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About the Book

Keston:

I’m never lucky

As a foster kid I bounced from home to home.

My tattoo parlor is my only safe space.

My days are spent making art and my nights are lonely, even when I’m not alone. 

Then I meet him.

Bailey Marks.

The man who won’t stop talking and making me laugh. Making me want to see him again and again. But I don’t belong in his suit-and-tie world.

 

Bailey:

I’m never lucky.

I lost my father, and my so-called mother sees me as a bank account. I spend my time bailing my sister out of trouble, but she’s all I’ve got.

Except my law practice, which is the only thing that’s totally mine. 

I tell too many jokes to hide how lonely I am, and I have way too many one-night stands. 

I just want someone to love.  

Then I meet him.

Keston Harris.

The gorgeous loner who’s closed off his emotions, with walls higher than the Empire State building. One kiss from him, and I’m a goner.

 

We’re two lonely hearts, unlucky in life and love, failed by people who should’ve been there for us. 

What we do know is, the world feels better when we’re together, and life seems easier now that we have each other. 

 

Trust issues? We’ve got a million of them.

Yet we keep turning to each other when life gets tough. 

But it’s nothing serious. 

Maybe if we say it often enough, we’ll believe it.

 

And maybe…just maybe, we’ll finally be one of the lucky ones.
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Chapter One

Keston

I spend my days peering at half-naked bodies.

Not for fun and games, unfortunately. As a tattoo artist, I’ve had all kinds of customers—eighteen-year-olds who loved thinking they were being defiant against Mommy and Daddy, grandmothers who wanted their grandchild’s name on a discreet patch of skin. And of course, the couples who came in together, desperate to have their names inked on each other’s bodies forever…then returning not a year later, begging me to erase that mistake from their lives.

I entered my tattoo shop, Inktastic, and as I did every morning, closed the door behind me and stood for a few moments in the semidarkness. Soaking in the quiet. Reveling in it. Until I’d left my foster home at eighteen, I’d had no idea what solitude was. Five foster brothers and sisters had meant little time to myself. Someone was always in my space, in my face.

I walked across the shop, scanning the photos of our more intricate designs, displayed so the customers could see the type of work we were capable of. Early beams of sunlight streamed in through the window, and the street began to wake up. Inktastic was on St. Mark’s Place in the city, and the neighborhood high school kids loved to think they could fool me by pretending to be eighteen. I constantly had to turn those little idiots away. I understood wanting autonomy, and God knew I’d been a rotten little bastard at that age, but I wasn’t going to contribute to the delinquency of a minor.

My phone buzzed, and I smiled. My brother, Grady, loved to send me morning affirmations, knowing they made me laugh.

Smile, motherfucker. Don’t color outside the lines today.

Snickering, I replied: But I like to live just over the edge.

I’m sure you do, but your clients might not appreciate it.

Of course, he had an answer. We’d both inherited the sarcasm gene. We just didn’t know from whom.

My clients love me. Wanna come clubbing tonight?

Sure. Lauren’s busy. I’ll swing by after work.

I was gonna text him: Girlfriend got you on a leash? but decided not to be a dick. I slid the phone into my back pocket, and not a minute later, Ambrose walked in.

“Dude, what the fuck are you doing here in the dark?” Tall, skinny, and covered in ink, he squinted at me through his red-framed glasses before flipping on the light switch. “You got a guy hidden here somewhere?” he joked but peered around nonetheless, as if half expecting a naked dude to run past him.

I rolled my eyes so hard, they hurt. “Why the hell would I do that?” The shop opened at ten, but we all arrived earlier to set up our stations. I also needed to check our online appointments, which comprised more than half our business.

“Got plans for the weekend?” Ambrose asked as he set out his instruments.

“Going out with Grady tonight. Gonna hit up that new dance club my client Jeff owns on Second Avenue. Wanna come with us? I’ve got passes.”

“Nah. Me ’n Carly are going to the movies. Tomorrow we got an anniversary party for her parents, and on Sunday a baby shower for her best friend.”

“Aww. So sweet. Look at you being all cute and domestic.”

“I don’t mind it.” Ambrose shrugged. “I’m thirty-five. I want a kid—a family. We’re savin’ up to buy a house.”

The thought of having to wake up in the morning and make small talk with the same person every day for the rest of my life was fucking unimaginable. I mean, I was a moody son of a bitch on a good day, and I didn’t even want to talk to myself. Why would anyone else?

