boyfriend. "I cleaned out my fridge, that's how bored I was."


  "Really," Elena said, a slow smirk curving her lips. She reached out and plucked at the sleeve of his sweater. "You sure look like you had a boring weekend."


  "I did," Josh said, shrugging. "This is Friday's aftermath—my weekend was boring after that."


  "You went out after the bowling alley?" Elena asked, her eyebrows rising in surprise. "You were trashed when we left."


  "I don't remember very clearly, but I thought I pulled someone there?" Josh said, shrugging dismissively. Though that begged the question: how had Quinn ended up at their weekly bowling night when he'd only started working at the office today?


  Elena shook her head at him but didn't comment, waving him off when her phone started to ring. Josh took that to mean she'd grill him later, though hopefully not in front of Quinn at lunch—that would be awkward beyond belief.


  [image: ]


  Quinn was elbow-deep in papers and a few binders when Josh returned nearly an hour later. He looked up, not seeming to focus on Josh. There was a pen between his teeth and he seemed distracted by whatever he'd been working on.


  "Can I borrow your computer for a minute?" Josh asked cheerfully, feeling more awake and upbeat with a second cup of coffee in his bloodstream.


  "Right," Quinn mumbled around the pen in his mouth before focusing on Josh. His eyes widened, and he grabbed the pen, looking horrified at himself. "I mean, yes, sorry."


  "You're fine," Josh said easily, noting again how pale Quinn was. Did he never go out in the sun? Well, maybe not, if he was trying to be a vampire. "This should only take a few minutes. Mike thinks you're missing a patch, so I have to install that, but then you should be all set."


  "Thank you," Quinn said, glancing around the cubical with a frown before leaning against the cube's counter top. He bent his head to study his papers again, and Josh took the hint, sitting at Quinn's computer and getting to work.


  "So has Elena come to talk to you yet?" Josh asked as he breezed through the patch installer's steps.


  "I don't think so?" Quinn said, and when Josh glanced over, his forehead was furrowed in confusion. "I think—the woman I talked to last week was named Carrie."


  "On Friday?" Josh hazarded because that would make a lot of sense. Carrie was the one who'd started and organized the Friday night post-work bowling trips. If she'd run into Quinn and made him come… that still didn't explain why no one had seen him leave with Quinn.


  Quinn nodded, looking away briefly before giving Josh a small, rueful smile. Josh grinned back, amused despite his reservations about Quinn. Quinn was his type: shy and sweet with dark hair and bright eyes, even if Josh mistakenly kept remembering them as green instead of blue. That was probably why Carrie had dragged him along; that woman had an amazing talent for sussing out the guys who swung Josh's way.


  "Anyway, Elena's going to ask you to join us for lunch," Josh said easily. "I figured I'd warn you beforehand since she doesn't take no for an answer."


  "Oh, but—" Quinn started, frowning again. He looked torn, and Josh took pity on him.


  "I don't mind, if that's what you're worried about," Josh said, clicking Next on the installer. "And I'm pretty sure no one realized that you and I…" Josh paused, well aware of how easy it was to eavesdrop on conversations from other cubes.


  "Met previously?" Quinn suggested, his small, rueful smile returning.


  "Right," Josh said, leaning back in Quinn's chair. "As far as I'm concerned, that was hardly a meeting, and we're starting fresh today. If that's okay with you."


  "It's—good," Quinn said, relaxing.


  Josh wondered at the chances of getting Quinn into his bed again. He'd love to see if Quinn lost his shyness in bed when he would actually remember it later. He dismissed the thought almost immediately, however. Quinn was a biter for one, possibly with some sort of vampire complex, and he was a coworker for two, a poor idea as Ashley had proven quite painfully with her fling with the head of accounts receivable.


  Turning back to Quinn's computer, Josh finished installing the patch, asking curiously as he set the computer to restarting, "So where did you move here from?"


  "Tamaskey Bay," Quinn said absently, not looking up as he flipped over a page to read the other side of it. "I moved to be closer to work and away from my family. I like it here okay so far, but I've spent most of my time unpacking boxes."


  Josh laughed sheepishly. "Been asked that a few times, I guess."


  "A few," Quinn said, smiling wryly at Josh over the top of his papers. "But everyone's been nice so far, though most of them think I'm a brand new employee."


  "You're new to the building," Josh said, pointing out the obvious as the Windows start screen appeared on Quinn's monitor. "That's rare enough you'll be pestered for weeks and referred to as the new guy until someone else gets hired."


  "Yay," Quinn said deadpan. Josh grinned, distracted by the window that popped up on the monitor. It didn't take him long to finish making the changes to Quinn's computer, and he closed out of the program he'd fixed.


   "You should be set," Josh said, standing. He gestured to the computer. "But if you have any problems, give me a call or send me an email."


  "Okay, thanks," Quinn said, giving him another smile before returning to his papers.


  Josh headed back to his cube, smiling more than was necessary for a Monday, let alone a Monday before noon. Still, for all the ways for "accidentally sleeping with a coworker" to turn out, this wasn't half-bad.
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  The lobby was empty when Josh reached it at lunch time. He was the first to show, which didn't surprise him. He'd heard Elena's department was getting slammed, and he didn't doubt that Quinn was the type to linger over his work.


  Digging out his cell, Josh sent a text to Elena demanding her whereabouts. Less than a minute later, his phone buzzed in return, and Josh frowned at the message that read, "swamped. have to take a late lunch. have fun with Q. <3"


  "Something wrong?"


  "Hmm?" Josh asked, flipping his phone shut and sliding it back into his pocket as he glanced up at Quinn. "Oh, no, just Elena can't get away from work. It's you and me, unless you'd prefer we go our separate ways for lunch."


  Quinn hesitated, and it was probably stupid, but Josh hoped Quinn didn't say no to lunch. He wouldn't mind getting to know Quinn better, and maybe he could bring up the bite casually. It had been bothering him more since he'd left Quinn's cube earlier.


  "It's fine," Quinn finally said, shrugging. "Where are we going?"


  "Elena suggested The Corner Deli. It's close and you're not wearing heels, so we can walk if you like," Josh said, glancing outside as he spoke. It was bright and sunny, so rain wouldn't be an issue either.


  "Okay," Quinn said. He hesitated until Josh gestured for him to lead the way from the building. The day was on the warm side of cool with a nice breeze to stir the fall leaves around their feet as they walked.


  "So where did you end up getting a place?" Josh asked as they walked. Quinn's eyes were brighter out here, he noticed, then berated himself for noticing. He wasn't going to date Quinn, so he had no business noting anything about Quinn.


  "Riverside apartments?" Quinn offered, making it a question.


  "You're close to downtown, then, if I'm thinking of the right place," Josh said thoughtfully, tucking his hands into his pants pockets and nodding hello to a businessman they passed. "Have you had a chance to do any exploring? You're near the docks, I think. They have events down there most weekends."


  "I haven't really," Quinn said, sounding defensive. "I've barely left my apartment."


  "Too busy unpacking?" Josh suggested, biting back the offer to show Quinn around. Maybe he should've bailed on Quinn, too—obviously he needed to keep some distance if he was going to behave.


  "Yeah," Quinn smiled, shrugging. "I have a lot more stuff than I thought I did before I moved. It took ages to pack, and it's taking longer to unpack."


  "I haven't moved since I graduated—three years ago—but I still don't want to do it again for a very long time," Josh said with a grimace.


  "Me either," Quinn said, making a face.


  "Well, if you get a chance, check out the dock's events. They're always fun," Josh said, wondering if Quinn would take that advice even as he spoke. Quinn seemed more the type to play hermit than to go out and party it up. Except he'd gone out and presumably gotten drunk enough to go home with Josh, so maybe Quinn's appearance was deceiving.


  "There's also a lot of good restaurants in your area," Josh said when Quinn's only reply was a hum of agreement. "You should try the pizza from Mama Luciana's—it's good, and their garlic sauce is to kill for."


  Quinn made a funny noise, then covered his mouth with a hand. Josh blinked, frowning at Quinn—it looked like he was about to throw up, but in the end, he only made a face as he dropped his hand.


  "I'm allergic to garlic," Quinn said, sounding apologetic. "I usually avoid Italian and pizza places since they put it in everything."


  "That sucks," Josh said on auto-pilot, wondering if Quinn was fucking with him. Allergic to garlic, pale enough to be dead, and he'd left two puncture marks in Josh's throat. Why did Josh always seem to attract the nutcases? At least Quinn was more low-key about it than some of his past lovers had been. The one guy, George, had been convinced that Josh was magic and had tried for a few weeks to collect bits and pieces of Josh to cast spells with.


  "Here we are," Josh said unnecessarily as they reached the busy deli. He held the door open for Quinn, then followed him inside. Quinn hesitated just inside the door, but then headed for the short queue at the ordering area.


  Josh followed him, wondering as they ordered whether or not he should mention Quinn's vampiric habits. He was curious despite himself—and that was always how he got into trouble, so no asking questions. He didn't need another George-type stalker, but this time after his blood instead of his hair.


  Even knowing it was a bad idea to consider it, he couldn't help being curious as to whether Quinn thought of himself as a vampire or was only turned on by it.


  … which wasn't a good thing to be thinking about when he was supposed to be grabbing his sandwich. Josh snagged the tray that held his sandwich, chips, and bottle of soda. He waited for Quinn before heading toward an empty table by the window. Halfway there, a woman with a hairstyle that should've been left in the '80s accidentally knocked his arm, jostling his shoulder and sending a fresh stab of pain down his arm from the bite.


  Barely keeping from spilling the contents of his tray, Josh gritted his teeth as the woman muttered a half-hearted apology and moved around him. The pain subsided slowly as he walked the rest of the way to the empty table, but the bite itself kept throbbing. He was going to have to get the damn thing looked at. It couldn't be normal for such a small wound to cause so much pain.


  "Are you okay?" Quinn asked, looking concerned as he sat down across the table from Josh.


