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      Ames Bronson must have a death wish.

      

      In his defense, how was he to know that the girl he hooked up with one night when he first got to town would be his new boss’s daughter? I mean, Zeke seems like a cool guy, but no one is that cool.

      

      His only saving grace is that Zeke doesn’t know about him and Maxine. 

      

      His brothers tell him he should be thankful for this small miracle and forget that he ever met her. That should be easy enough. They work at different Eye Candy Ink locations. He’ll just do his best to avoid her and to push her out of his mind.

      

      There’s just one problem.  

      

      He’s pretty sure that he’s in love with her.

      

      Will pursuing Maxine ruin everything? Or will he finally get the happily ever after that he’s been dreaming about ever since he first laid eyes on her?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            One

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Ames

      

      I finish wiping down my room, tired but somehow full of energy after my first day working as a tattoo artist at Eye Candy Ink.

      I moved to Pittsburgh for this job a few weeks ago and it’s been a whirlwind of moving boxes, meeting new people, and trying to find my footing here in the shop.

      Eye Candy Ink is a legendary tattoo shop and when I learned that they were opening a second location, I had jumped at the chance to apply. I’m a great tattoo artist but a bunch of great artists applied and I was a little surprised when I got the call from Zeke Miller, the owner of Eye Candy Ink, offering me the position.

      That was two weeks ago and I had to pack and move up here in a hurry. Luckily, I was only coming from Philadelphia.

      “Hey, are you headed home now?” Harvey asks as he shoves some papers into his backpack.

      “Yeah, I’m almost done here,” I tell him.

      Harvey and Rooney had been nice enough to let me crash with them for a few days until I could move into my own place. They even helped me get settled in this last weekend. I have a feeling that was because I told them that I would buy them all of the pizza and beer that they could eat if they did, but it was still nice of them to give me a hand.

      They’re the co-owners’ sons and their dads are legends in the tattoo world. I’ve been obsessed with Atlas Warner and Mischa Jennings work for as long as I can remember.

      “Hey! Are we going out tonight?” Rooney asks as he skids to a stop, bumping into Harvey.

      Harvey doesn’t even react, and I’m sure that he’s used to his best friend running into him. They did grow up together and I’ve heard from Banks that they’ve been thick as thieves literally from birth.

      Rooney is like an overgrown puppy. He’s hyper and energetic, a real handful. He’s also absolutely hilarious.

      Harvey is his counterpart. Where Rooney is wild, Harvey is calm and collected. He’s a bit of a dreamer but both of them are good, solid, guys.

      “Going out? Where are we going?” Banks asks, coming up behind the other two.

      Banks is Nico Mitchell’s son. His real name is Zeke but it got confusing with the other one and he’s so secretive that everyone joked that he could actually be the street artist Banksy, so that’s how he got the nickname.

      “Let’s go to Seven,” Rooney says, and I search my brain to see if that place sounds familiar.

      “I’m in,” Banks and Harvey say at the same time and I smile.

      “Me too.”

      I was looking forward to heading home and crashing but I’m still trying to make friends here and I like hanging out with these guys.

      “I’ll drive!” Rooney says, heading for the front door and I laugh when Harvey and Banks both scream no.

      “I’ll drive,” Harvey says and I follow after the guys, letting Banks lock up the front doors.

      We head across the lot and I climb into my car. Banks heads to his and I watch Rooney and Harvey wrestle over the car keys for a minute before Harvey dives for the driver’s side door and locks Rooney out. I laugh as I see them have some kind of argument and then Rooney slides across the hood of the car, only making it halfway. I can see Banks doubled over from here and Harvey just shakes his head, grinning at the maniac that he calls his best friend.

      We finally pull out and I follow them a few blocks away to the club. Se7en is a nightclub not far from my apartment and I park near Banks and climb out.

      “Are we going to be able to get into this place?” I ask, studying the upscale building before I look down at my casual attire.

      Everyone is dressed in black jeans and t-shirts and I doubt that we will fit in with the other club goers.

      “Yeah,” Banks says with a laugh. “Our uncle Max owns it and his daughter Cat runs it.”

      We cross the street and I follow the other guys up to the front doors. Banks was telling the truth and we breeze in without incident.

      The inside of the club is dark, the bass almost shaking the walls and I have to blink to get my eyes to adjust to the darkness. There’s a bar running the length of one side and we head in that direction.

      “What do you want, Ames? First round is on me,” Harvey says, so I order a beer as I look around the place.

      The place is packed and it’s hard to make anyone out. There are some tables and booths on the opposite wall and then a stairway leads up to the second floor which I think is some kind of VIP area.

      Rooney passes me a beer and then nudges me to get me to follow after them as we wind our way through the dancing crowd and over to one of the booths on the far wall.