I set up the schedule. It was going to be a busy day, just the way I liked it. “I’ve got five appointments for you. That okay?”

“Yeah. The more the merrier, as in a happy bank account.”

As a kid, I’d always been fascinated by ink, and to all my foster parents’ despair, would draw designs on my arms and legs with ballpoint pens. The kids in school would make fun of me, and I’d lash out, first with my mouth, then with my fists. After getting suspended repeatedly, and a few arrests for smashing windows and swiping stuff from bodegas resulting in a stint in juvie for six months, my foster family put me in art therapy as a last-ditch effort. My doctor was friends with Carlos Reyes, one of the top tattoo artists in the city, and had invited him to look at my sketches. He’d offered me a summer job in his shop, where he taught me everything about the business. I’d worked for him after school and every summer until I graduated from high school. That had been almost twenty years ago. Learning the art of tattooing—and meeting Carlos—had saved my life.

Funnily enough, I wasn’t covered with tattoos like Ambrose. I had a small heart on the inside of one wrist, with the inscription “Me” inside it, and the word “TRUE” in script like a bracelet on the other. I’d gotten them on my eighteenth birthday, to celebrate leaving the foster care system. I was finally free. The silhouettes of two doves with an infinity symbol and the date of Carlos’s death underneath were on my left biceps. A rising sun on my right.

I’d taken over Inktastic after Carlos passed and left me as his sole benefactor. He’d been my first lover, taking care to not even talk to me about sex until I was sixteen. It was from Carlos that I’d learned about using protection and the dangers of the club scene. Whom to trust and whom to keep away from. He needn’t have worried—I was crazy about him but too afraid to make a move on a man twenty years older than me. On my eighteenth birthday I kissed him, right here in the shop and I’d known I wouldn’t need to look for anyone else. Worried I might be missing out on dating guys my own age, Carlos made us wait two years to make sure I was ready to be with him. No one had ever treated me with such respect and kindness. Carlos had helped me with my anger and kept me out of the system and on the right path.

We’d only had ten years together before some punk put a bullet in Carlos when he left to make a bank drop of the day’s take. His death left a hole in my heart and in my life I didn’t intend to ever fill again. Sex was sex and there for the taking, but I wasn’t about anything permanent anymore. A kid like me, bounced from home to home since I was born, should’ve known better than to think about believing in forever. That was for fairy tales. Same as happily ever afters.

The one exception was my brother. Accepting I had someone who gave a damn about me besides Carlos had taken some time, but Grady became the one person I truly trusted. He had no other motive to be with me aside from love.

The day sped by with some quickies and an intricate design I’d started a few weeks earlier—a woman wanting to honor her firefighter husband who’d died from complications due to working on the pile in the aftermath of 9/11. Wendy had been to the shop for other ink and loved to talk while I worked. She liked to think she knew me because of that, but I’d perfected the art of listening and not sharing anything personal.

“I met someone,” Wendy told me. “For the first time, I’m ready to think about the future. That’s why I wanted this tattoo. So even if I do marry this new man, I’ll always carry something of Frank with me.”

That brought me out of my intense concentration, and I stopped for a moment. “And he doesn’t mind?”

Wendy’s eyes teared up. “No. He understands you can have more than one love in a lifetime. And that moving on doesn’t mean forgetting the past but learning from it.”

“I never was the best student.” Only Carlos and Grady had tried to teach me the things that mattered—love and family. Things I still struggled with on the daily.

A line bisected Wendy’s forehead, and to my shock, she put her hand on my arm. “You own a business. Obviously, something went right.”

I forced a smile. “You’re too much of an optimist. It’s killing my vibe.”

“You’re being foolish,” she huffed.

Without answering, I picked up my instrument. I finished as much as I thought she could take for the first part of the design, and she made a follow-up appointment. By that time, the shop was closing, and Ambrose and I began our cleanup, sterilizing the equipment and putting away the inks.

When Ambrose and I had met at juvie, we’d formed a bond of friendship that only two kids lost in the system could forge. I’d asked Carlos to hire him, and God knew I’d needed him after Carlos was killed. Without asking, Ambrose had stepped in and taken care of everything for the months I’d been lost in a fog of anger and pain. He and Grady had helped bring me back to life.

After so many years together, we had our system down and we worked seamlessly. Jodi had joined us three years ago and brought her clients from a Brooklyn shop that had closed. She specialized in what we called sweet designs and a lighter aesthetic, which I hoped would bring in new clientele. We were doing okay, but every month the shop teetered on a thin line between running in the black and sliding toward red, and it freaked me out.