  "Yeah, I'm fine," Josh said, rolling his shoulder carefully. It didn't hurt as much when he moved it on purpose. "Just a sore neck. I'll get it checked out tomorrow if it still hurts like this then."


  "Oh," Quinn said, his frown deepening for some reason. Maybe he'd realized what the cause of Josh's discomfort was and was feeling guilty?


  "It really is fine," Josh said, trying to reassure Quinn. Stupid because it was Quinn's fault his neck hurt in the first place, but it was only a bite, albeit an annoying, painful, and probably infected one.


  "Okay," Quinn said and then lapsed into silence to focus on his meal. Josh followed suit, letting his mind wander. He'd call his doctor in the morning if the bite was still bothering him. He didn't relish explaining it, but hopefully he could spin it that it had been his mysterious partner who'd been into the biting and the doctor wouldn't laugh at him too much.


  "So is your computer still working fine?" Josh asked after he'd inhaled half his sandwich. Pastrami on rye, hold the vegetables, was a great way to spend Monday lunch.


  "Mmhmm," Quinn managed with his mouth full of sandwich. His looked to be more lettuce than anything else, though he'd clearly heard Quinn order roast beef.


  "Have you worked in a cube before?" Josh asked, wondering what it'd be like to work from home. Probably boring, not that his job was suited for it.


  "No, only from home," Quinn said, shrugging. "This has been my only job so far."


  "Fun, isn't it? Be thankful you're not seated by Chester. He's on the phone all day, and he's the type who believes the people on the other end can only hear him if he shouts," Josh said, trying to remember who was in the cubes around Quinn.


  "I sneezed earlier and someone on the other side said bless you," Quinn said, his lips quirking into a smile. "But it's not so different. I have to dress nicer, but that's about it."


  "Pajamas all the time?" Josh teased, then crushed down a few more chips.


  "Jeans, mostly," Quinn said, and Josh did his best to not think about Quinn wearing old, worn-in jeans that fit just right because that was not the sort of thing he needed to be thinking about a coworker.


  "Still better than slacks," Josh said, making a face. He hated business casual, but at least the dress code was business casual and not stricter.


  Quinn nodded in agreement, then stood and picked up his tray. "I'll be right back."


  Josh nodded and watched as Quinn walked over to the trash receptacle and emptied his tray. He headed to the restrooms next, turning back as he reached the bathroom door, his green eyes visible across the restaurant as he smiled at Josh enticingly. Josh stood, barely remembering to grab his tray and drop it off before following Quinn to the restroom. It was empty except for Quinn and himself, and Josh put up no resistance when Quinn pushed him into the handicap stall and latched the door behind them.


  "Show me your neck?" Quinn requested softly, his green eyes glowing faintly. It should be wrong, something was wrong, but Josh tugged down the collar of his sweater. Quinn leaned close enough that Josh got a whiff of his spicy deodorant and carefully peeled off the bandage Josh had taped over the bite.


  "Hey," Josh objected half-heartedly. He was all but tripping over the toilet, and Quinn was behaving strangely.


  "It's okay," Quinn said, running a soothing touch along Josh's jaw. His green eyes suited him much better than the blue, Josh thought hazily as Quinn bent his head, his teeth brushing against the bite mark. Josh tensed, prepared for pain, but instead he felt a soft wash of warmth across the area. It made his skin tingle all the way down to his toes, and Josh wondered if they'd be late, or if they'd have time for a quickie—


  Pulling away, Quinn covered his mouth with his hand, so Josh took the initiative, knocking Quinn's hand aside and kissing him. Quinn gasped, startled though he shouldn't have been, and he tasted of the syrupy sweet of his drink and something sharp and bitter that Josh couldn't place.


  Quinn tensed when his back hit the door of the bathroom stall, making it rattle. Josh paid it no mind, hooking his fingers in one of the belt loops on Quinn's pants and tugging him closer as he deepened the kiss. Quinn was kissing back, and Josh tugged again—


  "Not here," Quinn said breathlessly, his head turned to break the kiss.


  Josh made a disappointed noise, wondering if he could push it.


  "I'm sorry," Quinn said. His eyes were still green, and Josh should have been more worried about being dragged into the men's room for some arcane purpose, literally arcane, and his neck should still hurt, but it didn't, and he still, somehow, wasn't worried about any of it.


  "I like you anyway," Josh confided solemnly. He didn't know what Quinn was apologizing for. Maybe for biting him? Quinn smiled, sad and sweet, and Josh really wanted to kiss him again.


  "Good," Quinn said. "Hold still for me, please?"


  Josh nodded and Quinn reached out, touching his forehead lightly and staring at him with those green, green eyes—and Josh blinked, startled to find himself alone in the bathroom stall, the door securely latched from the inside.


  Blinking a few times, Josh frowned, staring at the plastic door of the bathroom stall. Had he imagined that? He had to have. There was no way Quinn would drag him into the men's bathroom, bite him again, and then let Josh kiss him as a follow-up.


  But he didn't remember how he'd gotten in here otherwise. He couldn't account for how he'd crossed the restaurant or entered the stall.


  Moving slowly, Josh let himself out of the bathroom stall and walked over to the sinks. He looked ruffled too, as though he'd been involved in a make-out session moments ago. Frowning, Josh flattened his hair, wincing reflexively when he accidentally brushed the bite on the side of his neck—except it didn't hurt. Completely confused, Josh leaned closer to the mirror, tugging down the collar of his shirt to expose the bite.


  Nothing. Josh stared. There was nothing—no bite, no scar, no bruise, nothing.


  Josh let the turtleneck fall back into place when someone else entered the bathroom. He turned the knobs on the sink to wash his hands because that was more normal than staring at himself in the mirror like he didn't recognize himself.


  There had to be a logical explanation for it. Unfortunately, the only logical explanation he could come up with was that he was going crazy. Either the bite had never been there, or Quinn had magically removed it.


  Drying his hands slowly, Josh headed out of the restroom, not wanting to seem weird to the other man using the facilities. Quinn was waiting outside the bathroom, looking tense and conspicuous, and Josh stared at him for a moment.


  He was going crazy. He really, really was. Quinn's eyes were blue, a nice blue, but nowhere near the brilliant green Josh had imagined them to be. He needed to stop drinking so much he blacked out—but that still didn't explain the weird memories in the bathroom.


  "Are you okay?" Quinn asked, frowning at him. His tone sounded odd, but maybe Josh was still hallucinating.


  "Um, yes?" Josh said but shook his head. The deli was busier than it had been before he'd gone into the bathroom and the commotion was distracting him. "I'm not sure how I got here from there."


  Relief flickered across Quinn's face, so briefly Josh thought he must have imagined it. But what if he hadn't? What did that mean?


  "You look like you're going to throw up," Quinn said helpfully, his expression nothing but concerned now.


  "No, my stomach's fine," Josh muttered. "My head on the other hand—" Josh shook his head again, moving toward the exit as the noise in the little deli seemed to swell.


  What if he wasn't imagining things? What if he'd been bitten, been magically healed, and Quinn was some sort of… vampire who could change the color of his eyes and sway people into making fools of themselves in public bathrooms?


  What if he was crazy and hallucinating in the middle of the day? Which was worse?


  Josh stopped a few buildings away from the deli, about halfway back to the office building, and rounded on Quinn. Quinn stumbled back a few steps, his eyes flying wide in alarm. He nearly tripped, and Josh would have felt bad, but he was more concerned that he was going crazy.


  "Why don't I have your bite on my neck anymore? What the hell was that?" Josh demanded, keeping his voice down. He didn't want to advertise it if he was going insane.


  "What? I—you—" Quinn stammered out, looking horrified, and maybe Josh was raving, but he wasn't crazy because Quinn knew what he was talking about.


  "I don't make out with near-strangers in public restrooms! Especially when they're coworkers!" Josh hissed, glancing around furtively—they weren't far from work, after all, and the last thing he needed was gossip at work about him and Quinn.


  "I— That's what you're worried about?" Quinn asked, looking completely bewildered. Josh groaned because that was admittance as far as he was concerned, so the crazy parts were true, too.


  "You bit me," Josh accused. Quinn looked away guiltily, and his eyes widened again. Josh turned to see what had plastered the incredibly fake smile on Quinn's face only to find Steve strolling toward them, apparently taking as much pleasure in the nice day as Josh had on the way to the deli.


  "Hello, Josh," Steve greeted pleasantly. "Quinn. Did Josh get you all set up?"


  "Yes, sir," Quinn said, somehow managing to sound mostly normal, if subdued.


  "Good, good," Steve said with a smile. "Josh, there are a few projects I need you to take care of when you get back to your desk. Nothing important, but the server patch might be tricky, so leave that for last."


  "No problem," Josh said, briefly distracted from his fantastical "Quinn the real life fucking vampire" problem by the real problems of his job.


  "I should—" Quinn said, gesturing toward the office awkwardly. "I was late this morning; I need to make up the time."


  "Sure, sure," Steve said, waving Quinn off. "You run into any problems with your computer, give us a call."


  "Thanks," Quinn said, managing another fake smile before walking away. He didn't look at Josh, and Josh silently fumed. He'd find Quinn later—he knew where Quinn worked, after all.


  Steve started up again, detailing all the tasks he'd emailed Josh with. It would be simpler for Josh to check his email, but Steve liked to talk and Josh usually let him. Glancing down the street after Quinn, Josh resolved to corner him at the end of the day, when neither of them had the excuse of work cropping up.
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  "Hey, Elena," Josh said, sitting down heavily in the visitor's chair next to her desk. "I need a favor."


  "A favor? What kind of favor?" Elena asked suspiciously, her fingers stilling on her keyboard. She was dressed in a severe black pantsuit today, which meant she'd argued with Brad again, which meant she probably wasn't in a favor-granting mood.


  "I need an address," Josh said meekly, dropping his voice. "It's important?"


