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Brass Key




Carla Janine had her share of heartache. She didn’t think long term, so it was good times and great pay tending the bar, but a wild morning with Brodie changed things. Carla woke up to roses on her pillow. She took the hookup for what it was and didn’t expect to see Brodie sitting at the bar six months later. 

Brodie Lennox had his share of heartbreak. The Brass Key was his last stop before leaving town. It started with a drink and ended in bed with Carla. He left without saying goodbye, but a crisis will bring him back. Brodie will deal with Carla’s emotional temper and prove she means more to him.








  
  

Scotch & Drambuie 


Carla Janine 





Cincinnati, Ohio


“Handsome, what are you having?” 

Dennis relaxed on a stool and loosened his tie, “A Side Car.”  

I mixed Cognac, orange liqueur, lemon juice, and triple sec into a cocktail shaker. “Would you like a tab?”   

“No,” Dennis pulled a twenty from his wallet. “I’m not staying long.” 

“Well, I’ll be here all-night listening to music and having a good time with these rowdy individuals,” I motioned to the people at the bar. Women clapped and guys whistled on cue.

Dennis laughed, “I know they’re wild.”  

A few of the guys chuckled at his statement. 

I took his cash and returned with change. 

Dennis leaned forward, “When can I take you out?”  

It wasn’t the first time he asked, but I kept rejecting his offers. “We can’t do that.”

“Why not?” he pretended to be confused. 

“Because we’ve talked about it before.” 

Dennis sipped his drink, “We have. I’ll stop drinking here if you want.” 

“Explain how dating my boss’s friend would be a good idea?”

“Spencer won’t have a problem with it,” Dennis shrugged. “We’re already flirting.”  

There was silence as the songs switched in the jukebox, so everyone nearby heard what he said. 

I leaned against the bar, “Oh, is that a fact?” 

“Yes, and you always say I’m handsome.” 

Joe spoke up, “Hey, she calls me that too.” 

I winked at him, “Damn right because you are an irresistible man. Don’t let anyone tell you different.”  

Joe laughed, “I’ll marry you in a heartbeat.” 

I placed my hand on my chest, “Aww, well, a less experienced version of me would’ve jumped right into your arms. You’re quite the catch, so any of these ladies would be lucky to have you.” 

The women agreed, and Joe beamed with pride. The jukebox played another soulful song. A woman at the opposite end of the bar wanted Dennis’s attention. I signaled she should go for it. He shook his head in disbelief, “Did you pass me off to her?”  

“Yes, and she’s gorgeous, so you’re welcome,” I replied and took the next order. The happy hour crowd dwindled as the night started.

Spencer left to spend time with Devon and their eight-month-old son. Josiah looked like Spencer. Even his gray eyes matched his Dad’s, but he had Devon’s curly black hair and dimples. The kid was beyond cute. I couldn’t wait to babysit for them. Spencer came back after dinnertime. He pushed up his sleeves to wash his hands in the sink below the bar. “What did I miss?”  

“Dennis was here earlier causing mischief.” Spencer chuckled and dried his hands, “Let me guess. You rejected him again.”

“Of course, but I hooked him up with a cute blonde.” 

Spencer shook his head, “I’ll hear him gripe about how you decided to pass him off to another woman.” 

“He already said it, and you know I won’t date your friends.”  

Spencer shrugged, “You can do whatever you feel comfortable with, but Dennis will have to take the breakup like a man.” 

I sighed, “He’ll tell everyone how I lost the best thing that ever happened to me.” 

“Dennis will say it right before he burst into tears,” Spencer laughed and then turned his attention to waiting customers. 

I went on break and left work to have dinner.

My favorite Tuscan steakhouse was in walking distance. I spoke with the hostess and was seated at a quaint table. I admired the linen tablecloth embroidered with hand-stitched dahlia flowers. It was a romantic place, and I wanted to come back on a date. Hopefully, the guy will appreciate the atmosphere. 

I browsed the menu to place my order and then checked my text messages. Shelby and Mom were deciding on paint colors. They still lived in our childhood home. It was a cute Santa Fe style house at the end of a cul-de-sac. Mom kept it after Dad died. Arizona was the place I returned to when life became too much. Mom was surprised when I stayed in Cincinnati after the terrible breakup with my ex. I didn’t waste time trying to figure out his screwed-up ways. Mom taught me how to love. Dad made sure I knew my worth. I left my ex, quit his father’s company, and lived off my savings until I found a job. Things worked out, but Arizona felt different without Dad, so birthdays, holidays, and vacations here and there were all I could stand.

Mom finally went on a date after being widowed for years, and Shelby’s never-ending drama with men kept things interesting. I get why my sister didn’t want to settle. I had regrets about following my ex to a strange city. The experience wasn’t all bad because I love my job. The guys at the Brass Key are the overprotective, crazy brothers I never had. The Music Hall and summer festivals were great, and I liked taking walks near Riverfront Park, not to mention, the handsome single men in the area.

I smiled at the waiter when my food was set on the table. My savory dinner was all that mattered until I needed takeout containers. 