Backpack in hand, Ambrose bumped my fist. “Catch you later. Have a good one.” Ambrose didn’t come in on weekends—Jodi did, plus Mondays and Tuesdays. I was at the shop all the fucking time. Kept me busy, out of trouble, and out of my head.

“See ya.”

Another hour, and I closed the shop. My apartment, which had been Carlos’s that he’d deeded to me in his will, was off St. Mark’s and a quick stroll home. I showered and put on my club attire—black leather pants with a matching vest and no shirt underneath. A couple of silver chains and rings, and I was done.

The buzzer sounded, and I peered at the video camera—we’d had it installed after a slew of push-in robberies and a rape. Grady stood in his suit and tie, and I hit the button to let him in.

“Dude, you’re sharp.” He smirked, and I snickered.

“And you look like a fuckin’ lawyer. Lose the suit and tie, man. You’re gonna drive away potentials. Guys are gonna think I’m with my PO.”

Brown eyes twinkling, he snorted. “You’re an ass. I’m not there to pick up a date. I have my woman.”

“I know a few dudes who wouldn’t mind showing you around the world.”

Grady was a handsome guy, big and muscular, with tattoos up and down his arms. The lines etched on his face gave the impression that he’d seen it all but had made it through the fire.

“I’ve already had that offer from a friend of a friend. Plus, I think Lauren might have a problem with that.”

“Ready?” I slid my wallet, phone, and keys into my pockets. “It’s only a few blocks away.”

Side by side, we walked to the club, and I could see the line outside the door. I gave my passes to the bouncer, and he checked his list and nodded.

“Go on in.”

A wail of protests rose from behind us as he lifted the rope and we walked in past the waiting hopefuls. I recognized a few regulars from other places I frequented. About to step inside, I heard the murmur of a deep voice.

“Now that’s an ass I’d like to grab.”

I peered at the crowd to see who’d spoken. Dark, messy hair fell over a pair of laughing blue eyes. A sexy smile curved full lips. The man’s gaze grew heated as I contemplated his words and allowed myself a slow grin.

“Find me inside, and we’ll see if we can make it happen.”

I left him and spotted Grady near the entrance waiting for me.

“What happened?” he yelled over the pounding music. “I thought I lost you.”

“Just checking out the scenery.”

Amused, Grady knocked my shoulder with his. “Come on, lover boy. Let’s get a drink.”

We were given a table in the VIP area, and Grady ordered a bottle of vodka. The space was packed, but I saw my client behind one of the bars, sipping what I knew was club soda, since he didn’t drink.

“I’m gonna go say hi to Jeff. Wanna come?” I stood and waited for Grady.

 “No, I’m good, thanks.”

“I bet you are, honey.” A willowy, pale blond in a harness passing by, stopped in his tracks and bent down. “Wanna show me?”

Grady chuckled. “Thanks, but I’m just here for him.”

Disappointment clouded the blond’s face. “Well, if you decided to make it a threesome, come find me.” He wiggled away.

“I’m tellin’ you…” I winked, and Grady snorted.

“Go find a hottie.”

I weaved through the crowd and caught Jeff’s eye. He waved me over and hugged me. He’d been coming to the shop to get his ink even before I’d met Carlos.

“Lemme get you a drink.” He ordered me a vodka on the rocks. “It’s been a long fuckin’ week.”

“Same, dude. Same.”

Drink in hand, I scanned the floor, checking out the scene, and picked out a few guys I wouldn’t mind getting naked with, but it looked more like a banking convention than a gay dance club.

“You got a lot of suits in here tonight. What’s going on?”

Jeff laughed. “Sorry. I know that’s not your type. But the Gay Lawyers’ Guild was having an annual meeting, and I couldn’t say no.”

“Not saying no can be trouble.” I cackled. “I can attest to that.”

“Is that so?” The voice at my shoulder had me peering to the right, and I found myself once again caught by those blue eyes I’d seen outside. “Does that mean you’ll say yes to me?”


Chapter Two

Bailey

Yum, yum.

I’d had little hope of finding the gorgeous, leather-clad stud I’d ogled outside, but Lady Luck was on my side, and I was ready to have my lever pulled. I gulped my Scotch and licked my lips. Leather-man reached out and plucked the empty glass from my hand.

“What’s the question?” That husky voice sent a shiver through me, straight to my groin.

“How about we get on the floor and find out?”