  "Whose address?" Elena asked, her suspicious look slipping into a far more dangerous expression: curiosity.


  "Quinn's," Josh admitted, half to see her reaction and half because it might goad her into giving him Quinn's address. There were three "Riverside" apartment complexes in the city, as he'd unfortunately found out when he'd googled it.


  Quinn was avoiding him, and Josh was more than willing to push the issue. Quinn had gone home "sick" on Monday, and today was the second consecutive day he'd called off. Josh was tired of being dodged, and he couldn't let it go. The whole thing was weird, and it was probably safer to forget it and move on with his life, but Josh wasn't smart and he hated being ignored.


  Probably all the drinking had killed his smart brain cells.


  "Quinn?" Elena smiled wickedly. "Going to play doctor?"


  "Something like that. He had lunch with me, and then he got sick. I wanted to bring him a care package," Josh lied easily.


  "Delivering in person?" Elena asked, turning back to her computer. She fussed around for a moment, opening up a document. Josh didn't look at it; technically employee addresses were confidential, after all. Elena would be in big trouble if it was found out she'd given out an address. Josh didn't think Quinn would complain, though, not with the leverage of what Josh knew about him. 


  "Maybe," Josh said teasingly as Elena scrawled something on a bright yellow sticky note. She handed it off to him, smirking, and Josh was glad that he'd managed to brighten her day. "Thanks."


  "Anyone asks, you didn't get that from me," Elena said. "You owe me. We'll discuss terms later."


  "Yes, ma'am," Josh said, glancing down at the address. Lovely—it was for the most upscale of the three complexes. That begged the question of why Quinn wore such ugly plaid shirts if he lived in such a ritzy area. Josh added it to the list of things he wanted to ask Quinn.


  "So lunch went that well?" Elena asked. Josh resisted the urge to roll his eyes. Elena and the other girls had been trying to set him up for months to no avail. Everyone they found had been weird—like George; Carrie hadn't been allowed to pick after him—or boring. They'd all been hot, at least, and Josh had been happy with the sex.


  He wasn't sure who he could blame Quinn on. Probably no one but himself since he'd taken Quinn home before Elena's Monday shenanigans.


  "I'm not sure. He got sick," Josh said, grinning cheerfully when Elena made a face at that. Before she could pester him further, however, his cell phone buzzed. Flipping it open, he read the short message.


  "Boss calls. Talk to you tomorrow, Elena," Josh said, standing up and sliding the phone back into his pocket.


  "You better have something interesting to report," Elena said, swiveling her chair to face her computer again. Josh left, heading upstairs. With luck, the last two hours of work would pass quickly so he could go confront Quinn.


  It wasn't the smartest course of action. What if Quinn decided to kill him to keep his secret safe? But if Quinn wanted to do that, why hadn't he done it yet? Why was he simply avoiding Josh instead?


  Unfortunately for Josh, the last hours of his work day passed as slow as pouring molasses. Work was slow—no one set their computer on fire, literally or figuratively—so he had a lot of idle time to fritter away. When the clock finally ticked over to five, Josh grabbed his jacket and rushed out the door with Elena's sticky note tucked into his front pocket.


  The drive to Quinn's apartment was almost worse than waiting at work. Traffic was terrible, and Josh turned down the wrong street twice before finally finding the sprawling townhouses of the Riverside apartment complex. Built less than ten years ago, they were gorgeous and sprawling and on the right part of the river for clean(ish) water and a wonderful view. Quinn's unit—6B—was halfway down the row of identical blue houses. Josh parked in the space with a sign that said "Guest Parking," shut off his car, and reconsidered whether he was being stupid to demand answers from a vampire.


  Quinn hadn't ever seemed threatening or scary. It had been hot when he'd gotten all pushy in the deli's restroom but not scary. And Josh couldn't stop remembering the look on Quinn's face when Josh had confronted him, like he'd been sucker-punched or had his lunch money stolen by the school bullies.


  Sighing, Josh opened the car door and slid out, pocketing his keys as he observed the building in front of him. It was a pale blue with white trim. The lights and mailboxes and signs all had ridiculous scrolling bits attached. Worst was the bush next to the front walk, sculpted into the unit's number, 6. It looked incredibly stupid.


  Walking up the sidewalk slowly, Josh studied the door to unit 6B as he approached it. It was next to the door to 6A, but on the outside edge of the building. Quinn's apartment was probably upstairs, which would add an obstacle if Josh needed to make a break for it.


  Josh shook his head at himself. Quinn was very probably harmless. He'd chosen to call out sick two days in a row instead of dealing with Josh about it. Josh hesitated on the doorstep, but then made himself hit the doorbell. He could hear the chimes through the door, a high-pitched ding-ding that was probably more obnoxious on the other side of the door.


  He waited impatiently, fidgeting. What if he'd psyched himself up and Quinn wasn't home? Glancing back at the parking lot, Josh frowned. He didn't know what Quinn drove, but it didn't matter. He could hear footsteps taking the stairs at an unhealthily fast pace. Quinn was home.


  Then the door opened and Quinn was standing right there, and Josh couldn't think of a single thing to say. Quinn was wearing another ugly plaid shirt in a combination of blue and green that should never have been put together and a pair of old, loose jeans that had no shape and were probably soft as butter by the look of them. He was also looking at Josh as if he had just arrived from Jupiter.


  "You don't look sick," Josh said, and Quinn shook himself visibly.


  "I'm not," Quinn said. He looked worried and miserable. Josh sighed. It was stupid, but he wanted to reassure Quinn instead of demanding answers from him.


  "That's good," Josh said, shoving his hands in his pockets and rocking back on his heels. "Then you can answer a few questions for me."


  "I—" Quinn started, his eyebrows knitting together in consternation. Josh raised his eyebrows, prepared to force the issue if need be. "You should come in."


  "Okay," Josh said, though part of him would rather stay on the porch, out in public, where Quinn would at least hesitate before trying to eat him. Quinn stepped back, holding the door open for him. Josh entered the house slowly, trying to ignore the ominous sound of the door clicking shut behind him.


  "Ignore the boxes. I'm still working on unpacking," Quinn said, sounding mostly normal. He slipped around Josh to lead the way up the thickly carpeted stairs, and Josh followed, marveling that he could actually feel the cushion of the carpet despite still wearing his work shoes.


  The upstairs was a mess. It was a nice unit, with a wide-open floor plan and plenty of space. There wasn't much in the way of furniture, and there were boxes everywhere—on the floor, the mantle of the fireplace, stacked on chairs. The only place that was free of boxes was the couch, and it looked only recently vacated. There was a steaming mug set on the box next to it and a knitted afghan throw crumpled in the corner.


  "Have a seat?" Quinn suggested, gesturing to the couch. He made a half-hearted effort to move a box out of the way but almost immediately abandoned the effort. "Can I get you something to drink?"


  "I'm fine, thanks," Josh said politely, feeling no small part surreal as he picked his way over to the couch and sat down.


  "Um," Quinn said but didn't say anything more. He made no move to join Josh on the couch, just stood there in the center of his sea of boxes, looking lost.


  "So, uh, you're a vampire?" Josh asked, wincing at how awkward that sounded. He needed to work on his opening lines.


  Quinn winced too, fidgeting with the cuffs of his shirt for a moment. What did Quinn think he was going to do, attack him for it? Maybe, Josh thought reluctantly. Quinn was keeping his distance, staying almost halfway across the room, and he'd avoided Josh for two days—obviously he was afraid of something.


  "Does anyone else know?" Josh asked, not sure what to do to put Quinn more at ease. At least he was sure Quinn wasn't going to hurt him. Quinn would barely look at him.


  "Not here," Quinn said. "Not—not unless you've told anyone."


  "Yeah, that would go over well," Josh said, snorting. He relaxed, slumping more comfortably against the back of the couch. "I'd probably get myself speedily committed to the psych ward if I tried to tell anyone my hot new coworker drank my blood in the public restroom of a deli."


  "I didn't," Quinn said immediately, not looking any less anxious when he finally looked up. "I mean, not then. I just—I needed to heal it."


  "Yeah, why didn't you do that before?" Josh asked, touching his neck gingerly where the bite had been. "If you'd done it Friday, I would never have noticed anything was wrong."


  "I don't—I didn't realize I hadn't," Quinn mumbled, and if Josh's hazy memories of Friday were anything to go by, Quinn had been at least as intoxicated as he'd been.


  "So what messed up Monday? I wasn't supposed to remember, was I? What did you do anyway? 'Cause I don't normally maul guys in public restrooms," Josh rambled, wishing he could figure out how to get Quinn to relax and still get answers. "I'm not going to tell, by the way. Even if I had someone who'd believe me, it's not right to spill your secret, right?"


  "I guess," Quinn muttered. "And no, you weren't supposed to remember it. I don't—I'm not sure what went wrong, but I must have screwed something up the first time."


  "The first time? Is that why Friday is such a blur? I thought that was the alcohol," Josh said. The attempt at levity fell flat; Quinn shrugged, not meeting his eyes.


  "The normal procedure for feeding is to lure the person somewhere remote, bite, heal the bite, and then make them forget," Quinn recited, as if by rote. He sighed, running his hands through his hair and messing it up spectacularly. "I'm horrible at it. I'm sorry."


  "Can I ask more questions?" Josh asked. He was incredibly curious, but he didn't want to push given how upset Quinn was about it.


  "Yeah—yes," Quinn said, frowning at him in puzzlement. "I bit you."


  "I'm aware," Josh said. "And?"


  "I don't understand," Quinn said. "Why aren't you upset?"


  "I probably should be," Josh admitted. He shrugged, trying to appear casual. "But you don't seem like you're about to bite me again or kill me for knowing, so I'm curious. I didn't think vampires were real until I met you."


  "I'm not going to kill you or bite you again," Quinn said, shifting in place nervously. "You just want answers?"


  "And your first born," Josh said deadpan, pleased when Quinn cracked a reluctant smile. "Well, if vampires can have kids, that is."


