
        
            
                
            
        


	GUNS BLAZING

 

 

BOOK 2  "BLACK BALLED" SERIES

 

Published 3/28/16

 

By Andrea Smith

 

 


COPYRIGHT

Guns Blazing Copyright©  Andrea Smith

All Rights Reserved

 

Except as permitted, under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by information storage and retrieval system without the written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

 

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locations is purely coincidental. Violation of copyright, by domestic or foreign entities, is punishable by law, which may include imprisonment, a fine, or both.

First e-book edition 2016

First print edition 2016



      

This book is intended for mature audiences only.

 


Table of Contents

COPYRIGHT

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Epilogue - Luke

Epilogue 2 - Lloyd’s HEA

About Andrea Smith

Sneak Peek of "Hard Edit"



 

 




Chapter 1

Lloyd

 

“Sir, your erm, nine o’clock appointment is here.”

Looking down at my Rolex Cellini with its elegant leather strap hugging my wrist like a second skin, I felt my brow tighten and my eyes narrow. Mind you, the frown on my face was not aimed at my favorite watch but rather at the time it announced. Clearly, nine fifteen did not equal nine o’clock. There was a quarter hour difference between one and the other and I did not have time for tardiness in my life.

“Erin, please tell my nine o’clock to reschedule. Thank you.” Making it a point to stress the word “nine,” knowing full well that the client waiting was privy to the intercom conversation, I returned my attention to the computer screen, meticulously planning out the week. As an associate lawyer in one of the prime law firms nestled in the middle of Manhattan’s financial district, I should not have been turning away my potential clients. In fact, that type of blatant disregard for billable hours was cause enough for getting my ass kicked right out onto the New York sidewalk, doing my own rendition of the walk of shame. So, you ask, why would I put my career on the line for a mere fifteen minutes? Respect. It’s as simple as that.

As a criminal attorney, I defended those who were unable to get representation elsewhere. The unable aspect had nothing to do with their financial means, quite the opposite, really. When they came to me, they had most likely seen every other criminal lawyer within the five boroughs and had either been screwed over or been told that the case was open-shut and not in their favor. My fellow bar colleagues were too skittish when it came to losing a potentially media-frenzy type case. I, on the other hand, thrived upon them. My mouth would salivate at the thought of sinking my teeth into a case that could blow up in my face. I lived for the challenge of finding that one little detail that everyone missed and then flashing my million-dollar smile at the cameras that said, “You have witnessed greatness.”

So, yes, the partners at Grant, Mills & Spencer gave me the freedom to do as I pleased when it came to my desperate clients. Desperate and filthy rich, might I add. Billable hours were a given when it came to their cases because my talents were undeniable and my results spoke for themselves. One hundred and seventy-three cases in my seven years with the firm. One hundred and seventy-two wins. I know, I know. Not a perfect record but my first case was trial and error and since the man was actually as guilty as they came, I refused to even count that blotch on my pristine record. Did it bother me that I lost a case? Of course, it did. I was too much of a perfectionist to ignore the one and only failure of my career however, being the glass half-full kind of man, I used it to my benefit. That one loss was my ultimate driving force to make sure I did not make the same error twice.

As I moved around the schedule, accommodating the time frames to fit the meeting times more accurately, my head snapped at the sound of a door crashing into the wall.

What the hell?

“Hey! You can’t go in there!” Erin, my trustworthy assistant for the last seven years, was practically jumping on the client’s back trying to get him out of the doorway. It was a lost cause seeing as the man was easily twice her size in height and in width. As feisty as she was, the poor woman was barely five feet with heels and in need of a nice juicy cheeseburger to put some curves on her. Erin ate enough for us all but her metabolism was off the charts, which made her a great asset in the workspace. Aside from typing up my reports, my assistant was always running around doing something useful. This was why I made sure she was paid very well. More than most, in fact, to ensure she stayed with me.

“It’s okay, Erin. Thank you.” I said, watching her scowl from behind the mammoth of a man. I stifled a laugh when I noticed the top of her auburn head barely reached his shoulder. That did not stop her flipping him the bird, from the safety of his back.