He slid a muscular arm around my waist. “I’m not that much of a dancer.”

I grabbed hold of that fabulous ass. “I am. You can stand there and look pretty.”

His deep chuckle rumbled, and the floor was crowded enough to allow him to do exactly what I’d said while I pressed up against him. The rock-hard bulge in his pants matched mine, and I rubbed my cheek to his stubbled one. He carded his fingers in my hair and twisted it tight. I drew in a sharp breath, not from pain but pleasure.

“Am I pretty enough yet?” he asked. “Because I’m about ready to get you naked right here if you don’t say yes.”

I was drowning in the blue pools of his fierce gaze. “I live uptown.”

“And I live down the block. Let’s go.”

His firm, calloused hand grabbed my wrist, and I followed him. He stopped by the VIP section, where a man sat with a bottle.

“I’m out. Talk to you tomorrow.” My partner picked up a glass and finished it in one smooth swallow. I watched his throat bob and imagined what he’d taste like and how he’d feel in my mouth.

“That didn’t take long.”

Hold up. I knew that voice. “Grady?” I peered at the table.

“Bailey. I see you’ve met my brother.”

My jaw dropped. “Your brother?” I blinked.

“You know Grady?” My leather-clad hottie stared at us in confusion.

“Yeah. We have friends in common.”

He crossed his arms, lip curled in a sneer. “Of course. You’re a lawyer.”

I grinned. “You say that as if it’s a dirty word.”

“It has been sometimes.”

“Keston.” Grady’s voice held a slight warning. “Bailey’s cool.”

A dark brow arched high. “Your name is Bailey? Damn. I picked the WASPiest guy in the city to go home with.”

With that attitude, my good mood vanished, and I stuck my face in his. “Didn’t anyone ever tell you never to assume, Keston? Both those statements are wrong: I’m not a WASP, and you just lost your shot at bringing me home with you.” I patted his cheek and trailed my fingers across his sharply cut jaw. “And I’m a great lay. Too bad you’ll never find out.”

With Grady’s cackle ringing in my ears, I left Keston standing and strode out of the club. It took me a moment to reacclimate myself to the relative quiet once I was outside, and I called for a car. I glanced back, maybe hoping Keston would follow me, but I dismissed that almost immediately. The guy was supermodel gorgeous. He didn’t need to grovel to get someone in his bed.

Besides, he was a bit of a dick. Although I could admit I’d been ready to give it up right away. Maybe the universe was trying to tell me, Hey, Bailey. You don’t need to fuck someone to make them like you. But even after years of therapy, old habits were hard to break.

I might’ve acted too quickly, but there was little I could do about it now. No way would I return to the club. My car arrived, and once we were on our way, I got on my phone and saw a text from Grady.

My brother can be an ass, but he’s a good guy.

I rolled my eyes. Yeah, I could tell.

No, seriously. He’s still here bitching about how you left him.

And that means what? I was such a needy bastard.

You caught his eye, and he can’t forget you.

Yep, there it was, that thrill of knowing someone wanted me, but I had to play it cool.

You must be smoking something.

Waiting for his response, I chewed my lip.

Nah. He’s just complicated.

I snorted as my fingers flew. Who isn’t?

Grady sent a laughing emoji followed by: He owns a tattoo parlor on St. Mark’s. Inktastic.

Why did that not surprise me?

And you’re telling me this why? Do I look like I have tattoos?

I wouldn’t know. TTYL.

At home, I undressed and showered, running my hands over my body. My very lonely, untouched body, without a single tattoo. I sighed, knowing I’d missed out on a night of hot, wild sex with the best-looking guy I’d ever seen. I toweled off, put on boxers and a T-shirt, and flipped on the television for background noise.

My phone buzzed with a text from Weston.

Brunch on Saturday?

I had nothing going on, so I might as well hang out with friends. It beat being alone. Sure.

Good. There’s a new guy at the firm I think you’d hit it off with. I could ask him, if you want.

I groaned. Told you already. Not interested in a setup.

Of course Weston didn’t bother to answer me. Now that he had Brenner, he thought the entire world needed to be coupled up and be as disgustingly in love as they were. I tossed the phone aside and tried to pay attention to what was on the TV screen, but all I could see were sexy, arrogant lips and hot blue eyes.

I picked up my phone and scrolled to Grady’s text.

“Hmm. I haven’t been to the Village in years.”

**

It might be Saturday, but I had an entire day’s worth of case files to finish before I could make my way to St. Marks Place. It was now close to six, and I must’ve walked by the tattoo parlor at least twice.