I left the Steakhouse with texts coming through my phone left and right. I replied to them but didn’t agree to meet up. My early morning ritual was soaking in a luxurious bubble bath and making breakfast just before dawn. I couldn’t let a guy interrupt my routine, well, I did make an exception once. He was a one-night stand six months ago. It was a wild morning of sex, not the no-holds-barred kind, but it was more intense than I was used to. I liked that, but his gentle kisses, and the way he caressed every inch of my body felt incredible. I bit my lip at the memory of him. It was hours of pleasure. I woke up alone in my bed with blush pink roses. I didn’t see or hear from him afterward. I hooked up with guys since, but I compare them to the one time I had mind-blowing sex with a stranger.

I shook off the lustful thoughts of him as music from the Brass Key drifted onto the sidewalk. I reminded myself for the hundredth time to let it go. My carefree vibe kept the tips coming. I wouldn’t screw up my cash for the night. I went in, joked around with the fellas, and high-fived a girl for her comment. She made some men blush with it. 

I put my leftovers in the fridge and washed my hands. 

“Bill texted a few minutes ago,” Spencer said over an upbeat song. “Can you switch nights this weekend? He said something came up.” 

“Sure. We split tips three ways even on the nights someone is off.”  

Spencer laughed, “You all are great at teamwork, or I’m paying my employees too well.” 

“It’s a bit of both,” I replied and smiled at the couple seated at the bar. I took their order and moved on. 

My phone chimed awhile later. 

I glanced at the message from Tyler. He was a good time, but someone else was on my mind. I texted back, saying I had plans, and maybe we could link up soon. I felt guilty because it wasn’t true, but the other option would’ve been to make up an excuse. Tyler was all about jokes. He’ll say I only hung out to get off. I couldn’t deny it. Sex was the only reason we linked up in the first place. 

I slipped my phone into my pocket and turned to the next person waiting for a drink. The subject of my desire was seated at the bar. His friend Parker came in a few times. I was hoping Spencer would grab their order.

Brodie’s eyes locked on mine. I ignored him and rinsed out glasses in the sink. It didn’t kill much time. I dried my hands and went to where Brodie was sitting. He had this unreadable expression on his face but his sandy brown hair was wild, and his gorgeous hazel eyes watched my every move. 

I avoided eye contact, “Hi Guys. What would you like?”

Parker smiled, “Hey Carla. I’m hoping you’ll remember me this time around.” 

I gave him my complete attention, “Parker, it hasn’t been that long.”   

He laughed, “You made my night. Can I have a shot of whiskey and a beer?”  

I nodded and glanced at Brodie, “What will you have?” 

“It’s good to see you, Carla,” his tone sounded intimate. 

I didn’t want to blush but Brodie was flirting. I wanted to speed things along and motioned for him to say his order. Brodie relaxed on the stool like we had all the time in the world. I was tempted to slap his handsome face and ask where he was for six months. 

“A Rusty Nail and whiskey shot it is,” I walked away. 

We had emotional sex. Brodie left without a word, but the roses on my pillow were a nice touch. I understood it was just a hookup until he had the nerve to show up and flirt months after the fact. Screw him. 








  
  

Her Answer 


Brodie 





Brass Key 


She was damn beautiful. Carla grabbed two shot glasses and my preferred brand of whiskey. She poured Drambuie into an old-fashioned glass and added whiskey and a lemon twist. No ice. I was impressed she remembered my drink choice. She set the shots on the bar and opened Parker’s beer. He thanked her. 

Carla smiled and set my drink on a napkin. I said thanks. She just nonchalantly shrugged. I kept sipping my Rusty Nail while checking Carla out. Her t-shirt showed one bronze shoulder. Her hair was styled different with ash-violet highlights. Carla looked cute and her damn leggings didn’t leave anything to my imagination. 

Parker chuckled, “When did you two meet?” 

“I stopped in for a drink the night I left.”  

Parker shook his head, “You didn’t mention it. What happened?” 

“Carla is the woman I told you about.”  

Parker cursed under his breath. “I thought you were talking about someone in New York. Damn, you work faster than anyone I know.”

“It wasn’t like that,” I tapped his glass to indicate we should drink our shots. I knocked mine back.

Parker set his aside. “I have to ask. How did you stop here for a drink, hookup with Carla, and still have time to catch your flight?”  

“I caught a flight the following afternoon.”

Parker knocked back his shot and took a sip of beer. “Your damn communication skills are seriously lacking. Carla wasn’t happy to see you. Hell, she might have a possessive boyfriend hanging around.” Parker shook his head, “I can tell by your silence, you don’t give a damn about him either.”

I didn’t respond. There was truth to it. I could’ve left my number along with the flowers, but I couldn’t have that kind of intimacy with her. I didn’t want to be the reason for Carla’s sleepless nights, and I couldn’t be the guy on the phone promising her things would work out. My reason for being in Cincinnati was gone. I returned out of obligation to Dad if nothing else.

Carla was visibly pissed off. I understood and planned on apologizing, but she had no idea how much I thought about her since. 

