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PROLOGUE







This was what he had expected. This was the deal-breaker that Scott Benson threw on the table. This was his ace that was going to force Mickey Finn to cough up another five million to close this deal.

Mickey leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers while he looked Scott Benson in the eyes. The fact that Mickey hadn’t blanched or gasped or even so much as flared his nostrils had Scott a little perturbed.

What Scott Benson didn’t know, but should have known, was that Mickey Finn did his due diligence…and then some. He knew everything he needed to know about the property he had offered ten million for. Everything he needed to know and everything Scott Benson did not want him to know.

“I know about the other offer, Scott. But you are contractually bound to close this deal with me, at the price offered, not one penny more, but perhaps a few million less.” Mickey watched as Scott processed that last statement. “I’ve done my due diligence. I know about the City’s claim for back taxes. I don’t know how you managed to keep that off the tax roll but I know about it. Three million in back taxes, five hundred thousand in arrears and penalties, another two hundred thousand in legal fees and processing fees to have this taken care of. Let’s just call it an even four million off the purchase price.”

Scott looked at his lawyer who was sitting next to him.

“Mr. Finn, that’s an extra three hundred thousand that you have tacked on,” Scott’s mouthpiece said. “We are looking at a possible reduction of only three point seven million for a property that is well worth the original ten million offered.”

“That may be so, but your client accepted my ten million dollar offer. As it stands, that property is no longer worth ten million with the taxes and penalties levied against it. It will be worth more, much more, once my development is complete but that is my business, not something your client should profit from. About the extra three hundred thousand, that would be the cost of my annoyance of having to deal with this and Mr. Benson’s cost to avoid the damage caused by the negative publicity that would result from his attempt to pull one over on me.”

Mickey stared at Scott. Scott broke eye contact first. He leaned over to his lawyer. They held a short, whispered conversation. Scott straightened up, nodded his head, and said, “Okay, reduction of three point seven million.” He held out his hand.

Mickey looked at his hand but didn’t take it. “Four million, Scott. If you had been fair about this, we would have closed at ten million but it’s the price of your duplicity. Take the deal. I have a lien registered against the property. I won’t discharge it. You’ll have to spend another million in court to get rid of it. Everyone will know about the tax matter. If this is the way you want to go, then you will only clear two million by the time this is finished with. Take my deal.”

Scott’s body tensed, his eyes narrowed, he shot a look of pure hatred at Mickey. “Finn,” he barked.

The door to the boardroom opened. Talia, Mickey’s assistant, leaned into the room. All eyes turned to her. She surely felt the tension in the room but calmly met Mickey’s eyes. “I’ve got that call you have been waiting for,” she said before closing the door.

Mickey stood. “I’ve got to take this, gentlemen, if you’ll excuse me.” He quickly strode out the boardroom, down the hall to his office, and picked up the phone.

“Toby,” he smiled as he spoke.

“Bro! I’m going to be there next week. Monday. But only for like a day and a half. Clear your calendar, tycoon.”

“Talia,” he called to her at her desk outside of his office, “clear Monday and Tuesday next week. I’m going to be out.”

She looked up at him, nodded, and turned her attention back to her screen.

“Done. When are you going to get here?”

“Monday, early. We’ll be at the hotel crashing. Then the arena for set up and sound check around one. Plan on coming for about five. Concert starts at seven. We’ll hang out until then. The guys are looking forward to seeing you, too. It’s been too long, bro.”

“Too long, Toby. But I have to go, I’m just about to close a deal and I can’t let this guy sit for too long or he’ll get a chance to relax.”

Toby laughed. “Go get him, killer. Love ya, bro. See you next week.”

“You can count on it.”

Mickey hung up the phone. Smiling, he left his office and headed back to the boardroom. By the time he opened the door, the smile was gone and Scott Benson was ready to sign the papers.




CHAPTER 1

Mickey







Tony, Mickey’s driver dropped him off at the arena. “It’s going to be a long night,” he said as he stepped out of the car. “Don’t wait. I’ll get home on my own.”

You don’t just casually walk into the arena where Temptation is playing two hours before the concert and expect to get in. Mickey was met by a security guard who blocked his path as soon as he came in the door. The guy was imposing; tall and heavily muscled. Still, he had to look up to meet Mickey’s eyes.

“Mickey Finn,” he said.