“Get your head out of your ass and go inside.” When I opened the door, a young blond glanced up from the customer she was working on. Her eyes were heavily rimmed with black liner and blue shadow, her lips a shocking pink, but her smile was bright and friendly.

“Hi. Have a seat. Someone will be with you in a few.” Her voice was a nasal combination of Long Island and Brooklyn, reminiscent of the neighborhood I’d grown up in and curiously comforting.

I scanned the walls, taking in the tattoo art. I’d never had any desire to mark my body, and I watched the artist, both fascinated and squeamish knowing a needle injected ink into the person’s skin. I preferred firm body parts, not sharp, pointy things poking into me, but I could admire the artistry that created the designs. The client was a twentysomething guy who was having a small skull and a crow placed on his biceps. I’d had numerous lovers with tattoos and had never really paid attention to them. The process was interesting, though, and going by the pictures on their walls, Keston and his coworkers were extremely talented.

The artist finished with the young man, washed the area carefully, then dried it thoroughly. A clear adhesive wrap was secured around his arm. She handed him a printed sheet. “I’ve also emailed this to you. Take care of it, and don’t get it wet for five days. After that, moisturize a ton, don’t pick or rub at it. Keep out of the sun, and don’t get it sweaty.”

“No problem. Thanks.” He paid and left, and she squinted at the screen.

“Sorry you had to wait…hmm, do you have an appointment? I don’t have anything on here for you…”

I wondered what I was doing, waiting for this random guy when I should’ve just ignored Grady’s text.

“Well, I—”

From the rear of the shop, Keston walked up to the front counter. “What the hell are you doing here?”

Not exactly the greeting I’d have liked, but I probably shouldn’t have expected more.

“Nice to see you too,” I smirked. I’d taken care with my outfit today—a tight blue shirt that showed off my hard-won ripped body and a pair of joggers that rested low on my hips and showed off my ass. Not that I could compete with the leather pants Keston had been wearing the night before that had featured in the filthiest dream I’d had in years.

“I’ll handle this, Jo,” Keston said, his gaze latched to mine. “You can take off. See you tomorrow.”

Her curious eyes darted from Keston’s hard face to my mild one, and she nodded. “Okay. Night.” She grabbed her purse from a drawer and walked out. The door shut with a click.

I faced Keston. Damn, he was even hotter today, in a tight black T-shirt and low-riding sweats. In the bright overhead lights, I could now see the ink on his arms and circling one wrist. “So, this is your shop?”

“How did you find me?” he growled, and that gravelly sound went straight to my dick. He huffed. “Never mind. My brother, of course.”

“Don’t blame Grady. But I mean, you were kinda rude.”

Heat kindled in those laser blue eyes. “Rude? What’re you talking about? You bailed on me, Bailey.”

That snide tone wasn’t going to wash with me, and I advanced on him and poked him in his very hard, muscled chest. “You’re still making assumptions about me.”

His lip curled. “So you’re not a lawyer?”

“I never said I wasn’t. So what?”

“They’re nothing but trouble for the most part.”

My lips twitched. “It depends on what kind of trouble. Some can be more fun than others.”

He scowled. “I’m sure Grady’s told you about our past. I don’t exactly have fond memories of the legal system.”

“Yeah. We all have shit we’ve dealt with. I prefer to leave it in the rearview mirror. Live in the present.” Aware of the heat pouring off him and the scent of his sweat, my heart rate kicked up, and I was seconds away from melting into a puddle of want and need.

He backed away into the recesses of the shop, where I saw two other chairs and a long table on a wooden platform.

“Why are you here?” He positioned himself behind the table, and I leaned a hip against it and ignored his question for one of my own.

“Is this place yours, or do you work for someone?”

I should’ve known that would get his ire up.

“Why?” A brow rose. “You don’t think I can run my business?”

“Damn, you’re defensive.” I ran a hand over the smooth tabletop. “I didn’t say that. I’m thinking you could do whatever you want.”

And whomever. Like me. You could do me in a second.

“Are you interested in getting a tattoo?” That searching gaze scanned me, head to toe, leaving me breathless. “I don’t see any, unless they’re hidden under those clothes.”

My face heated. “I’ve never had one.” I paused. “Yet.” I circled the table, and his expression darkened.

“Is that why you came here? To suss me out about getting ink?”

“No.” I crossed my arms, fixing him with what I hoped was a fierce scowl. “I didn’t like your assumptions. That I’m snobby and rich and a WASP. Which I’m not. I’m Jewish.”