Standing in place of my closed glass doors was a huge man taking up all of the open space under the doorframe. My eyes traveled from his chest, which was perfectly eye-level and hidden by the black long-sleeved cotton shirt, to his biceps and down to his fists. With his forearms exposed by the rolled up sleeves, the straining muscles were impossible to ignore as was the predominant ink that adorned them. A hundred scenarios ran through my dirty mind as my eyes continued their leisurely stroll down Adonis Avenue. Perfectly fitted jeans that encased strong thighs and, oh my…that crotch area was interesting. And big. Unconsciously licking my lips as I finished my perusal, I was brought back to reality as my gaze landed on the dirty shit-kickers dangerously close to staining my immaculate flooring. I didn’t think the term was supposed to be taken literally. I mean, the boots weren’t really used for kicking shit, were they? Obviously, my nine o’clock would-have-been appointment had not received that memo.

“Ever hear of the expression, ‘The customer is always right?’” Despite my repulsion to the disgusting footwear, my cock twitched at the sound of the deep, calm voice that made its way to my ears. Looking up, I met his hard glare and almost lost my breath at the penetrating blue eyes that pierced me like a steel sword. The man’s chiseled jaw, the strong features of his angled face and the slightly broken nose that matched his blue collar demeanor set my body on high alert. In my seven years as a New York attorney I had never slept with a client, nor had I wanted to do so. I would not be starting now.

Larson Blackburn, my ex-whateverhewas, did not count.

“I have heard that expression, Mr...?” I knew exactly who this man was. I had already started researching his files so I could get a feel on why exactly the man needed my services. “Guns,” aka Luke Gunner, had a record as long as my cock. Trust me, it was quite impressive. How none of them had ever actually led to a conviction was somehow beyond me. Probably a good lawyer. Which begged the question...why had he not sought out his former representation?

With a click of my index finger on the ultra modern cordless mouse, his file sprang to life on my screen. I was curious when I first started going through his information but seeing the man face-to-face had me more than a little intrigued. Going against all of my self-imposed rules of never backing down to anyone when it came to my work, I sighed and turned my attention back to the thug who, to my surprise, had settled himself inside and was now comfortably sitting on the large wingback chair facing my desk. I didn’t bother to stand and shake his hand. That would have made me look like a used car salesman foaming at the mouth for the chance to work the case. Dream on, biker boy.

“Gunner. But you already knew that.” Blue eyes stared me down but not enough to make me uncomfortable.

“Right. Well, I have a strict rule, Mr. Gunner. An appointment is at an agreed upon hour. I do allow for the occasional surprise of New York traffic but then that’s what planning ahead is for. You are fifteen minutes late,” I looked back down at my left wrist and arched a brow at Mr. Gunner. “Twenty-one minutes past the hour as of now, which means we only have twenty-four minutes left of this meeting before I have to prep for my ten o’clock. It’s not nearly enough time to get through this Declaration of Criminality that you call your file.” Yeah, I was that good.

My smug grin faltered and my eyes narrowed when I heard the bellow of laughter coming from my soon-to-be ex-client that never was.

“Jesus. Do you have your entire life planned out to the second?” Was that even a legitimate question?

“That’s none of your business and frankly you should be glad that I’m anal, it’s a talent that will get you off whatever charges are looming above your head.” Take that, you two-bit criminal.

The man leaned over my desk, his face a mask of determination, his eyes making me blink in confusion at their intensity. The deliberate licking his lips had my gaze immediately fall to the motion and my cock doing a happy dance at the prospect of sliding between the plump, wet flesh.

“Oh, I’m glad you’re anal, Mr. Ledbetter. It’s quickly become my favorite quality of yours. As for getting me off? I have no doubt your talents will come in very handy.” My hand instinctively covered my crotch to adjust my growing hard-on because, clearly, we were not talking about legal representation anymore. At least, I didn’t think we were. My brain was a bit in shock from the realization that this six feet and some brick house was potentially a top batting for my team and that he had just blatantly made a pass at me. At least, that was what my libido had decided. Yeah, I was pretty sure that was all sexual talk. While trying to reassess the situation to make sure I did not make an ass of myself, I saw the wink and the curl of his lip into a smirk I wanted to punch into next week. The punk was playing with me.

“Now that it’s settled, I’ll just go out there and make another appointment with your secretary. I’ll make sure to clear two to three hours of your schedule. You know...so we can catch up.”

With those words, he pushed off the desk, his arms again flexing in that delicious way, muscles on clear display and walked out the door. Before he was completely outside, he turned to me with a cocky grin that made me clench my ass and said, “I’ll be in touch, Mr. Ledbetter. And on time. Especially now that I know just how anal you are.”

