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Alan tiptoed down the hall, drawn by the furious rat-a-tap-tap coming from Jack's 

office. He stuck his head in the doorway and frowned. 

Jack sat at his desk, hunkered over the keyboard, hands moving at the speed of 

light, shaking his head. He hit the enter key with an angry curse and shoved the wireless 

keyboard away before banging his head down on the desktop.

"Writer's block?" Alan asked, coming into the room. He laid his hands on Jack's

shoulders and started to squeeze.

 "I wish. I've got half a dozen versions of this same scene, and in everyone of 

them, Milton Bramble dies."

"Milton Bramble?" Alan wracked his brain for the details of the name he clearly 

should know. "Your hero?"

"The hero. The three-book hero," Jack muttered. "No matter what I do, no matter 

how I write it, I keep coming back to him dying."

"Sometimes the hero dies, babe. That's just the way it is."

"No." Jack shook his head furiously and made a slashing motion with his hand. 

"No. I can't accept that. Not my heroes. That's the whole point of being a hero—the 

afterglow. The"—Jack threw up his hands—"heroicness."

"Heroicness?" Alan echoed. "I don't think that's a word."

"Of course it's a word." Jack leaned back and scowled up at him. "Name me one 



story where the hero dies."

"Old Yeller." Maybe injecting a little bit of humor into the situation would help. 

Then again…maybe not so much. 

Jack rolled his eyes. "The human hero."

Alan cocked his head and thought for a moment. Truth be told, he didn't watch 

many movies, but thankfully he kept up on what his friends watched. "Bryan's Song. 

Philadelphia. Armageddon. I Am Legend. Man on Fire. Titanic. V for Vendetta. Three 

Hundred. Spartacus. Sommersby. How many is that?" Alan counted them off on his 

fingers as he mumbled the titles to himself again. "Eleven? Eleven. Do you need any 

more?"

"You aren't helpful." Jack reached for the keyboard and mouse. He highlighted a 

large chunk of the words and they disappeared in the blink of an eye as he punched one 

finger angrily down on the delete key. 

"Why don't you take a break from it?" Alan suggested. "Maybe something else 

will come to you later, with fresh eyes."

"No. I'm finishing this now. I've just got to get it worked out so that Milton can 

live." His tone absent, Jack had already begun typing again. 

"You want some coffee or something?"

Jack shook his head. "Nope. Just need some time to get this done."

Alan frowned, but he knew better than to argue when Jack was in his writing zone 

like this, no matter how much it hurt to see his lover so frustrated. "Okay, well, I'm 

heading to bed."



"Is it that late already?" Jack glanced up at the clock on the wall above his desk. 

He groaned and rubbed the heels of his hands into his eyes. "I'm sorry. I'll be there in a 

minute."

Alan chuckled. A minute could be up to a day in writer-speak. "Take as long as 

you need." He dropped a kiss on the top of Jack's head and left the room, rat-a-tat-tat 

echoing again. 

"Alan?"

Alan turned and shuffled back down the hall, stood in the doorway. "Yeah, babe?"

Jack sighed and stuck out his bottom lip in a pout. Though surrounded by his 

reference books and stacks of notes, he looked more like a petulant child than a grown 

writer. "I don't want him to die, and I don't want to kill him. I identify with him. I know 

it's silly but I feel like—"

"Like you're dying a little with him?" Alan asked softly. How many times had 

Jack said his characters were more to him than words on a page? "It's not silly. Just do 

what you have to do. What you know in your heart is right. The rest will work itself out."

Jack nodded and turned back to his computer.

***

Alan rolled over, cracked one eye open and squinted blearily at the clock as Jack 

eased into bed beside him. Four a.m. So much for a minute, he mused silently. At least his 

lover had finally given in and would get some sleep. He sucked in a startled gasp as Jack 

grabbed his shoulder and turned him over. "You okay?"

Jack didn't respond, just pulled Alan's head down for a demanding, biting kiss. 



Oh, so it's like that. Alan pulled back and grinned. "It's late."

"I believe, technically, it's early," Jack mumbled.

"Either way. You've had a long day." Even if he'd been up for accepting the offer, 

the dark circles under Jack's eyes would've given him pause. 

"Are you tired?" Jack asked, his tone and arched left eyebrow a combination of 

challenge, as if Alan were a fool to question his stamina. 

"Well, I am a little. But if you need…" He trailed off as that eyebrow hitched a 

little higher, if that were possible. "Alright then." Alan flipped over and straddled Jack, 

threaded his fingers into the fine curls on Jack's chest. He intended to be gentle, go slow 

and take his time, drive his lover to the edge and push him over inch by sinfully delicious 

inch, but Jack had other things in mind.

Jack dug his nails into Alan's hips and thrust his own hips up to grind their cocks 

together. He sighed and let his head fall back, lips parted just so as he continued to move. 

Alan bit back a curse. His mostly-there-for-moral-support cock suddenly became 

interested in a whole lot more. He leaned in, covering Jack with his body and reached 

down to take both their cocks in his hand. He stroked them together, hissing as Jack's 

nails raked up his sides and settled in hard on his back, digging and gouging. 

Alan flicked his thumb back and forth over the velvety head of Jack's cock, 

drawing a moan from deep in Jack's throat as Jack writhed beneath him, hips thrusting, 

body shaking. He nibbled a path along Jack's shoulder, up to Jack's ear, ran his tongue 

along the delicate shell and then dipped it inside, making Jack shiver. 

Alan bought them to the precipice, to that frustrating space between need and 



satisfaction where he knew Jack liked to linger. He stopped his movements, squeezed 

their cocks tight with one hand, traced the fingers of his other hand over Jack's cheeks 

and forehead, down the bridge of Jack's nose, across the plump moistness of Jack's lips 

and took Jack's chin in a firm grip. He pressed their mouths together softly, slowly, toying 

with Jack's lips; thrust his tongue deep into Jack's mouth and rubbed it against Jack's 

tongue.

Jack whimpered and scratched at Alan's back, wide eyes pleading. 

Alan broke the kiss with a smile. "Come with me, Jack," he whispered against 

Jack's lips. He started stroking again—harsh, jerking movements—and Jack arched 

against him as the wet heat of their releases flowed and they tumbled over the edge 

together.

***

The sun had just started to streak through the mini blinds when Alan woke alone. 

He sat up with a chuckle and tossed the covers back. Sliding his robe on as he went down 

the hall, he stuck his head in Jack's office. "So? Did Mister Bramble survive the night?"

Jack shook his head. "Nope. He's dead."

"Hmm." Alan continued down the hall, into the kitchen. He grabbed a bottle of 

wine out of the chiller, popped the cork, and poured two glasses. He padded back to 

Jack's office and handed his lover a glass. "To fallen heroes. And the writers who 

reluctantly kill them."

"To fallen heroes." Jack took a sip and grinned. He stood and wrapped one arm 

loosely around Alan's waist. "And the men who love the writers who reluctantly kill 



them."

Alan smiled. "I'll drink to that!"

***
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