“So what?”

I narrowed my eyes. “What does that mean, so what? You made this assumption that because my name is Bailey, I’m a rich, snooty WASP. I’m telling you I’m not.”

He shrugged. “Okay. You’re not. Why does it matter what I thought?”

Damn. Keston should’ve been a lawyer—the way he twisted arguments into knots. “It doesn’t, but I didn’t like your insinuations. You don’t know me at all.”

His lips kicked up in a smile that rendered me speechless. Something that never happened. “I think I do. You come from a nice, middle-class home. Mommy and Daddy love you. You’ve always had a house, and your own room, and you’ve never had to worry where your next meal is coming from or how to pay your bills.”

I didn’t bother to dispute his assumptions because it wouldn’t matter what I said. “And you didn’t have any of that.”

Without answering and with a face filled with fury and pain, Keston strode off and into the room from which he’d first appeared.

Grady had spoken frankly and often about his youth, how he and Keston hadn’t known of each other’s existence and that their mother had put them into foster care. Until they’d become emancipated, neither had led an easy life, but where Grady freely opened up about his experiences, it looked like Keston had no such desire.

I had two choices: either walk away and forget about the sexiest, most intriguing man I’d ever met, or follow him and push his buttons to see what would happen next.

I found him standing in the darkened office, staring into space. He whipped around, his expression a dangerous storm of emotions.

“What the hell are you still doing here?” he asked, but his hands were already reaching for my face, and I melted into his touch.

“Damned if I know,” I murmured. His hot mouth slammed on mine, and I sucked his velvety tongue. I fisted his shirt and rubbed up on him. Our tongues teased and danced, and he bit my lips. Desperate, I shivered with desire. “Oh, God.” I clutched his heavily muscled shoulders and buried my face in his neck, sucking at the rapidly pumping vein. “Fucking hell.”

“Which is it, God or hell?” His wicked smile sent me reeling. “Opposite sides of the spectrum.”

“Are we getting it on or having a philosophy lesson?” I panted. “Who cares?”

My hands slid under his waistband and shimmied those sweats and briefs past his hips until they puddled at his ankles. Perfect washboard abs. That delicious V leading to the most beautiful dick I’d ever seen greeting my hungry eyes. Where only moments ago his eyes glinted black with anger, they now turned hazy with lust as he tugged my joggers down. I dug my fingers into those powerful biceps and pulled him closer. He dipped his head and took my mouth, bruising my lips with his hard, demanding kisses. I wrapped my fingers around his cock, which pulsed beneath my touch.

“Fuck, your mouth is fire,” he grunted, hips thrusting, his leaking cock sliding in and out of my hand. He yanked down my briefs and tugged my shaft. “Give me your dick.”

That bossy tone turned me on, and I rutted into his fist, moaning his name.

“Keston, fuck me, Keston.” I nipped his shoulder, and he stiffened and came hot and heavy, coating my hand. He increased the pressure along my throbbing length while sucking my tongue, and my vision blurred as I broke apart in the most intense climax of my life. He held me tight, fingers stroking my naked skin while I regained my equilibrium.

We stayed locked to each other, our hearts pounding. I was sleepy and content and laid my head on his shoulder. His teeth scraped against my jaw before taking my earlobe and sucking it. My swirling brain came together, and I wondered if he was going to kick me out or fuck me.

“I’m just around the corner,” he whispered.

“Are you inviting me home with you?”

“Unless you want me to do you here,” he growled, and I could have sworn my dick twitched.

“Mmm, I’m not sure. Could be sexy, me bent over the table.” His breath hitched, and I licked his collarbone. “What do you say?”

He reached for me, and I heard a noise from the front of the shop.

“Keston? Are you here? Keston?”

He pushed me off him and jumped away, eyes wild with shock. I stumbled several steps, my feet tangled in my clothes. Keston pulled up his sweats and wiped his hands on some paper towels.

“Stay here.”

I nodded and reached for my briefs and pants while he slipped out of the office and shut me in. With my clothing straightened and my hands clean, I carefully opened the door a crack, and peered out. A lanky man stood near the front of the shop. Their quiet voices didn’t reach far enough for me to hear what they were saying, and I grew more frustrated by the minute as they continued to talk, Keston laughing as if I wasn’t standing and waiting for him.

Why the hell was Keston hiding me in here?