As soon as the door closed behind the man’s retreating back, I leaned into the leather high back office chair and ran my almost trembling hands through my sun kissed blonde hair. I didn’t like the term “dirty blonde,” for obvious reasons. Cleanliness was a way of life, a purification from the outside in washing away the dirt that accumulated all around me. My clients were surrounded in filth—unlaundered money, defiled women, and murky water rising around them on the verge of swallowing them whole. But then, we would step in. The saviors of the unsavory, the ones who bleached the slate so clean it was almost impossible to find a speck of dust. I was surrounded by pollution and it had nothing to do with power plants or diesel trucks.

My social life was barely subsisting, a passing thrill between clients and trial dates. My love life? I had expunged that part of my existence six months prior. The last time I saw the man that made every cell of my body fire up like a fuel-drenched pile of dry wood, I had been forced to say my goodbyes. I wasn’t missing any type of closure since we had made things clear. But I missed him. I still longed for the pleasures only he knew how to bring out. The craving for his touch, rough and dominant, was constantly on my mind.

But Larson Blackburn was a thing of the past, living his present with the man who fulfilled him in ways I apparently could never hope to do. In every aspect of my life, I needed control. I did. I acted. I decided. In the bedroom, however, I could barely get hard without knowing that the next move was out of my hands. Some called me a submissive, maybe I was just that. I believed it was more of a decompress button that allowed my mind to focus on only one thing—pleasure.

My current problem was simple. With only words and a glaring gaze, the tattooed and barely civilized client had awakened a desire in me that I thought had died a permanent death.

That could be a problem.

Or...

Maybe it was the solution.




Chapter 2

Luke

 

Lloyd Ledbetter.

Well, aren’t you the picture of pristine perfection?

And here I was, punctual, as requested, for a case review. This was different. The case review part, I mean. I was no stranger to litigation—specifically being the defendant in said litigation. This wasn’t civil litigation either, hence Lloyd Ledbetter, one of the best criminal attorneys on the East Coast. I was being proactive, because there was a distinct possibility that I would be in need of his services, if not his protection until this all got sorted out.

Yeah, I’d had my share of lawyers on retainer, on payroll, and sitting next to my ass in court. And for the most part, they’d been worth every damn dime I’d had to pay them to keep me on the outside, which they had succeeded in doing to date. But this time was different. This was a whole new scenario I had found myself in and, for the life of me, I couldn’t figure out how I had become part of this whole equation with Senator Hastings’ disappearance. I had never even met the guy for Chrissake!

Anyone who knew me at all knew that I didn’t rub elbows with politicians. That was not my gig. Nor would I kidnap politicians—or anyone for that matter! It didn’t fit my persona. It wasn’t on my agenda. And it served no purpose.

I was a businessman. Actually, I was more than a businessman. I helped businessmen hide their money. I didn’t ask questions. They didn’t pay me to ask questions. I provided a service to them and my service ensured that they, along with their ill-gotten gains, remained safely beneath the radar of the FBI, DEA, U.S. Treasury Department, ATF and the rest of those alphabet soup organizations that strived to be a buzz kill to the American Dream.

What the fuck? Wasn’t the whole purpose of our founding fathers and the Bill of Rights they put together early on done in order to make this the Land of the Free? Not the Land of Let’s Tax Your Asses Off and, oh by the way, we also want to take your guns away and listen in to your goddamn phone conversations…

Bullshit!

This wasn’t the way it was supposed to be.

I was too young to be this cynical and I knew it. I was thirty-three years old and nobody, including the gorgeous legal eagle sitting across from me studying the contents of the dossier his paralegal no doubt prepared in advance, would know my truth.

So, here were my stats in case you wanted to take notes:

Male: 100%

Gay: 120%

IQ: 168

Height: 6’ 5”

Hair: Dark and unruly

Eyes: Dark Blue—almost the exact shade as Lloyd’s tie

Parents: Don’t know the biological ones. I was traded for a bottle of Muscatel wine when I was ten months old. Ended up at Catholic Charities and fostered out to a great family in rural Detroit. Leroy and Patsy Gunner raised me so that was who I claimed as Ma and Pop. Loved them. No one would ever fuck with them as long as I was alive.

Siblings: All kinds. That’s what Ma and Pop did. They helped kids, adolescents and wayward teens. They were God sent.