The guard nodded. He pulled a lanyard out of his back pocket and handed it to Mickey. He nodded his head toward a door to the left. “Through there. You’ll hear ’em.”

Mickey put the lanyard over his head and headed in the direction the security guard had indicated. He went through the designated door into a long concrete hallway and, yeah, he could hear them. A smile spread across his face.

He had always been the “money man” of the family. Business always made sense to him. He always knew how to take a dollar and turn it into two dollars, then five dollars and so on. He’d worked and hustled since he first started working at one thing or the other from the tender age of ten. By the time he was fifteen he was the owner of a small weedy patch of land on the outskirts of the city. When he graduated high school at eighteen, he paid for his entire university education by selling that weedy patch of land which was standing in the way of city expansion.

When he graduated university, he liquidated investments and sold some other land to open his development company. Within five years he was a multi-millionaire. At this point in his life, he was a billionaire.

His brother, Toby, didn’t get it. He didn’t understand long-term investment, speculation, or land development. What Toby did get was music. He understood how to write a song—words and music. He was also a master of having a good time.

When Toby was fifteen, he had assembled his band. He was lead singer, Marcus on bass, Silvio on drums, and LeShawn on guitar. They started in Toby’s garage and, as long as they quit by ten p.m. the neighbors didn’t complain or call the cops.

Their first gigs were a high school lunch dance, some community club dances, and a couple private parties. When the guys hit eighteen and could legally get into bars, their name grew. They went to Mickey for a loan to upgrade their equipment and buy a van. Within five years they had repaid their debt and were touring.

No one had to explain marketing or promotion to Toby. He got it. A small local band became an internet sensation thanks to Toby’s promotions, some of which, through sheer dumb luck, didn’t land them in jail. It wasn’t long before they had their first recording contract. That was ten years ago.

They were still together; they were still popular with a dedicated fan base. They all relocated to the west coast, closer to their studio, their agent, their label. They were on their North American tour. Now, they were here, back home where it all started.

Mickey followed the noise down the hall, past doors on the left and the right, around a corner and, finally, he arrived at the door behind which all the noise was coming from. He put his hand on the doorknob when the song ended and he entered the room. All eyes turned to him and for a second, no one moved. Then Toby jumped up from the couch he had been lounging on, he strode across the room and took Mickey into a bear hug. LeShawn yelled out “Money in the house.” Marcus whooped.

Toby released Mickey. LeShawn grabbed his hand and pulled him in for a man hug. “S’up, Money Man.” He laughed.

“Too long, Money,” Marcus said as he clasped Mickey’s hand.

“It’s good to see you guys again.” Mickey smiled. “Hey, where’s Silvio?”

“Appendix got him,” Toby said. “He’s MIA for a couple months.”

“Who’s on drums then?” Mickey asked.

Toby’s eyebrows lifted and he nodded to the corner behind Mickey.

Mickey turned and there she was. There was a vision, wrapped in a white terry robe sitting cross legged on a couch. Her eyes were closed. There were buds in her ears. She had a pair of drumsticks in her hands and she was drumming to whatever she was listening to. She was slim and dainty in appearance, short black hair artfully messy. Good God!

Mickey turned back to Toby.

“Parker Chen,” Toby said. “Our label sent her. She’s a studio musician. Man, she rocks. There’s nothing she can’t play. We have her until Silvio gets back.”

“Umm,” Mickey said.

“Yeah, she’s in the zone. Nothing exists right now. She’ll come out of it when it’s time to play, no worries, bro. C’mon, let’s get you liquored up.” He slapped Mickey on the back and handed him a bottle of Jack.

Mickey tipped the bottle up and felt the liquor burn down his throat as he watched Parker. This evening just got a lot more interesting.
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Mickey couldn’t remember the last time he had been so relaxed. The guys were just as funny as when they were fifteen. Still playing the same gags, working off the same stale jokes. He couldn’t remember when he’d laughed this much.

A guy poked his head in the room and shouted out “Fifteen minutes!” before closing the door. The guys slowly stopped what they were doing before standing and filing out the door. Mickey stood, leaning against the wall watching Parker. Shouldn’t someone let her know it was time to go? He was debating what to do when her hands stopped moving.