 


Chapter Three

Keston

My body still buzzing from that mind-blowing orgasm, I collected myself and forced an easy smile to my lips.

“What’re you doing here? I thought you had plans.”

Seeing Ambrose in the shop freaked me out a little. Frankly, the fact that I’d just had sex in my shop did as well, but this Bailey guy flipped my switch. I’d had to touch him, and when I did, it was as if I’d become possessed. The more I had of him, the more I wanted.

“Carly’s got a stomach bug, so we had to cancel our plans. She’s moaning and groaning and told me to leave her alone, so I was heading to your place to see if you wanted to grab some dinner. Then I saw the lights on. What the hell are you still doing here? It’s, like, over half an hour after closing.”

Thinking fast, I shrugged. “I had a late walk-in, and we got to talking after I did his work. I was cleaning up and decided to do some paper work.” That sounded plausible. I hoped. Meanwhile I could smell Bailey on me and wondered if Ambrose could as well.

“So what do you say? We could get some Italian or maybe Indian? I’m down for anything.”

What I was down for was dark-haired, blue-eyed, about six feet, one ninety, with a killer tongue and a dick I wanted in my mouth. But that wasn’t gonna happen now.

“Yeah. I was just in the middle of something I gotta finish. Get us a table, and I’ll be there in like ten, fifteen minutes, tops.”

He settled against the front counter. “I can wait. It’s no big deal.”

Fuck.

“All right. I’ll be ready in a few.”

How the fuck was I gonna sneak Bailey out of here? I couldn’t tell Ambrose I had a guy with me in the shop. Not only was it unprofessional, but Ambrose hated lawyers with a passion, especially since his brother, Lucas, had gotten convicted in a drug possession case and was serving time. I’d asked Grady to take a look at it, and he said criminal law wasn’t his specialty but from a cursory inspection of the file, the lawyer should’ve probably had Lucas plea to a lesser charge. Ambrose didn’t like that answer, insisting his brother was innocent.

I returned to the room, where Bailey had gotten dressed and was waiting for me with an annoyed face. “Why am I hiding in here?”

I put a finger to my lips. “Shh. Listen. That’s Ambrose, my coworker. I-I can’t have him thinking I’m hooking up in the shop.” I left out the lawyer part.

He smirked but kept his voice to a murmur. “Glad to know you don’t make it a habit. So how do we do this? I’m assuming there’s no back door?” Bailey winked. “Except mine.”

Damn, I still wanted him, bad jokes and all. It was the only reason I came up with the craziest fucking idea. “I’m gonna trust you because you’re Grady’s friend. If I give you the keys to the shop, could you lock up after Ambrose and I leave? You can meet me here in like a couple of hours, okay?”

My heart sank when he narrowed his eyes. “No. I don’t think so.” Surprising me, he put his hand on my nape and yanked me to him, whispering against my mouth. “But you can come to my place, and I’ll give them to you. Along with something else I know you want.” He rocked his hips, and I had to stifle a groan. I remembered what he felt like, which was why I agreed to his ridiculous plan.

“Yeah, okay. Give me your address.” Reluctantly, I pulled away from him, took the extra set of keys from the desk and handed them to him. “Better give me your number too, in case something gets fucked up.”

“The only thing getting fucked tonight is me.” He cupped the bulge in his pants.

“Yeah,” I grunted. “Got that right.” We exchanged numbers, and he texted me his info. “Okay. There are two locks on the front door.”

“What about an alarm? You don’t have one?”

“Yeah, but you can leave it off for one night.” As hot as he was, I wasn’t about to give Bailey the alarm code.

Frowning, he scanned the space. “Not a smart move. You’ve got valuable equipment here.”

The last thing I needed was some uptown guy telling me how to run my shop. “Listen, you take care of your fancy-ass clients, and I’ll handle my business.” But he did have a point. “Fine, set the alarm. Here’s the number.” I smirked. “In case you’re wondering, I’ll be changing it in the morning.”

Steady blue eyes met mine. “Got it.”

“I’ll see you later.” I hesitated, then kissed him. “Bye.”

I left him standing there with his brow furrowed.

“I’m ready, Ambrose. Let’s go.”

We walked out, I locked up, pretended to punch in the alarm to not raise suspicion with Ambrose and we headed down the block.

“What’re you thinking?” I asked him. “Indian?”

“Yeah, sounds good.”