I relaxed with my drink and kept her in my eyesight. Parker was in the mood to entertain. A brunette came with her friend. Introductions were made, and I gave up my seat so the ladies could sit together. Carla glanced at me. Her eyes narrowed to dangerous slits. I wasn’t sure if she was mad about my being around, or because a woman wanted my attention. 

I excused myself and relaxed on a stool near the pool tables. A guy asked if I wanted next. I nodded and checked out the game. Carla kept working but glanced over at Parker. She scanned the bar for me. I winked when she made eye contact. Carla blushed and looked away. I wasn’t the only one feeling it.

A small group came in. One of the guys went to Carla. He leaned in for a kiss. She offered her cheek but looked in my direction. I let it play out. The guy was flirting with a woman seated nearby. I waited for Carla’s reaction. She didn’t have one, so it was casual sex at most. I sipped my Rusty Nail and kept watching the pool tables until the guys came closer. 

“Are you waiting?” Carla’s friend asked. 

I motioned to the nearby pool table, “I have next.” 

“Cool, thanks,” he sipped his beer and talked with his friends. 

Parker shot a warning glance from his seat at the bar. Hell, I didn’t plan on mixing it up and would be as civilized as possible under the circumstances. 

“Their game is over. Would you like to play?” the guy motioned to the pool table. “I wanted to ask since you were waiting.” 

“Sure,” I finished my drink and chose a pool stick.

He racked the balls, “I’m Tyler.” 

“Brodie,” I replied and then acknowledged his friends. 

Our game started a few minutes later. Parker and the ladies came to watch. “I know you saw the exchange between him and Carla,” Parker kept his voice lowered. “You’ve been in town for two damn hours. Don’t get us banned. I like it here.” 

I chuckled, “You worry too much.”  

“All the time when you’re around,” he walked away from the table.

I let Tyler break first. He had skill and ended his turn with two striped balls left. I took shot after shot until I had to call the eight ball to win the game.

Tyler whistled, “Are you a professional?” 

“I hustled to pay my college tuition years back.” 

Tyler laughed, “It’s a good thing I didn’t bet money on this game.”

I called the pocket, banked it, and the eight ball hurled down the table and went into the other corner pocket. Everyone laughed when Tyler announced I took it easy on him. We shook hands. I offered my pool stick to his buddy and received a nod of approval from Parker. I motioned for him to order another round. I didn’t want to upset Carla, so I went to the men’s room. She wasn’t around. 

I was thinking when Carla came out the ladies’ room. There was a split second where her eyes met mine. She had this innocent doe-eyed look, and her lush mouth looked kissable. I stepped aside to give her space. “Carla, I’m sorry for how things ended.”  

She turned around, “You don’t need to apologize.”  

“I want to,” I replied but kept my distance. “I was on a flight in and didn’t know Parker wanted to hang out here.” I stopped talking when a woman walked past. 

We were in the way. Carla motioned for me. She was more beautiful than before, but I didn’t let my eyes linger. 

“I won’t hang out here if you’re uncomfortable.”  

She shook her head, “Please don’t say that. Where were you? Have you been gone for six months?” 

I smiled because she couldn’t possibly know how cute she sounded. “I live in New York. This is my first night back in town.” 

“Oh, that explains a lot,” Carla released a defeated sigh. “Don’t worry about it. Thanks for apologizing, but I have to get back to work.”   

Carla walked away. I was sitting next to Parker at the bar minutes later. He exchanged numbers with the brunette. She went to mingle with her friend. I sipped my drink and relaxed. The jukebox had a great selection of music, but I was calling it a night soon. Carla came over with a drink marker. “The beautiful woman in red would like to buy you a drink. What’s your pleasure?” 

My eyes locked on hers, “You remember my drink choice, and you know what pleases me. I’m finished for the night, so please thank her when you decline.” 

“I’m making a whiskey shot for you,” Carla’s soft voice held a hint of something more.

I held up my drink and flashed an appreciative smile in the woman’s direction. Carla nodded and left to pour the shot. 

Parker glanced at me, “Does this mean you’ll be in town longer than you originally planned?”  

“I’ll make sure my Dad is okay, but Carla knows I live in New York.” 

“That’s not necessarily true,” Parker stated right before she returned.

“I have a shot for you,” Carla smiled at Parker. “On the house.” 

“Thanks. This is the second time you made my night,” he teased her until she hushed him. 

Carla looked in my direction. “Do you want anything else?”  

I could’ve said no and let her walk away, “What do you want from me?” 

Carla shook her head, but I wouldn’t be denied. “Tell me, so I can give it to you.” 

“Brodie, I want you to stay,” she replied and moved on to take another order. 

Parker chuckled and sipped his beer, “Would you like to change your earlier answer to my question about you staying in town longer, or do you need time to process what happened?” 

I finished my drink but watched Carla. She laughed with a woman and motioned to the male bartender. He nodded to back up whatever Carla said. The woman squealed and announced she was getting free drinks. 

I drank my whiskey shot and stood up. Carla’s attention was back on me. There was a hint of confusion in her eyes. I winked to see her blush and left the Brass Key.







OEBPS/images/cb639e4d-a1d2-4c36-9ebc-ec8507c9efc8.png
LAST
NIGHT

JESSICA CARYN