She put her drumsticks down, unfolded her legs, leaned forward and grabbed her ankles and stood, pushing her forehead into her knees. She released her ankles, turned her back to Mickey and stretched. She stood on her toes and pushed her arms out above her head. She took the buds out of her ears, undid her robe, and turned around.

She was in a tiny white bikini, firm breasts covered by white triangles. Her stomach was flat, her abs defined. The bottoms were small, just large enough to cover what needed to be covered and not much else. She wore black Doc Martens, the laces done halfway up.

She saw Mickey immediately. She picked up her drumsticks and looked at his face briefly before dropping her eyes down over his chest, down over his hips, down over his legs to his feet, then back up, stopping at his crotch. She smiled a little smile and then continued back up to his face. She met his eyes and walked toward him.

She stopped in front of him and put her hand on his chest. His muscles contracted under her hand. Mickey was frozen watching her, not knowing what she was going to do. She watched her hand as she trailed it down his T-shirt, momentarily stopping at his belt before… Mickey growled and grabbed her hand to stop whatever it was that she was intending to do.

She looked up and met his eyes again with a smirk on her lips, “I’ll see much more of you later, Rod.”

“Rod?”

“You’re the stripper for later, aren’t you? Hot Rod?”

Mickey snorted. “Definitely not, sweetheart.”

“That’s too bad. I would have given you a hundred dollars for a lap dance.”

He bent down so he was on eye level with her. “The only way that is happening is if it’s my lap and you’re screaming my name.”

He didn’t know what he expected her to do or say to that. She really was so unlike any other woman he had ever met.

“Is that an offer?” Parker asked as she placed her hand on his cheek. She leaned forward and brushed her lips against his. “Too bad, Rod, I have to go.”

She turned and left the room. Mickey remained where he was, bent forward to look into the eyes that were no longer in front of him. What. The. Fuck. Just. Happened?
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Mickey







The show was over, encores played, and they were massed together in the hall, surrounded by security and heading back to the room. Mickey’s ears were still ringing. They filed into the room. The guys all picked up towels and started to wipe the sweat from their bodies, talking about the show, still high from an excellent performance.

Mickey stood apart from them all. He had a beer in his hand. He was waiting for the adrenaline to die down so they could plan what they were going to do next. The door to the room opened again and Parker came in. Her hair was plastered to her head, her body gleamed with sweat, her bikini was soaked. Toby picked up a towel and threw it at her. She caught it and wiped her body. Someone threw another towel at her. She caught it, opened it up and draped it over her head.

“I’m taking a shower,” she announced. She picked up a gym bag on her way to the shower and closed the door behind her.

No one seemed to notice. The door to the room opened again and people started to stream in: roadies, women, their tour manager, more women. Mickey moved to stand in front of the bathroom door. The band was covered with women. Mickey smiled and took another sip from his bottle.

“Hey there,” someone said.

Mickey looked down to find a very cute redhead looking up at him. “Hey yourself,” he responded.

“You with the band?” she asked. She tilted her head to the side and licked her lips. She put her hand up to her neck and then trailed it down her chest, drawing attention to her low-cut blouse and the cleavage on display.

“No. My brother is.”

“Really. Who’s your brother?” She glanced at the band and then back at him.

“Toby.”

“Really?” She held out her hand. “Melanie.”

Mickey took her hand. “Mickey.” He had a pretty good idea where this was headed but he would enjoy it while it lasted. She wasn’t his type anyway.

“Why don’t we go talk to your brother?” she suggested.

Just then the bathroom door behind him opened. Mickey looked over his shoulder to find Parker looking up at him. Her hair was damp, towel dried but not combed. She had changed into a T-shirt and ripped jean shorts.

“You know, you’re really tall,” she observed.

“Don’t you ever comb your hair?” he asked.

“Do you hit your head on the door jamb when you enter or leave a room?” she asked, a serious look on her face.

He laughed and stood aside to give her space to pass him. She went across the room to get a beer. He watched as she walked away. She wore those shorts well. A roadie stopped her, starting up a conversation. He leaned toward her to speak into her ear, putting his hand on her elbow.

“Hello!”

Melanie stood with her hands on her hips. She clearly wasn’t used to being ignored. She was a bit annoyed that he was looking at another woman while she was there.

Parker was still talking to the roadie. The guy slid his hand up to her shoulder, pulling her closer to him, then sliding his hand down her back to rest at her waist. Whatever was happening over there was about to be over. Mickey grabbed Melanie’s wrist and pulled her along with him.