Education: Need you ask? An IQ of 168? Hell yeah. Got a full ride to Cornell. Dual majors in Math and Economics. Never studied. Photographic memory did it for me.

Career: Financial Consultant. You won’t find my name in the Yellow Pages. I was of the low overhead variety, you see. My biggest business expense was the cache of burner phones I used to conduct my consulting business. That’s all you need to know for now.

Passion: My Harley-Davidson Night Rod Special. Yeah, it was sweet. There was almost nothing better to straddle than my bike. Note: I said almost. There are a few exceptions.

Flaws: Of course. I was not perfect. Nor was I a perfectionist. Aside from my brilliance and penchant for money laundering consultation to support myself quite nicely, I was totally ADD. I flew by the seat of my pants. I detested schedules, planning in detail, and putting my life in order.

Favorite Word: Askew.

There it was in a nutshell. But right now, my ADD was kicking in hard. And I knew the source of my distraction was sitting three feet away from me. Lloyd’s thick wavy hair was sun-streaked in places, but it only added to his overall sexiness. His suit was grey, and he was wearing a light blue dress shirt and dark, royal blue tie. It was a bit flamboyant, but sexy as hell at the same time. I studied his long fingers as they flipped through the pages of my file, his head bent as he sped read through the contents. He released a sigh, and then looked up and across his desk. Our eyes locked and my breath hitched as I waited to hear what he had to say.

Would he take my case if, in fact, there was a case?

For days now I had been hiding out in New York City waiting to get in to see this man. I hadn’t set foot back in Syracuse since I’d left three days prior. I was lucky I had a connection that got me in with Ledbetter. The hard part was going to be explaining the situation to him, and trusting that he wouldn’t buzz his paralegal to call the authorities, while he slapped a pair of handcuffs on me declaring that, as an officer of the court, it was his moral and civic duty to detain my ass.

When I received the tip, I packed as much of my shit as my backpack could handle, grabbed all the cash from my safe, and hit the road on my hog.

Destination New York City because that was where Ledbetter was, and my connection insisted the man was the best, persuading me to set up a meeting.

My source had told me that an indictment was going to be handed down soon, the whole thing apparently hush-hush. And you could imagine my surprise when said source told me that I was the intended recipient. Well, if my inside connection was worth a damn, that meant my ass would be ordered to go in front of a Federal Grand Jury in Albany. The part that was really fucked up is that I didn’t kidnap people. I didn’t murder people, if in fact that is what had happened to Senator Hastings since he was last seen. But I already told you that.

Ledbetter finally spoke, and his voice was cathartic to my scrambled mind. “I’ve seen your background reports, Mr. Gunner. What I haven’t seen is the reason why you’re here now. It looks like you’ve done fine beating every rap on what appears to be a long list. Let’s cut to the chase because I’m not sure you can afford to waste my time with small talk. Why did Brenner send you to see me? Clue me in, please.”

And so I filled him in on the tip I’d received from a trusted source. I didn’t share that source with him because it wasn’t pertinent to my reason for needing his services. When I finished, he stared at me for a moment, and I couldn’t tell how the fuck he was processing this information.

“In a nutshell, you want me to find out what the Federal prosecutor has on you as a potential participant, if not perpetrator, in the disappearance of Senator Hastings?”

I nodded, rubbing my denim clad thighs with the palms of my hands. “I also need your protection while I get this shit cleared up. I swear to fuck, I have never met Senator Hastings. How in the hell could I be indicted on a charge of kidnapping someone I have never met? This is more than absurd. This is some serious malfeasance of something!”




Chapter 3

Lloyd

 

The case was a liability. A litigation nightmare, at least from a defense point of view.

When Erin told me Luke Gunner had made the appointment for our follow-up case review, I did not expect him to get a two-hour spot for the next day. In fact, I was certain my schedule was booked up for the next couple of weeks to come. But then, my assistant was a miracle worker when it came to shuffling meetings and adjusting time slots.

So there I sat, going over my notes and the clusterfuck of information that had just been dumped on me and my firm, debating whether to call security or dive deep into this abyss of dark waters. My gut was screaming “Guards!” Unfortunately, my professional perversity to a challenge where the odds were stacked up so high against me they tickled God’s ass was just too enticing to ignore.