  "They can. My mother is," Quinn offered hesitantly. "That's why I am."


  "It's hereditary? Can it be spread through bites?" Josh asked, then for good measure added, "And how come you don't die in sunlight?"


  "If you're bitten wrong or enough times," Quinn said, and he was back to fidgeting with his shirt sleeves again. "It's like… there's a venom to it. If I don't moderate it properly, you get too much and that's biting wrong."


  "And if you bite too often, I get too much anyway," Josh completed the thought himself. "So… sunlight?"


  "Myth," Quinn said, shrugging. "Probably from when it was easier to get—to feed—at night."


  "Garlic?" Josh asked cheerfully, wondering if he should invest in extra garlic salt.


  "Allergy, really," Quinn said, but he was an obvious, terrible liar, and Josh raised his eyebrows. "It's… drugging," Quinn said stiltedly, his cheeks turning red. "Like too much alcohol, except it makes me want to bite."


  "So Friday, did you have garlic? Or was that too many beers, like me?" Josh asked, wondering what the chances of getting Quinn to actually sit down were. He looked so stiff and uncomfortable, standing halfway across the room. Unfortunately, the chances were probably slim.


  "It was in the bar's party mix. I thought it was just pretzels," Quinn muttered. He frowned at Josh, but then crossed the room slowly. He sat on the other side of the couch where his no-longer-steaming mug sat.


  "How much blood do you need? Do you have to, uh, eat every day?" Josh asked, then smiled impishly. "Tell me you sparkle, that would be awesome."


  Quinn laughed, finally giving him a real smile. Josh grinned back, pleased he'd managed to get Quinn to relax that much. "I only sparkle if someone douses me in glitter, sorry," Quinn said, sipping at his drink. It was in a coffee mug, so probably coffee.


  "My dreams are crushed," Josh said, making Quinn smile again. He did have a nice smile—and no real fangs, which was odd.


  "I don't need much blood, actually," Quinn said, turning shy again. "Usually a few mouthfuls every couple days is good enough. My brother needs more. He's full-blooded; I'm only half."


  "Different parents, or does it show up in different strengths?" Josh asked, shifting so he could face Quinn more.


  "Different parents," Quinn said. "His father wasn't human, but mine was. I had half a chance of being born fully human, but I wasn't."


  "Can you drink from other vampires?" Josh asked, wondering how Quinn managed to get blood every few days. Probably by using his green-eyed tricks.


  "No," Quinn said. "I mean, you can, but it doesn't do anything. It's missing the protein, enzyme, whatever it is that we get from it."


  "So what do you do when you're little, lure kids off the playground and into the woods?" Josh asked, envisioning a young Quinn luring some hapless idiot into the playground woods for snack time.


  Quinn laughed, shaking his head. "No, actually, the vampire part doesn't kick in until adolescence."


  "Oooh, I bet that was fun," Josh said, wincing in sympathy. Puberty had been hard enough as a human. He couldn't imagine having vampirism thrown into the mix.


  "It wasn't too bad," Quinn said, curling his hands around his mug. He looked awkward and not at all graceful, elegant, or deadly like a vampire should. Josh didn't object; he'd probably be freaking out more if Quinn were more like the stereotypical portrayal of vampires. "I learned how to influence people first, though I admit the first few bites were… messy."


  Josh snickered, though there was something unsettling about the phrase 'the first few bites.' "So you don't know why I can remember Monday at lunch?"


  "Not really," Quinn said, deflating. "It—I must have done something to screw up on Friday, besides not remembering to heal you, and it's affecting how you react to it now."


  "That's not going to mess me up long-term, is it?" Josh asked, wondering why he hadn't thought of that sooner.


  "No, oh, definitely not," Quinn refuted immediately, straightening up and looking horrified at the idea. Liquid sloshed out of his mug—too light to be coffee, so maybe he was drinking tea? "Dammit."


  "Sorry," Josh apologized, jumping to his feet. "Where do you keep paper towels?"


  "What? Oh, no, don't worry about it," Quinn said. He set the mug down on the box he'd picked it up from. The cardboard immediately soaked up the tea still clinging to the bottom of the mug, staining it a dark color. Quinn brushed ineffectually at the soaked spot on the front of his shirt before standing and leaving the room. He disappeared into the kitchen, which was visible through the opening over the dining bar. He reappeared after a moment and dropped a dark brown kitchen towel on top of the spot of spilled tea on the carpet.


  "Um, I need to—" Quinn said, plucking awkwardly at the front of his shirt.


  "Right," Josh said, sitting back down as Quinn left the room again, disappearing behind a door on the far side of the living room.


  Josh glanced around. The living room was a mess, with boxes everywhere and not much in the way of places to put anything. There was a TV stand with a medium-sized television set perched on top of it across the room. A slew of wires led to the DVD player perched on top of it—probably Quinn had been watching something before Josh had shown up.


  There were DVD cases piled out on top of one of the boxes, and he could see what looked like books in another. The curtains hanging in the windows were plain, medium-dark blue with a simple brown pattern along the bottom of each panel. Quinn had curtains hung and the TV and DVDs unpacked—he had Josh's kind of priorities.


  "Sorry about that," Quinn said, reappearing. He was wearing neater jeans and another ugly plaid shirt—red with blue—and Josh wondered if it was a camouflage. No one would take accusations of vampirism seriously if they were levered against a clumsy, awkward, poorly-dressed schmuck who wore the ugliest plaid shirts in existence.


  "No problem, sorry I upset you," Josh said, smiling sheepishly.


  "You didn't? Not really," Quinn said. His forehead furrowed in confusion. "Um, did I offer you anything to drink? I'm a horrible host, I'm sorry."


  "You did, I'm fine," Josh said. "I should probably get going, anyway." Even if he didn't want to go. He'd rather stay here and pester Quinn about the whole vampire thing. What would it be like to grow up a vampire? To have to drink people's blood to survive?


  "Are you sure?" Quinn asked, wiping his hands on the front of his jeans, but he looked more relaxed as Josh stood.


  "Yeah, I should get home," Josh said easily, trying not to be hurt that Quinn was happy he was going. "I won't tell anyone. You can come back to work tomorrow."


  "Right, no, I will," Quinn said, almost tripping over a box as he moved to walk Josh to the door. "And thank you, for not saying anything and for coming to—well, for coming."


  "No problem," Josh said, heading down the stairs. Quinn stayed at the top, one hand wrapped around the banister as he watched Josh. "See you tomorrow."


  "Bye," Quinn said, waving as Josh opened the door. Josh grinned at him before letting himself out, shutting the door firmly behind him.


  He was an idiot, but he was a still-living idiot, so he was going to pick up Chinese and a six pack and spend the rest of his evening communing with his couch in celebration of the fact that he'd spent an hour with a vampire and hadn't been eaten or killed.
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  Josh tried to quell his nerves as he walked into work, focusing on keeping a polite smile on his face instead of scowling as he took the stairs to the second floor. He had no reason to be nervous. There was nothing saying he'd run into Quinn today, or that he had anything to be worried about with regard to Quinn.


  He probably had more to worry about from Elena. She'd want to know how his visit had gone, and she'd want lots of detail. That he'd avoided both her and Quinn all day yesterday meant nothing. Today was Friday, which meant there was bowling tonight. Since he'd avoided Elena the previous day, she'd probably invite Quinn and try to corner him today.


  Thankfully, Steve had him helping remove old equipment from the server room and prepping for the upcoming reorganization. He'd be spending most of his day locked in a tiny, keypad-access-only room that had one phone, poor cell reception, and no terminal to check email at.


  That meant he could feasibly avoid everyone and not add to Elena's no doubt already outlandish speculations about him and Quinn. He also wouldn't have to deal with Quinn being nervous around him or figure out what to say to him.


  Josh paused at the top of the stairs to take a sip of his coffee before letting himself out of the stairwell and into the second floor lobby. Turning left, he wound his way through the maze of cubes until he reached his. He started up his computer first, and then set down his coffee and settled in his desk chair.


  Fifteen minutes later, he was heading back down the stairs to the server room in the basement. The worst part of working in the server room, Josh thought sourly, was the strict no food or drink rule, which barred him from having his leisurely way with his coffee.


  He paused on the first floor landing as the door opened, and of all people, Quinn stepped into the stairway. He was absorbed in a thick book that looked like one of the in-house training manuals, and Josh had to clear his throat to pull Quinn's head from the book and keep Quinn from running straight into him.


  "Oh, sorry," Quinn said, snapping the manual shut. He blinked quickly a few times, then surprisingly, he smiled at Josh. "Hi."


  "Hey," Josh said, confused but not upset that Quinn wasn't nervous around him. "I see you've recovered admirably."


  "Recovered?" Quinn asked, smile slipping.


  "You were sick," Josh prompted, kicking himself for bringing it up. Obviously the caffeine hadn't hit his brain yet.


  "Oh, right!" Quinn said, nodding enthusiastically. "Yes, I'm feeling much better now, thank you."


  "Cool," Josh said, giving Quinn a brief smile and finally realizing that Quinn was actually wearing a plaid shirt in the office.  It was a decent plaid—understated blue-on-blue—but it was still plaid.


  "Um, I should—" Quinn said, lifting his book. It was a training guide, to one of the more complicated report writers the company produced.


  "Right, and I need to—" Josh said, pointing down. Quinn gave him another smile before heading upstairs, and Josh returned it before heading down.


  Why did he have to be so stupid around Quinn? If that had gotten any more awkward, he'd have had to throw himself down the stairs. Sighing, Josh opened the basement door and headed to the server room, trying to ignore that less-than-stellar meeting with Quinn in the stairwell.
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  The bowling alley was more crowded than usual. The jukebox seemed louder, the drunken party next to them was more obnoxious than most of the usual crowd, and Josh kept getting irrationally annoyed at the girls for fawning over Quinn, who'd apparently never bowled before.