“Hey,” she protested.

“You want to meet my brother, come with me.”

He stopped beside Parker and the roadie.

“Parker,” he said, pulling her attention away from the roadie toward him. “This is Melanie, she’s a big fan.”

Melanie stuttered. Parker looked at Melanie. The roadie walked away. Then Parker looked at him. Was that annoyance in her eyes? He couldn’t tell and he didn’t care.

“Always happy to meet a fan, Melanie,” Parker said as she looked at the woman.

“Well, you know, you were great,” Melanie said, looking awkward.

“Did you want me to autograph your tits?” Parker smirked.

“No!” She looked at Mickey. “You are such an asshole,” she said as she stormed off.

“Not that big a fan, I think,” Parker said.

“That’s a shame. I thought she was.”

“Hey, bro.” Toby was at his side. “We’re going for dinner, then a club. C’mon.”

LeShawn joined them. “Why don’t you take us to one of your fancy clubs, Money. Show us how the other half lives.”

“Yeah, Money, you must know where we can get some prime pussy,” Marcus said.

“Oh my God! Boys!” Parker huffed. “Have fun,” she said as she turned away from them.

Mickey grabbed her wrist. “Don’t you want dinner?”

Toby and LeShawn exchanged a look.

“I’m in for some food, Rod. I’ll pass on the prime pussy. That’s not my scene.”

“Good to know,” he said as he smiled at her.

Parker rolled her eyes.




$$$




Most of the guys had pushed themselves away from the table, leaning back in their chairs, digesting the excellent meal they had just consumed. They were in a private room in Mickey’s members only club. 

Parker was still eating. She had ordered a large meal and extra sides and was almost done. Their waiter appeared with another employee pushing a cart bearing numerous cakes, pies, slices, and other sweets.

“Can I interest anyone in dessert?” he asked as he passed his hand over the cart. “We have a delicious cherry cheesecake, a decadent chocolate torte enrobed with ganache, floating island, a refreshing lemon chiffon cake, and, of course, French vanilla ice cream drizzled with your choice of toppings. Or perhaps an aperitif?”

Several of the guys actually groaned.

“Not another bite, man,” LeShawn said.

“I’m stuffed,” Marcus said.

“Uncle,” Toby moaned.

“Are you having dessert?” Parker asked, looking at Mickey.

“Do you want dessert?” he asked.

“I don’t want to be the only one,” she said.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“They all look good,” she said as she looked at the cart. “I can’t resist a good cheesecake. I love chocolate, though. Can’t say I wouldn’t have the lemon cake either.”

Fuck, could she be any cuter? Mickey couldn’t seem to take his eyes off her. Finally, he said, “She’ll have the cheesecake, I’ll have the chocolate torte, and a piece of the lemon cake for the table. Coffee anyone?” He counted the nods and the hands being raised. “Okay, coffee for everyone.”

The waiter was back fifteen minutes later with the coffee and cake. Parker dug into her cheesecake with gusto. Mickey was talking to Toby when out of the corner of his eye he noticed her fork sneak onto his plate and take a bit of his chocolate cake. Toby smirked and nodded his head in acknowledgement that, yes, this was actually happening and that it was nothing new.

The fork with his chocolate cake was almost in her mouth when Mickey turned toward her, his eyebrow raised. Her hand froze. Her eyes widened. She turned the fork around and held it out to him. Mickey leaned forward and took the bite.

“That’s good cake.” He rolled his eyes and said in a husky voice, “That’s the best chocolate cake I have ever had.”

Parker looked annoyed. He picked up his fork, cut off another bite of cake and held it up. He leaned toward her and then slid the fork into his mouth. “Yeah, the best I’ve ever had.”

Toby laughed then turned to join a conversation between Marcus and LeShawn.

Mickey took another bit of cake on his fork and, leaning toward Parker, quietly said, “Open up, baby.”

Parker looked into his eyes, her nostrils flared, and she opened her mouth. He slid his fork into her mouth. She closed her teeth and lips on the fork. Mickey slowly pulled it out of her mouth, watching her eyes. He cut off another piece of cake and held it out to her.

“I can feed myself,” she whispered.

“Where’s the fun in that.”

She took the fork from his hand and with raised eyebrows looked over his shoulder.