This would require quite a bit of hands-on. The partners loved me since the cases I worked allowed for their biannual vacations to Bora Bora with their wives and therefore reduced the spousal nagging to a bare minimum. I was a rock star but that did not mean they would let me jump in with both feet into a situation as murky as this one. I needed to think, to analyze, and fit every possible scenario into plausible categories. Needless to say, it was difficult keeping my mind on task when predatory blue eyes kept their intent focus on every one of my moves.

Mr. Gunner’s previous record, albeit a long list of money laundering charges that never saw an inch of conviction, was going to be a pain to disregard if this went to trial. Unfortunately, no matter the evidence, of what I presumed would be the FBI leading the case, the mere fact that a U.S. Senator was missing and from the information spewing from the media, most likely dead, the prosecution would muscle its way to court. It was an election year, after all, which meant all eyes were on the civil servants of our “Justice for All” singing country. The circumstantial evidence in those cases was eye roll worthy, which explained the easy in and out job of his previous attorneys. This time? Not so easy. In fact, it was almost impossible to see a light at the end of the tunnel. Yet, I was curious as to how they had placed Luke Gunner at the home of a U.S. Senator. If what he was saying was truth, Gunner had never met him.

“You say you have never been in the same room as Senator Hastings?” Having never met a man was not the same thing as never being in the same room. I hoped he understood my question.

The man didn’t answer for what felt like hours under his heated gaze. Cocking my head to the side, I kept my eyes steady, refusing to back down from this standstill. That wasn’t to say my body wasn’t reacting like a furnace, Luke’s stare the blazing fire.

“Mr. Gunner...” I probed.

“Luke.”

“Mr. Gunner,” I sighed, “you are, I mean, may be my client. Let’s stick to formalities, shall we? I need you to answer my question. Have you ever been in the same room, at any time, with Senator Hastings?”

I patiently waited, watching Mr. Gunner eye me up, contemplating and assessing his options.

“No.”

It was my turn to assay him. Searching his face for tics or a shading of his skin indicating he could possibly be lying, I let my gaze roam over his features. In that moment, I wondered how he had broken his nose and if it had been recent or the act of a teenage boy fighting with his hormonal needs. I wondered if the barely visible scar just above his right eyebrow had been caused by accident or brawling.

Licking my lips as my eyes perused the shadow of a growing beard, I wondered how it would feel against my skin, scraping along the inside of my thighs right before his tongue licked a trail from my balls to the tip of my cock. A fleeting image of me on my knees, lost in the sea of his captivating baby blues, opening my mouth to reverently take in his hardened cock nearly pushed me to the edge of sanity.

There was no way in hell I could conscientiously do my job without fantasizing about sinking my greedy ass onto his, no doubt, masterful dick. In fact, I was so hard at that very instant that the professional thing to do would have been to refuse the case. Say “No, thank you,” and move on. Maybe meet him in a secluded hotel, have him fuck me into oblivion and go our separate ways but in no uncertain terms should I even be considering taking this case.

“I’ll take your case, Mr. Gunner.”

What the hell just came out of my mouth?

“But you need to be up front with me. I will drop you like last night’s condom if I learn that you have, in any way, lied to me.”

Last night’s condom? What the ever-loving fuck did I just say?

The corner of Gunner’s mouth tilted up in a smug, self-congratulatory smirk. I wanted to punch him and lick him in equal measure. This whole thing was going to blow up in my face and not in an “Open up and swallow” kind of way. More in the atom bomb and ripped to smithereens way. I predicted it would be quite painful when it did.

“Look,” I started, realizing we were getting nowhere fast and, frankly, I was paid by the minute, “I cannot help you if I don’t get full disclosure. The more you keep from me, the higher the chances you are getting life in prison. Not to mention a Federal Prison for the murder of a U.S. Senator. In cold blood by the sound of the media’s assumptions. They will have a field day with that since the journalists have been getting bored. There is only so much Donald Trump can do to keep them busy. They are chomping at the bit for something juicy and,” I couldn’t help it, my professionalism faltered as my eyes roamed the six-foot-something delicacy sitting just across from my mahogany desk, “believe me, they will be on you like vultures on fresh meat. No doubt about that.”

I paused for effect, to allow my words to sink in with solid impact. Gunner wore ambivalence like a second skin. “If that isn’t incentive enough for you then let’s think about the possible lifetime hotels you will be calling your permanent residence if this goes down in the prosecution’s favor. Best case scenario? USP Leavenworth. That, Mr. Gunner, is in Kansas. I mean, even as a free man I cannot fathom living in the wheat capital of the U.S.”
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