We walked to what was known as Curry Row—the block in the East Village where all the Indian restaurants were congregated. Though most were good, our favorite spot was Veeray da Dhaba. The waiter recognized us and brought us each a Kingfisher beer and our usual assortment of appetizers. While I munched on a samosa, I listened to Ambrose talk about his brother’s continuing legal problems.

“Can you believe I’m still getting bills from that fucking lawyer? I swear they’re vultures, man. Bloodsuckers, all of them.” Ambrose had been in and out of the system throughout his teens and didn’t trust a lawyer as far as he could throw one.

“What’re they asking for?” I took a drink. While no fan of the legal system, I didn’t hate all lawyers, considering my brother was one. He and I had gone through a few tense years when we’d first connected, but we were okay now. It wasn’t his fault he’d been the one to have gotten the more stable home life. Luck of the draw.

“He got billed for the parole hearing. Which was denied.”

The waiter took our order, and I waited for him to depart. “I mean, it’s not a guarantee, is it? And the lawyer did show up, didn’t he?”

Ambrose rested his chin in his hand. “It just sucks, man. I know Lucas was set up. The cops planted those drugs on him. And his shit-talking girlfriend? He never laid a hand on her. They’re all lying. You know how it is.”

I knew nothing of the sort. The times I’d met Lucas, I’d pegged him as a smooth-talking SOB. It wasn’t hard to figure him out. When I was younger, I’d gotten in enough trouble with his kind to see through his bullshit. A man who didn’t seem to work but always had money to burn—what the hell did he do? That, along with the numerous complaints about domestic violence I’d heard over the years, was enough for me to know he was a piece of shit who used Ambrose’s blind devotion to get what he wanted.

“When is his next hearing?”

“Not until next year.”

I tuned out Ambrose’s bitching, wondering if Bailey was going to keep his promise or if I’d made a mistake by giving him my keys. Then I laughed at myself. That guy would never dream of crossing the line. He probably never even jaywalked. I could spot his type a mile away, someone who thought hooking up with a guy like me was walking on the wild side. And God knew, I was happy to oblige and get as wild as he liked.

“Keston, hey.” Ambrose’s fingers snapped in front of my face. “What’s wrong? Did you hear me?”

“Huh?” I blinked and found him staring at me. “Sorry. What did you say?”

“Could you do me a favor and have your brother look at his case again? Maybe he missed something.”

Doubtful. “I could, but he was pretty sure there wasn’t anything problematic about Lucas’s arrest.”

“So you’re on the lawyer’s side? I should’ve known you’d change your tune because your brother’s one of them.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Don’t be a fucking asshole. Grady’s the best, and if he says there’s nothing he can do, I believe him.”

Ambrose’s shoulders slumped. “I just wanna help him, you know? Like we wanted people to help us.”

“I know, but if Grady says there’s nothing you can do…” I shrugged, but Ambrose didn’t want to hear it.

“Maybe he’s wrong. I know he’s your brother, but that don’t mean he’s perfect.” He thrust out his jaw, challenging me to react, but I kept quiet, letting him rant. “Lucas said his public defender barely knew his case. You know these Legal Aid lawyers suck.” He checked his phone. “Carly needs me to come home. I’d better go.”

He left, and I gazed at my half-eaten plate. I wasn’t too worried about Ambrose. I never took offense at what he said—I didn’t blame him for not trusting authority. Neither did I. Yet here I was, getting it on with a corporate type. A lawyer, no less. The universe worked in fucking crazy ways.

I took out my phone, searched for Bailey’s address, and called for a car. I’d expected it to be in Tribeca or Chelsea, but it was on the Upper West Side. I didn’t know the area, and when the car pulled up on the tree-lined block of 85th Street between Amsterdam and Columbus, I had to admit it was…charming. I’d figured a corporate type like Bailey would live in a huge, modern apartment building, but these were brownstones. Mostly three or four stories, with bay windows and flowerpots on the windowsills. I checked the number, found the building, and mounted the steps. Bailey Marks lived on the second floor. There was one of those high-tech cameras like I had in my building, and I hit the buzzer. A moment later the lock clicked, and I mounted the stairs, not bothering to wait for the elevator.

A shirtless Bailey stood waiting for me in the doorway. I strolled up to him and held out my hand. “First things first. My keys?”

A smile curved his lips, and he held them out to me. “Come and get ’em.” And he took off running into the apartment.

“Little shit.” I kicked the door shut behind me and caught up with him in the living room. I tackled him to the couch and pinned him underneath me. My mouth found his, and I plunged my tongue inside. He sucked it like a fucking lollipop, and I ground my hips into his.
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