Mickey turned and found all eyes on them.

“So, what’s next?” he asked, ignoring the sudden awkward vibe in the room. “Which club are we going to?”

LeShawn answered. “You pick the club, Money. This is your turf. We haven’t lived here for like ten years.”

“Okay, Pamper it is.”

They finished their coffees; Parker finished the chocolate cake and most of the lemon chiffon. Mickey signed the tab for the meal before they left the club and piled into limos to go to Pamper.

The line to get into Pamper was around the block. The limo dropped them off at the door. Mickey approached the doorman and held out a folded $50.

“Mr. Finn, nice to see you again,” the doorman said as he took the folded bill and pulled open the door. 

Mickey stood back while the band preceded him into the club. He heard the chatter going down the line:

“Is that Temptation?”

“Oh my God, LeShawn Rollins—I love him.”

“It is them.”

“I don’t care how long we have to wait, we are getting in, girlfriend!”

Parker was last in line. The doorman put an arm out to stop her. He looked at Parker, then to Mickey. “You know there is a dress code, Mr. Finn. This is too casual.”

“What’s the problem, man,” Parker demanded.

“Too casual,” the doorman responded.

Parker looked down the line of people waiting to get in. “Jeans seem to be acceptable,” she said.

“They are,” the doorman responded.

“So what? The T-shirt? Is that it?”

“Yes, too casual, ma’am.”

“Fuck me,” Parker said as she pulled her T-shirt out of her shorts and over her head. She wore a red lace demi bra that cupped her perfect tits. One quick move, though, and a nipple might be peeking out. “How’s this?”

“That’ll get you in,” the doorman said with a smirk.

Mickey growled and shot him a look as he put his hand on Parker’s lower back. His hand tingled at contact with her smooth skin.

Parker shoved her T-shirt at the doorman and stalked into the club followed by Mickey.

“Sorry about that, Parker,” Mickey said.

“No problem, Rod. I was willing to lose the shorts too.”

Mickey gulped. “Glad you didn’t have to.”

“C’mon, Rod, get me drunk.” She preceded him into the club, his hand on her lower back.

They met the guys at the bar. He ordered shots of tequila. They were being noticed. Word spread through the club and before long they were being mobbed by women, fans, and some old friends from when they lived there.

Parker was being crowded up against Mickey’s body. She pushed her body backward, trying to force the crush back and make some room for herself. Mickey put his hands on her waist, picked her up, and plunked her ass on the bar.

“Better,” he asked.

Another round of shots appeared in front of them. He handed one to Parker, clinked her glass and downed it.

“She can’t be up there,” the bartender said as he poured another round of shots.

“I’m being crushed,” she retorted.

“Not my problem,” the bartender said. “It’s the law.”

“Okay, then,” Parker said as she took another shot and slammed her glass on the bar. She turned toward Mickey, put her hands in his hair and pulled him in for a kiss. She caught him by surprise but went with what he thought would be a casual kiss. Parker slid her hands out of his hair, down to his shoulders and around his neck. 

He wasn’t prepared for her kiss. His body tensed when her lips touched his, but it didn’t take long for him to relax and take control of the kiss. He slid her down the bar and lifted her against him, one hand on her ass the other on her back. He turned to lean against the bar.

She pressed her breasts into his chest, her arms wrapped around his neck. Someone bumped into them, pushing Mickey to the side. He pulled away from the kiss, looking into Parker’s eyes. Heat flowed between them. They both seemed to realize where they were. Mickey took his hand off her ass. She dropped her legs and slid down his body.

She leaned against him for a moment, then looked up at him with a wide smile on her face, “Wow, Rod, you are so hot,” she said.

Mickey threw his head back and laughed. He turned, picked up two more shot glasses, gave her one and together they downed their drinks.

The music was blaring and they were still being crowded against the bar. Mickey put his hand on Parker’s shoulder and pushed her through the crowd to an area with less people.

One of the bouncers came up to him. “We have a VIP section,” he yelled into Mickey’s ear, “you and your friends might want to sit there.” He pointed to stairs leading to a mezzanine level overlooking the bar and dance floor.

Mickey nodded his head. He took Parker’s hand in his and led her up the stairs into the VIP section. The bouncer approached the other guys, pointing out the VIP section. They all ended up there, eventually closing down the club, dancing, laughing, talking, and drinking.
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