  Josh wasn't being the best company, but he couldn't bring himself to perk up. He'd gotten a headache late in the day that he was blaming on inhaling too much dust in the server room. Between that and the obvious way the girls were plotting, he was getting more and more irritable.


  The only highlight of his evening was that he was actually winning for once. Usually Ashley kicked everyone's asses, as she'd been playing since she was a kid. She even had a matching set of bowling shoes and her own shimmery, powder blue ball. She was so wrapped up with Quinn, however, that she wasn't paying any attention tonight.


  Josh smothered a scowl, taking another sip of his beer before setting it back down. He was being a responsible drinker and pacing himself tonight; he didn't want an awkward repeat of last week. Josh wouldn't be able to face Quinn at work if he drunkenly tried to hit on him tonight, and if he drank too much, he'd definitely try it.


  Elena stepped down from the raised platform of the bowling lane, crossing the seating area to sit down next to him. Carrie stood from the opposite bank of seats, saying something that made Ashley laugh and Quinn crack a smile.


  "Hey, 'Lena," Josh said, watching as Carrie picked up her ball and headed to the lane.


  "Hey, Joshie," Elena said, crossing her legs and stealing his beer. She was wearing skinny jeans and a low-cut, dark blue blouse with ruffles and no sleeves. "Are you okay? You've been quiet all night."


  "I'm fine, just not feeling it," Josh said, taking his beer back when Elena handed it to him. He set it on the table without drinking any, glancing up at the scoreboard as Carrie knocked down three pins.


  "Is it because we invited Quinn?" Elena asked, frowning. "You seemed to be getting along. I didn't think you'd mind."


  "It's not Quinn," Josh said, rolling his eyes. "I like him fine." Josh paused, wanting to kick himself. That was only going to egg Elena on. "He's a good guy," Josh added lamely, like that would help.


  "So, what? He doesn't return the sentiment?" Elena pressed, drilling her nails against the table.


  "It has nothing to do with Quinn," Josh muttered. He stood before she could reply, moving to take Carrie's place when she stepped down from the lane. His name flashed on the scoreboard. He threw the ball without paying much attention and managed to knock down eight pins.


  Maybe he could skip out early. He wasn't having any fun, and he didn't want to be pestered about it until he spilled, and he didn't want to ruin the evening for everyone else by being a drag. Maybe if he sat by Quinn the girls would leave him alone, though probably they'd leave him alone with Quinn, and Josh wasn't sure he wanted to deal with that awkwardness, either.


  Stepping back down from the platform, Josh hesitated, then decided Quinn was the lesser of the two evils and headed to the table to the right. Ashley flashed him a grin as she stood to take her turn, and Quinn offered him a small smile as Josh took the seat next to him.


  "Having fun?" Josh asked, then winced at how rude he sounded. "The girls like having you here."


  "It's fun?" Quinn offered stiltedly. "But I can— I don't mean to intrude. I know they're your friends—"


  "Quinn." Josh cut him off, smiling and shaking his head. "I don't mind you coming. Don't listen to whatever lies they've been telling you."


  "Are you sure?" Quinn asked, frowning. "I mean, that's what Elena said, but you don't seem like—like last week."


  "Yeah, where were you then?" Josh asked, remembering that he hadn't noticed Quinn last week until the end of the evening. "Carrie invited you, but I don't remember you being down here in the pit."


  "They ran out of shoes and wouldn't let me down here without them," Quinn said, lifting a foot a few inches as though to display the ugly pair of bowling shoes he'd rented for the evening.


  "Oh," Josh said. He leaned against the hard plastic back of the bench, stretching his legs out in front of him. "But don't worry about it. It's not you, it's me being in a bad mood because—"


  A loud bout of drunken laughter came from the lane on the other side of the divider behind them, and Josh grimaced.


  "Partly because of that," he muttered, then realized Ashley had taken Quinn's turn for him and Elena was back up.


  "If you want, we could leave?" Quinn offered, then ducked his head in embarrassment. "Um, they probably wouldn't mind so long as we leave together."


  Josh scowled at Carrie and Ashley, wondering what nonsense they'd been telling Quinn. "I'm sorry about them," Josh said, making a face at Carrie when she stuck her tongue out at him and grabbed his beer from the table in front of her. "They're all fixated on hooking me up."


  "Do you think they'd lay off if they knew we already had?" Quinn asked, keeping his voice quiet enough that Josh had to strain to hear him. "Because you could tell them if you wanted."


  "It wouldn't make them lay off. It would only make them worse," Josh grumbled. "Did you want out of here, too? I don't want to make you leave if you're having fun."


  "It is fun, but it's loud?" Quinn offered, wincing when an alarm went off somewhere, signaling that someone had managed a strike.


  "All right, then let's go," Josh said, standing. Quinn followed suit, and Josh felt better about the whole evening, if only because Quinn was willing to talk to him and pull one over on the girls.


  "Hey, we're going to take off," Josh said loudly as they approached the table where Ashley and Carrie were sitting. Elena was stepping down from her turn at the pins, her ball rolling up on the return conveyor.


  "Oh, but we haven't been here that long," Ashley said, then added after a not-at-all-discreet elbow from Carrie. "Heading home or somewhere else?"


  "Somewhere quieter," Quinn said, looking apologetic. Josh smothered a grin when Quinn's eyes widened as he realized the implication of that phrase.


  "Well, have fun, and Josh, you're doing lunch with me on Monday since you keep blowing me off," Elena said with a too-sweet smile. Monday's lunch would be an interrogation with a side of food.


  "Thank you for inviting me," Quinn said politely. Josh almost wished they were going somewhere quieter instead of using each other as a way to leave without any long, drawn-out drama.


  "It's a standing invite. You can join us any time," Carrie assured him with a pretty smile. "Have fun, you two. I'll see you next week."


  "See you," Josh echoed, forcing a last smile for them before leading Quinn out of the pit.


  They returned their rented shoes, and a few minutes later were outside. The air was brisk and chilly, a precursor to winter, and Josh crossed his arms, pausing a few steps into the parking lot. Quinn stopped beside him, giving him a curious look.


  He could invite Quinn to go someplace quieter, maybe a coffee shop or something. Would Quinn agree, Josh wondered, or would that be pushing it? Probably pushing it, Josh decided with a sigh. He needed to keep his distance, despite the girls' attempts to set the two of them up. Quinn was a coworker, and a vampire besides. Josh had no business trying to tap that.


  "Thanks," Josh said instead. "I'm sorry you've gotten dragged into their schemes. I should've warned you."


  "It's okay," Quinn said. He shrugged, the movement outlined by the flashing neon lights of the bowling alley's brightly lit sign. "Um, I guess I'll see you around?"


  "Right. Drive safe," Josh said, then cringed because who said that besides his mother? Quinn nodded, giving him a wave as he headed across the parking lot in the opposite direction of Josh's car. Josh moved a moment later, trudging through the lot toward his car and wondering why it felt like he was missing something important.
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  Josh wandered into the kitchen, poking around in the cupboard above the microwave. He shut the cabinet door without taking anything out. Turning, Josh leaned against the counter and surveyed the kitchen. Everything was tidy, nothing was left out, and Josh rolled his eyes at himself because he was bored and going stir-crazy because of it.


  He'd tried watching a movie, but his attention had lasted for as long as it had taken for the lead actor to appear. Dark hair and pretty blue eyes, and every time he smiled, Josh thought of Quinn. He'd tried a video game next—something mindless and bloody—but that hadn't required enough concentration, and Josh kept finding himself thinking about Quinn, wondering what he was up to this weekend, whether he played video games, or if their taste in movies was similar.


  Worse, he kept trying to manufacture a reason to go by Quinn's place. Despite knowing what a bad idea it was, Josh was curious and interested despite the risk of vampire bites. Josh almost wished he didn't know. It was more obnoxious than thinking Quinn was a wannabe vampire.


  Sighing, Josh pushed away from the kitchen counter and headed to his bedroom. He'd go for a walk. That didn't take any concentration, and maybe afterward he could settle into one of his regular weekend kickbacks and get his mind off Quinn.


  He pulled a pair of sneakers out of his closet, pushing his feet into them without bothering to unlace them. Turning to leave the room, he paused when he caught sight of the neatly folded, dark blue sock on top of his dresser. Quinn's sock. He'd left it in Josh's bedroom the night they'd met.


  Josh stared at it for a long moment before deciding that he needed to return it. It could be an expensive sock or a present. Even if the way Quinn dressed didn't support the 'expensive' theory, and who gave socks as a present? Before he could talk himself out of it, he grabbed the sock and headed out of the apartment. He snagged his key ring off the hall table and paused only to make sure he locked the door to his apartment behind him.


  The drive to Quinn's place was short, but by the time Josh pulled into a guest parking space, he was rethinking his logic. Returning a sock, really? Besides being a stupid excuse—he'd thought of a dozen better earlier that morning—did he really want to remind Quinn of everything they were supposed to be leaving behind them?


  Josh sighed again, then stuffed the sock into his center console and snapped it shut. He sat in his car, frowning at the front door of Quinn's apartment before deciding he should at least say hello since he'd come all the way out here. But he was throwing the damn sock out when he got home.


  Climbing from the car, Josh locked the doors and headed past the obnoxiously shaped shrubbery. He second guessed himself again on the front stoop, but then rolled his eyes and rang the bell. Only a few seconds passed before Josh heard footsteps hurrying down the stairs, and then Quinn opened the door.


  "Hey," Josh greeted, suppressing a smile at the sight of the faded red-and-black flannel shirt Quinn was wearing, the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. He was also wearing a pair of faded, light blue jeans with a hole in one thigh, and he was barefoot, toes curling into the carpet.


  "Hi," Quinn said, looking baffled.


  "Um, I was in the area," Josh said, blatantly lying. He'd put himself in the area. "I thought I'd drop by and say hello." Josh paused, then added, "And see if you needed any help unpacking?"


