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      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      For every reader who loves Halloween.

      

      And for every reader who loves hot parking lot sex while bent over the hood of a car.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

          

        

      

    

    
      This book was previously published as part of an anthology titled Masked and Ready to Score. It is now published as a short, standalone romance.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Silas

      

      

      Running my own business was already exhausting. Being handed one right out of high school because my granddad passed away and he wanted me to have it was even tougher, but I’d managed. Somehow, I’d juggled college, running the restaurant, paying taxes—which were a bitch—and had not only managed to graduate at the top of my class, but I’d also kept this place up and running and increased profits.

      I’d finally found a good evening manager to take over in the afternoons a little over two years ago. I got to leave about two in the afternoon, and she took over, closing the store and getting everything ready for me to open the next morning.

      Except today, she’d called me at two in the morning and informed me she was in the emergency room, and they were preparing her for an appendectomy. She was hours away from her appendix bursting. I didn’t mind taking over while she recovered. I even sent flowers and a goodie basket full of her favorite snacks. But I was tired. And frankly, I was ready for the day to be over. It’d been a long time since I’d worked this many hours in one go.

      My earpiece beeped, signaling someone was in the drive-through, and I scowled. It was literally two minutes from closing. Who the fuck was coming here this late?

      I pressed the button on my earpiece, trying to force my voice into a pleasant one. But when I spoke, I knew I hadn’t accomplished it. “Thank you for choosing Morley’s Tastes. What can I get for you?” My voice was a low, irritated growl. I winced.

      “Yooooo, Silas, is that you, my man?”

      He had to be fucking kidding me.

      Colt Paris was a legend around here. He’d gone to high school nearby, and instead of going to a huge school like so many other football players did, he stayed close, going to the small, local four-year college. He was brilliant at football—lived and breathed the sport. And I had no doubt he would one day have the opportunity to go pro.

      Colt Paris was also the boy who kept me twisted up in knots. Ever since he started coming here when he started college, he’d been a ball of sunshine with way too much energy. He was the pure definition of a golden retriever. And for some reason, whenever I happened to be working, he loved yelling in my ear like that, if he came inside, he’d lean all over the counter, getting as close to me as possible. I knew his order by heart for breakfast, lunch and dinner, and he was also the only person I made lunch and dinner food for during breakfast time.

      “Colt, I’m not doing this shit with you tonight,” I warned him. “It’s literally closing time. I’ve had a fucking day, and I don’t have the patience for you.”

      “Doesn’t having me around cheer you up?” he asked, and I could hear the smile in his voice. My own lips twitched despite my irritation. “Come ooooon, Silas. Just a burger.”

      I scoffed. “It’s never just a burger for you, Colt. You want extra everything, two orders of fries, a goddamn chocolate shake, and a slice of pecan pie.”

      “Heyyyy, what if I wanted pumpkin pie instead?”

      I closed my eyes and drew in a deep breath, trying not to lose my patience. He never wanted pumpkin pie. He hated the texture. “Colt⁠—”

      “Please, Silas?” he begged.

      “No,” I snapped. I was exhausted. I just wanted to go home and collapse on my couch because I doubted I would make it as far as my bedroom. “I’m not firing everything back up after I’ve already scrubbed everything down. There’s a McDonalds right across the street. Go to it.”

      “But Silas,” he whined, and my restraint snapped. I wanted to hear him whine my name like that while I was balls deep inside of him. Wanted to hear him whimper and beg and moan and plead as I fucked him hard and fast and raw. I didn’t want anything between us. I was clean and on PrEP. I wanted this boy like I needed fucking air to breathe.

      “Meet me in the back parking lot,” I ordered. “And park beside my car.”

      With that, I snatched my headset off, not even bothering to wait for his reply. I tossed it on my desk, not bothering to put it on the charger. I’d regret it in the morning, but I couldn’t bring myself to care about tomorrow. Snatching my keys up, I headed for the back door, set the alarm, and then slipped outside, locking the door behind me.

      Pocketing my keys, I turned and paused, drinking in the boy who’d been driving me mad for months. Goddamn years.

      Colt was parked beside my car, his red Subaru turned off, the lights off as well. The moon cast an almost eerie yet beautiful glow over his Halloween costume. A pumpkin mask covered his face, and he was wearing a dark costume with a long trench coat that made him look like he’d stepped out of a horror movie set during the Black Death plague.

      I prowled closer, my eyes locked on him. His body was larger than mine, though we were the same height. He was built from years of playing football and weight training. I was fit but slim, my body much lankier than his. I didn’t care though. I had a feeling Colt wouldn’t mind being topped. And considering the number of times he’d eye-fucked me over the years, I knew he was at least bi or pan.
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