  "Oh, um, come in?" Quinn said, which wasn't an answer, but it was an invitation that Josh wasn't going to turn down.


  "Thanks," Josh said, stepping inside when Quinn moved back, opening the door wide for him.


  The stairway had a few new, small paintings hung in it—bland, generic landscapes—and Josh wondered if Quinn had bought them or if someone had bought them for Quinn. Probably the latter, Josh decided as he climbed the stairs. Quinn didn't seem the type to bother, based solely on how long it was taking him to unpack.


  "Would you like something to drink?" Quinn asked, pushing absently at his sleeves as he stared at the living room. It was a wreck. Books and movies and knickknacks were scattered everywhere, like Quinn had simply decided that he had to empty all his boxes at once. There were empty boxes and packing and padding materials stacked haphazardly against the left wall, adding to the overall clutter.


  "Coffee, if you have it," Josh said. Quinn nodded absently, heading toward the kitchen.


  The kitchen was gorgeous. There was a huge plate glass window behind the sink and counter that overlooked a perfectly manicured lawn edged in trees brilliantly colored with fall foliage. The appliances were all a gleaming, untouched-looking black, and, in complete contrast with the living room, the entire room was neat and tidy.


  "Um, so how long do you think it will take before Elena and Carrie and Ashley leave us alone?" Quinn asked, grabbing a bag of coffee and a filter from the cabinet above the indecently clean coffeemaker. Did Quinn never use his kitchen? Probably everything was so new the shine hadn't worn off anything.


  "A few weeks, I hope," Josh said, shrugging. He hadn't thought about it, but they never did tease him for too long over any one guy. Especially if he told them to knock it off. He should probably do that, if only for Quinn's peace of mind. "If you want, I can tell them to drop it. They mean well, but they don't get upset if I tell them to back off."


  "Wouldn't it be easier to do that than to ignore it?" Quinn asked, frowning at the bag of coffee before dumping in some grounds.


  "I didn't want to make them too suspicious," Josh explained, trying not to be hurt that Quinn wanted him to tell the girls that they weren't interested in each other. "Especially since Elena knew I came out here last week."


  "Oh, right," Quinn said, picking up the coffee pot and moving to the sink to fill it with water.


  "I'll talk to Elena and ask her to tone it down," Josh said, leaning against the counter top, out of Quinn's way.


  "Thanks." Quinn poured the water into the coffeemaker, then stared at it, his brow furrowing. He stabbed a button finally, making the display light up green. "Um, and you don't have to help me unpack. I'm almost done."


  "I don't mind," Josh said. He didn't. It gave this visit a purpose other than him being a gawking moron who wanted to get into Quinn's pants.


  The smart move was to walk away and pretend the whole thing had never happened. Quinn seemed so normal; it would be easy to pretend he was an introverted, quiet young man with absolutely abysmal taste in clothing if Josh didn't know any better.


  "I only have books and movies left. I've been sorting them out all morning," Quinn said as he crossed to the other side of the kitchen to grab a pair of matching mugs from another cabinet. They were plain white with a solid dark blue line around the rim as their only decoration. "It's not exciting."


  "It's better than cleaning my apartment for the sixth time," Josh said, shrugging. "I really don't want to spend any more time with Elena or Ashley for a few days. The girls are great, but they take a lot of energy to keep up with."


  "I don't?" Quinn asked as he set the mugs in front of the coffeemaker.


  "Nah, you're quiet. I like it," Josh said, hoping he wasn't sticking his foot in his mouth with that.


  Quinn smiled at that then asked, "Milk?"


  "No, I take it black, thanks," Josh said as Quinn pulled out a quart of milk. Quinn didn't take his coffee black, Josh noted, then rolled his eyes at himself. He was hopeless.


  "So you came because you were bored but didn't want effusive company?" Quinn asked, busying himself with pulling out a container of sugar.


  "Well, yeah, but I like your company," Josh said, fighting the urge to fidget. He should've stayed at home, he decided. There was much less capacity to embarrass himself there.


  "Okay," Quinn said, looking pensive as he set the little plastic container of sugar on the counter.


  "What?" Josh asked, wondering if he should just go.


  "Hmm?" Quinn asked, focusing on Josh again.


  "You looked… confused," Josh said, shifting nervously. "Should I not have dropped by? I can go."


  "No, it's not—" Quinn burst out, then cut himself off, frowning. "I just—I don't get it. You know what I am, but you're not… you don't care?"


  "Nope," Josh said, wondering if that was what all Quinn's anxiety was about. "I mean, you don't seem like you're about to pounce and bite me at any given moment. And you're a nice change from the girls."


  "I won't," Quinn said firmly, meeting his eyes without flinching. "I wouldn't, not ever, not now."


  "Not now that I know you're a vampire?" Josh asked, filling in the rest of that caveat. Did that mean Quinn would've bitten him again had the first memory erase worked?


  "Um, not now that I know you and work with you," Quinn said. "It's… awkward, drinking from people I know and knowing that they don't know."


  "… good point," Josh conceded. "Though, hey, can you use your—" Josh made an obscure hand gesture because 'green-eyed luring tricks' wasn't something he wanted to say out loud, "—memory tricks anytime? That could come in handy if you screwed something up."


  "Not really," Quinn said, turning as the coffeemaker reached the end of its brew cycle and began to gurgle. "I can only do it so often before it begins not to work on my end? So I can usually only use it on my…"


  "On the people you bite?" Josh filled in when Quinn didn't finish his sentence.


  "Right," Quinn said, passing him a steaming mug. He turned back to the counter, adding an obscene amount of sugar and milk to his mug.


  "So are there werewolves and other stuff out here, too?" Josh asked curiously, holding his mug but not trying to sip it yet. He liked being able to taste things; burning his tongue on hot coffee would be detrimental to that.


  "No, that's weird," Quinn said, putting the milk back in the fridge. He turned back toward Josh, smiling, and Josh grinned.


  "No, seriously," Josh said, pleased that Quinn was teasing him. "I'd like to know if I stand a chance of being wolf-bitten on the next full moon, you know?"


  Quinn shook his head, still smiling. He leaned back against the counter in front of the coffeemaker, cradling his mug of coffee between both his hands. "There could be, I suppose. My mother was never clear on it, but I've never run into any werewolves. You're probably safe."


  "Zombies? Magic? Weird supernatural stuff like ghosts?" Josh queried, taking a tentative sip of his coffee. It was strong. Really strong. No wonder Quinn had heaped his with tons of milk and sugar.


  "No, no, and maybe ghosts? Though I've never run into one," Quinn said with the little smile that meant he was teasing again. "They have those ghost hunter shows on TV, though. They're always running into ghosts and 'unexplained phenomenon.'"


  Josh snickered, shaking his head. "No, I don't watch that crap. I watch different crap:  pirates and wars and shit. The history channel is much better."


  "I'll stick with my ghosts," Quinn said dryly, drinking some of his coffee. "We can sit, unless you'd prefer to hang out in here."


  "Sitting's good," Josh said. Quinn nodded, moving to lead the way back to the living room. They settled on the couch, Josh on one end and Quinn sitting gingerly at the other end, as though worried he was going to spill his coffee on the couch.


  "I'm getting more furniture next week," Quinn said, setting his mug down on the sturdy wooden coffee table. "I wanted to get most of my stuff unpacked and out of the way first."


  "Makes sense. More room to maneuver," Josh said, wondering what else Quinn planned to get. He'd have to drop by next weekend to see how everything looked then.


  "I'm almost done, really," Quinn said, glancing at the stacks of books and DVDs piled all over the room. Josh snorted because there was stuff everywhere. 'Almost done' was optimistic.


  "Well, I'd be closer, but then I decided I wanted my books organized by author and my DVDs by title…" Quinn said sheepishly, looking around the room. "Once I'm done with that, it'll go faster."


  "You're more ambitious than I am," Josh said. "I don't even keep my books separate from the DVDs. Everything goes on the same bookcase."


  "Heathen," Quinn said. "It's mostly the books I could never find at home—before I moved—so I'm sorting them properly this time."


  "I don't have that many books. They all fit on a single bookcase," Josh said, standing and setting his cup down on the coffee table. He wandered over to the nearest box, frowning at the contents—a bunch of plastic and paper wrappings but no books. "Where can I start?"


  "There are full boxes against the wall," Quinn said, startling him because he'd followed Josh without Josh hearing him and was much closer than Josh had thought. "But I really am nearly done. You don't have to help."


  "I don't mind," Josh said, giving Quinn a smile over his shoulder. "Unless you'd rather I not mess with anything. There might not be much left, but it'll go quicker with both of us, right?"


  "No, you can, um, mess with things," Quinn said, frowning at the sea of book stacks. "DVDs and videos are over there—" He gestured to the far corner where DVDs were stacked into neat piles around the TV stand. "Books start with As over there and end with Zs over here."


  "Cool," Josh said, moving across the room to where Quinn had indicated the 'to be sorted' books waited. "Are you sorting hard backs from paperbacks?"


  "Probably when I put them on the shelves, but not right now," Quinn said, shrugging as he picked his way across the room to join Josh at the boxes. "I don't want too many stacks."


  "That would get tricky," Josh agreed. He pulled open a box and fished out a stack of books, passing them to Quinn before pulling out his own stack. "Oh, hey, I know this book," Josh said, tapping the spine of the third  book from the top of his stack. "This was good. I like the end—"


  "I'm in the middle of that one," Quinn interrupted before Josh could continue. He smiled sheepishly, shifting his books to one arm. "Sorry. I hate being spoiled."


  "You're good." Josh brushed it off, heading toward the nearest stack of books to check the authors' names. "You'll have to let me know when you finish it."


  "I will. It's good so far? I like the count," Quinn said, setting two books next to a tower of others halfway across the room.


  "So did I," Josh said, then grinned and added, "At first."


  "Stop that," Quinn scolded, rolling his eyes.


  Josh only grinned and focused on sorting out the books he held. He got briefly distracted when the cover of another book caught his eye, but he put it in its proper place without comment because the cover looked neat, but the blurb on the back promised mediocrity.


  Quinn's taste in books was all over the place. He had science fiction, fantasy, contemporary, and a few non-fiction books on supernatural phenomenon. The non-fiction books were all by the same author, and Josh studied them for a while, curious despite himself.


  "You can borrow one if you want," Quinn said. He'd started putting books on the shelves, starting with the hard covers. They'd sorted through the remaining boxes quickly, and then Josh had kept himself busy by browsing through the stacks of books.


  "Uh, sure, if you don't mind?" Josh said, picking up the one that looked most interesting and studying the cover again.


  "No, it's fine. I don't read them much," Quinn said, grabbing another few books to shelve.


  Josh settled on the couch, cracking open the cover of the book. It was about ghosts in a bed-and-breakfast in Connecticut. Perhaps the inn or author was in the same area of Connecticut that Quinn was from, Josh thought as he flipped past the intro and started to read. 


  The book started out simply, and the author was pretentious, but it was interesting to speculate whether it really was a ghost, especially in light of Josh's recent exposure to real supernatural phenomenon. He was only about halfway through the book when the doorbell rang, startling Quinn into fumbling the books he was holding. The chime was more obnoxious on the inside, Josh thought, shrugging when Quinn glanced at him in confusion.


  "I'll be right back," Quinn said, still frowning in confusion as he picked his way through boxes and stacks of books to the stairwell.


  Josh wondered if he should follow. He didn't think any of the girls would show up here, but he wasn't sure if he wanted to leave Quinn to their machinations if it was one of them at the door. On the other hand, if it was one of them, and they found Josh here, there would be no getting them to back off later.


  He'd stay here, Josh decided. That was the safe, not nosey option. For all he knew, it was Quinn's neighbor asking for a cup of sugar or some other staple household good. Pretending to focus on the book in his lap, Josh steadfastly ignored the low murmur of voices he could hear from the stairway and tried to wait patiently for Quinn to return.


  Flipping a few pages, Josh studied a picture of a dimly lit bedroom for a moment before deciding the white blur was probably a camera trick and not a poltergeist or ghost. The door shut downstairs, followed immediately by two sets of muffled footsteps, and Josh straightened up as Quinn reappeared at the top of the stairs. He didn't look happy at all, which was odd. Josh had seen him upset and miserable, but never angry, and that was the closest thing Josh could peg the look on his face as.


  The man behind him was Quinn's polar opposite. He had sunny blond hair, a smattering of freckles across his nose, and he was smirking as though Quinn's annoyance was the most amusing thing he'd seen all week. He was dressed well:  his khaki slacks were perfectly creased, he was wearing honest-to-goodness leather loafers, his polo shirt was tucked into his pants, and he was wearing a belt that matched his shoes perfectly.


  His smirk widened into a full-out smile when he spotted Josh sitting on the couch, and Josh wanted to throw his book at the man, never mind that in any other setting he'd probably be giving the man a good ogle. Except there was something funny about him, something Josh couldn't peg. It made him uneasy and he wanted to move away, put some distance between himself and the stranger.


  "Josh, this is my brother, Astor," Quinn said stiffly. Josh wondered if Quinn was unhappy that Josh was here to meet Astor, or if he was upset that Astor was visiting. "Astor, this is Josh."


  "It's a pleasure to meet you," Astor said smoothly, his voice rich and dark, like a good stout beer. "Quinn hasn't mentioned you—"


  "He's a coworker," Quinn said, cutting Astor off. "He dropped by to help me sort some stuff out."


  "It's been two weeks, Quinn," Astor said, his voice noticeably cooler. He moved deeper into the room, staring disdainfully at the stacks of books and empty boxes. "You're still unpacking."


  "Yes," Quinn said shortly, crossing his arms. He shot Josh an apologetic look—so this was a surprise visit then. Josh debated for a second. Should he stay or should he go? Probably go. Quinn didn't seem the type to fight with siblings in front of guests, and he obviously wasn't happy with Astor.


  "I should go," Josh said, setting the book aside and standing.


  Quinn hesitated, but then nodded, saying, "Sorry. I didn't expect other guests."


  "It's fine," Josh said, shrugging. He didn't look at Astor but grinned at Quinn. "Thanks for indulging me. I'll see you around."


  "You're welcome," Quinn said, relaxing enough to offer him a smile. "Um, see you Monday, probably."

  



  "Yeah, probably," Josh said, feeling self-conscious as he headed toward the stairway. Was Astor watching him? Why the hell was he lurking so creepily? Josh stalwartly refused to look that way, sure he didn't want to see whatever look was on Astor's face.


  "You should stay," Astor suggested, his voice back to that deep, heady tone. Josh's steps faltered, and he looked—


  —only to find Astor giving him a predatory, green-eyed look. Fuck, he was going to get bitten again.


  "Astor!" Quinn snapped, looking furious as he crossed the room to where Astor was standing in quick, fast steps. He knocked over a stack of books but didn't slow in the least. He smacked Astor across the face, hard enough that Josh flinched, but thinking was suddenly a lot easier, and he glared at Astor. He'd had his fill of being bitten, and the green-eyed bossy tricks were only hot on Quinn.


  "You didn't leave that much venom, Quinn," Astor said. His hair was mussed, but otherwise he looked unaffected by Quinn slapping him. He stared coldly at Quinn, ignoring Josh, and Josh wondered if that was his cue to get the hell out of dodge. "And you said nothing about anyone you didn't want to share."


  "I don't want to share," Quinn said, glancing worriedly over his shoulder at Josh. "I don't… he's not…"


  Josh hesitated. Astor likely wouldn't let him just leave, not without trying the memory trick on him, even if he was currently focused on Quinn, staring disdainfully as Quinn fumbled over his sentences. Josh wanted to punch him because he was Quinn's brother; he should have more patience.


  "Leave him alone," Quinn finally said, frowning pensively. "You've checked on me. You can go now."


  "Mother will want to know more than that you're alive and are attached to a human," Astor said coolly. He gave Josh a dismissive look, as though he found Josh to be lacking in some measure. "Wipe him and send him on his way so we can get the rest of this over with."


  "It doesn't work," Quinn said, pushing up his sleeves irritably. "I screwed it up the first time I did it, and now it doesn't work."


  "You don't get to test that," Josh said when Astor looked at him again with interest. "In fact, you get to stay over there."


  "What did you do differently?" Astor asked, giving Josh a scornful look. Josh glared back, content to keep his distance for the little good it would do him.


  "I don't remember," Quinn muttered. He stared at the carpet, not meeting either of their eyes.


  "Don't remember?" Astor repeated incredulously. "Quinn, how could you be that reckless? Who knows who he's told! Do you know what trouble you could get into if this gets out?"


  "I haven't told anyone, for what it's worth," Josh said, crossing his arms. He regretted it almost as soon as he said it. It probably wasn't a good idea to be admitting that. Astor seemed the type to be willing to kill him to keep their secret safe. Luckily, Quinn seemed invested in keeping him alive—and unbitten. "And I don't plan to."


  "And of course you have too much integrity to go running off at the mouth the first time the two of you have a lover's quarrel." Astor sneered, looking unimpressed with Josh. Granted, he hadn't looked impressed with anything so far.


  "He's not—"


  "We're not—"


  Astor rolled his eyes at them again, and Josh wondered how much damage he'd do to his relationship with Quinn—his friendly relationship—if he did punch Astor. The idea of marring Astor's perfect face sounded awfully good.


  "It hasn't happened since," Quinn said, distracting Josh from his thoughts of violence. "I had garlic that night. I've been more careful since."


  "Garlic wouldn't mess it up," Astor said, dismissive and know-it-all, and Josh really, really didn't like him and not just because he'd tried to bite Josh.


  "I messed it up," Quinn said impatiently, scowling at Astor. "Not the garlic. The garlic makes me not remember; you should know this."


  Astor completely ignored the annoyance in Quinn's words and asked, "You don't remember anything?"


  "No," Quinn said shortly. "I tried to do it later. I did everything right, and it still didn't work."


  "This is why mother didn't want you to move, you know," Astor said, condescending and haughty, and Josh really wanted to rearrange the bones in his nose. Quinn was looking increasingly upset. It hadn't been his fault, and the way Astor was talking down to Quinn, as though he were still a child in need of babysitting was getting on Josh's every nerve.


  Astor pulled out a cell phone, flipping it open with one hand and waving dismissively at Josh. "Get rid of him."


  Josh scowled. He didn't move, not willing to leave Quinn without anyone on his side.


  "I'll walk you out," Quinn said. Josh thought about protesting, but Quinn was an adult. Josh wasn't going to be as bad as Astor and treat him like he couldn't take care of himself.


  Leading the way down the stairs, Josh couldn't help but be reassured that Quinn was between him and Astor. Not that it mattered, as Astor was busy talking rapidly into his phone, too low for Josh to make out what he was saying from the stairs.


  "I really am sorry," Quinn said as they walked outside. He frowned, pausing on the porch and shutting the door firmly behind him. "I didn't know Astor was going to show up, and he…" Quinn hesitated. "I'd like to say he isn't usually like that, but that's not true."


  "It's not your fault," Josh said. He might be furious at Astor, but he wasn't mad at Quinn. "Though I can definitely see why you moved so far from your family."


  "Not far enough," Quinn muttered. He cast a dark look up at the second floor.


  "Thanks for sticking up for me, in any case," Josh said, smiling wryly. "I appreciate not being bitten, and I'm sorry you had to admit the whole debacle. I can stay if you want backup."


  "No, no, it's better if I deal with him." Quinn winced. "And my mother."


  "Well, if you need to escape from—" Josh gestured to the upper floor of the apartment complex. "You can crash at my place. My couch is comfortable and I have a dozen take-out places on speed dial."


  "Sounds five-star," Quinn said, finally cracking a smile. "I may take you up on that."


  "Cool," Josh said, grinning back. "Good luck."


  "Thanks. I…" Quinn hesitated. "Thanks for being so good about everything. It really—I really appreciate it."


  "No problem?" Josh said. "Being upset over it would take too much effort, and besides, you're a good guy. I know you don't mean any harm."


  "Even though I bit you?" Quinn asked skeptically.


  "You fixed that," Josh said, resisting the urge to touch his neck. "And you don't plan to do it again, right? So, I'm not worried about you."


  "I won't, not without your permission and probably not even then," Quinn said, quietly, solemnly meeting his eyes and holding Josh's gaze without wavering.


  "See?" Josh said, giving Quinn a smile. "Sure you don't want to bail with me now? You could completely avoid Astor."


  "He'd wait. Or try to track me down. He's tenacious, especially when it comes to chastising me for whatever my latest screw up is," Quinn said, making a face. "Or whatever he thinks I've screwed up, anyway."


  "Then good luck, and don't hesitated to drop by to hide if you need to," Josh said. Quinn nodded, smiling. Josh hesitated, not sure if he should leave it at that. But Quinn was right there, his expression still miserable, and before Josh could stop himself, he stepped closer, tilted Quinn's head up, and stole a quick, short, incredibly stupid kiss before stumbling back and nearly falling off the porch.


  Quinn blinked rapidly at him. His eyes were wide and he looked startled, but it was a vast improvement on the misery in his expression before.


  "See you around," Josh managed.


  Quinn nodded again, smiling shyly at him, and maybe kissing him hadn't been that stupid. Turning, Josh took himself off before he could do worse. He waited until he was in his car before he looked back, but Quinn had already gone back inside. Starting his car, Josh pulled out of his parking spot, unable to stop smiling as he headed home.


  [image: ]


  Josh cursed heartily as he crashed his race car into a retaining wall, reluctantly pausing the game to deal with the distraction that had caused him to screw up: someone knocking on his front door. It was probably his next-door neighbor demanding he turn the TV down, never mind that it was impossible to hear through the wall. It probably wasn't Quinn, no matter how much Josh wanted it to be.


  That didn't stop his heart from beating double-time in his chest as he approached the door and unchained it. He opened the door slowly, grinning when it proved to be Quinn standing on the other side. So he hadn't screwed up yesterday like he'd convinced himself he had. Quinn smiled back. He was dressed in faded jeans and another flannel shirt, this one a neat pattern in shades of blue and black. It was almost fashionable.


  "Hey, come in," Josh said, stepping back and holding the door open for Quinn.


  "Thanks," Quinn said, stepping in and waiting for Josh to shut the door behind him. Josh clicked the lock into place, turning back toward Quinn.


  "Managed to escape? Or did your brother finally leave?" Josh asked, wondering if he had to worry about Astor trying to track Quinn down to here.


  "He's leaving tonight," Quinn said, making a face. "I'm skipping dinner with him, though. I'm sick of being pestered."


  "Cool," Josh said as neutrally as he could. He wasn't going to get in the middle of Quinn and Astor's animosity, even if he still wanted to punch Astor every time he thought about him. "I have never been more thankful to be an only child."


  "No siblings?" Quinn asked, following Josh into the living room. "Didn't you say you grew up here?"


  "I don't remember if I said, but yeah, I did," Josh said, gesturing for Quinn to take a seat on the couch. He sat down on the other side. Quinn got to make the next move, he'd decided last night. Josh didn't want to push anything on him, and he wanted to make sure that if they started anything, it was because both of them wanted it. "My parents live in a loft downtown, about three blocks from where I grew up."


  "Nice," Quinn said, smiling.


  "Do you want to watch a movie or something? I've got video games too, if you'd prefer that," Josh offered when Quinn let the conversation drop.


  "Okay," Quinn agreed. "Though probably a movie? I'm horrible at video games."


  "Sounds good. Have you eaten? I was thinking Chinese for dinner. I can order something while you pick a movie," Josh said, standing. He opened the drawer on the side table closest to him, sorting through it to try and find the menu.


  "I haven't. Chinese sounds good?" Quinn said, fidgeting with his shirtsleeves a moment before standing. "Where do you keep your movies?"


  "DVDs are on the bookcase," Josh said, gesturing to a short, wide bookcase sitting a few feet from the TV stand. "Mixed in with my books and games, remember?"


  "Right. Heathen," Quinn said, smiling over his shoulder at Josh as he crossed the room to the bookcase.


  "Do you want to look at the menu, or do you know what you want?" Josh asked, pulling out a worn, crinkled menu.


  "Sweet and sour pork with fried rice, please?" Quinn said, his attention on Josh's bookcase of games and DVDs. Despite Josh's earlier claims, there were only a few books mixed in there.


  "All right," Josh said, glancing over the menu himself even though he knew what he wanted already. "I'll be right back."


  Quinn nodded, but didn't look up from where he was scrutinizing the back of a DVD box. Josh left him to it, ducking into the kitchen to call the Chinese place. Food ordered, he grabbed a couple of beers from the fridge and cracked them open before returning to the living room.


  "Half hour before the food gets here," Josh announced, setting the beer down on the coffee table and sitting down in his spot on the couch again. Quinn nodded in acknowledgment, busy perusing the back of another DVD case.


  Josh settled back, content to wait. Quinn had shown up, and he wasn't sure what that meant since Quinn hadn't given him any clues as to what he was feeling. Josh was content to wait on that too. He could be patient. Quinn was going to be here for a few hours, in any case.


  "Is this one okay?" Quinn asked, turning around and displaying the case of a DVD—one of the action movies Josh had bought recently but hadn't had the time to watch.


  "I haven't seen it, but it should be good," Josh said, standing and holding out a hand for the movie. He queued it up, rejoining Quinn on the couch as the previews started.


  Josh wondered if this counted as a date. Possibly, but he wasn't going to jinx it by asking. Quinn would give some hint by the end of the night, so Josh was going to behave, watch the movie, and enjoy his Chinese food and Quinn's presence.


  He waved off Quinn's attempts to pay when the food arrived, and then purposefully sat down next to Quinn on the couch rather than at the other end—ostensibly to share the appetizers he'd gotten, but mostly because he wanted to sit closer. He didn't bother to move after they'd both decimated the food, just sat back and kept nursing his beer. Quinn glanced at him a few times, but he smiled and didn't say anything—definitely a good sign.


  The movie went quickly, but Josh wasn't paying much attention to it, especially after he'd moved to sit next to Quinn. He was too focused on Quinn and trying to keep himself from doing something stupid like the yawn-and-stretch maneuver to position his arm around Quinn's shoulders. Quinn seemed oblivious, focused on the movie, though he did keep smiling at completely inappropriate times—not outright grins, but soft, small smiles that made Josh want to do something really stupid, like kiss him again. He was screwed, though hopefully literally, eventually.


  The movie ended without Josh knowing who'd won or what the plot had been. As the closing credits rolled, he gathered up the trash from the Chinese and took it to the kitchen to throw away. Quinn followed with the empty beer bottles, setting them gingerly into the sink.


  "Did Miguel's reaction to Sharon's death seem realistic to you?" Quinn asked as Josh dumped the Chinese containers into the garbage. Josh blinked, confused for a moment before remembering that the lead actor's name had been Miguel. He didn't remember Sharon or her death, though.


  "Uh, Sharon?" Josh asked, pretty sure his inattention during the movie was about to be busted.


  "The blonde woman, the one whose car exploded?" Quinn prompted, and he was smiling, as if he knew Josh hadn't been paying attention.


  "I don't remember anyone's car blowing up," Josh admitted. "At least not while they were inside it."


  "The movie was about a serial car bomber," Quinn said, his smile widening as he leaned against the counter.


  "I wasn't paying attention," Josh said, shrugging. He crossed the kitchen to where Quinn was standing, giving him plenty of time to move away if he wanted to. Quinn stayed where he was, tilting his head up when Josh stepped into his personal space.


  "Oh?" Quinn asked. "What were you paying attention to, then?"


  "You," Josh said. He wasn't sure whether it was him leaning down or Quinn leaning up or both, but then he was kissing Quinn—or was Quinn kissing him? Deciding it didn't matter, Josh went with it, humming in pleasure when Quinn kissed back wholeheartedly, his arms wrapping around Josh's neck.


  Josh wasn't sure how long they stood there, making out in his kitchen, but it was far too soon when Quinn pulled back a little—not far—and asked, "Are you sure you're okay with this?"


  "With what?" Josh asked, paying only a little attention to what Quinn was saying as he pressed a kiss to the corner of Quinn's jaw, flexing his grip on Quinn's hips and getting a delicious hitch of breath for his trouble.


  "Dating a vampire," Quinn said. He sounded serious enough that Josh straightened.


  "I'm fine with it," Josh said firmly. "I have thought about it. You're not going to bite me without my say-so, so I'm not worried about the vampire part. And I like you, in case you hadn't noticed, so I'm definitely okay with the dating bit."


  "I like you, too," Quinn offered, smiling his quiet, shy smile. Josh didn't hesitate, giving in to the urge to kiss Quinn again. Quinn went with it for a minute, but then interrupted again, this time asking, "What about work?"


  "What about work? The fraternization rule only applies to employees in the same department," Josh said. Since Quinn was quality control and he was IT, it didn't count.


  "No, um, Carrie and Elena and—" Quinn said, distracting Josh from his thoughts by shifting closer. He didn't need his green-eyed luring tricks, not for Josh anyway.


  "Uh," Josh said intelligently. "I'll tell them to give us space so we can sort stuff out on our own?"


  "Okay," Quinn said agreeably, licking his lips, and that was totally an invitation for Josh to do the same, except—


  "Anything else?" Josh asked. "Or can we get back to the making out, now?"


  "No, I'm good. You?" Quinn said, smiling and tilting his head up in invitation.


  "Definitely good," Josh muttered, then promptly took Quinn up on his invitation.


  Fin
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