      “How are you liking Pittsburgh and Eye Candy Ink so far?” Banks asks me, and I take a sip of beer before I answer him.

      “It’s good. I like the city and my first day was good. Is the shop always this busy?”

      “Oh yeah. We book months out, so expect to have back-to-back clients every day,” Rooney says as he takes a long pull of his own beer.

      “What about the other two artists? Gray and Ender?” I ask, wondering if those names are real.

      “They’re cool. Gray is wrapped up in his roommate. She’s his best friend or something from his hometown and now they live together,” Harvey says.

      “Yeah, and he’s totally in love with her but is pretending that he isn’t,” Rooney adds.

      “What about Ender? Is that his real name?” I ask.

      “He’s cool. He’s a few years older than us and tends to stick to himself, but he seems solid,” Banks says.

      “I think Ender is a nickname. The dude was in the Army or Navy or something. I think he was a real badass but then he got out and picked up tattooing.”

      I nod at Rooney as a waitress comes up to see if we want anything else. She’s pretty in an overdone kind of way but she doesn’t do anything for me. She still tries to flirt with all of us but we all brush her off and just order another round of beers.

      “What about you?” Rooney asks as the waitress leaves.

      “What about me?”

      “Any special girl in your life?”

      “Uh, no. I only moved here like two weeks ago. I don’t move that fast,” I joke.

      We hang out for another hour but by then we’re all exhausted. Banks is the first to leave and Harvey and Rooney follow soon after. I tell them that I’ll see them tomorrow as I pay for the last round of beers, and they wave before they disappear into the crowd.

      I’m turning to head toward the door myself when my eyes lock with an angel.

      She’s in the middle of the dance floor, her blue eyes sparking as the blue lights pass over her, and I’m frozen, entranced. Her blonde hair is slightly mussed around her flushed face as she dances to the music. Her body moves rhythmically. It’s like she’s a siren, drawing me to my ruin.

      I’m moving toward her before I even realize that my brain told my feet to move and as I get closer, she gives me a slow grin and my heart thuds loudly in my ears, even over the music.

      I stop in front of her, my heart racing as I search my brain for something to say.
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      Maxine

      

      Maybe it’s the two margaritas that I downed when I first got to the club, but I’m pretty sure that this is the hottest guy that I’ve ever seen in my life.

      Normally I’m not really the nightclub type, but when my best friend, Cat, invited me out to celebrate me graduating college and starting my new job managing Eye Candy Ink in a few days, I couldn’t say no. I didn’t want to say no.

      I needed to blow off some steam after finals last week. I’ve been busting my butt for the last four years, making sure that I kept up my grades and graduated at the top of my class. I knew that I had a job lined up afterward at my parents’ tattoo shop, but I still wanted to do well and make them proud.

      My mom and dad have always told me that they wanted me and the other kids to eventually take over the Eye Candy Ink tattoo shops from them when they were ready to retire. My sister, Nichole, can draw but she was never interested in learning how to tattoo. She’d much rather study art and she’s living in France now with her girlfriend, working at some small art gallery there.

      Me, I can’t draw a stick figure, so I knew that I was never going to be an artist. Numbers have always been my sweet spot, which is why I went to school to study business management. I knew that I would never be working at Eye Candy Ink as a tattoo artist or even a piercer, so my contribution is going to be running the place.

      My eyes scan over the hot mystery stranger and my whole body starts to tingle. I’ve been focused on my studies for so long but now that I’ve graduated, maybe it’s time that I start to think about dating or at least losing my virginity.

      My mystery man sways closer to me, and I grin up at him. He’s giving me space, letting me make the move and I like that. There’s been a few other guys in this club who have hit on me but I turned them all away. None of them did it for me and I didn’t like how they just pushed into my space, their sweat and beer scented breath in my face.

      This guy isn’t like that.

      I step closer to him, my hands going around his neck as we start to move together to the beat of the music.

      “I’m Ames. What’s your name, angel?” he purrs in my ear and a shiver runs through me.

      “Maxine,” I whisper into his ear, letting my lips brush against the shell of his ear.

      His whole body tenses and I look at his face, surprised at the lust that I can see in his eyes. Power surges through me and I grow bolder. My hands burrow into his hair and I step closer to him, our bodies rubbing together now.

      We grind together, both of us getting lost in the music and each other. Sweat coats both of us as more people join the dance floor, but neither of us makes a move to leave.

      I’ve never really done anything crazy in my life. My sister was the free spirit, the wilder one of the two of us. I was the one who stayed home on Friday nights to do extra credit. I volunteered at a soup kitchen and animal shelter all through high school and college. I even lived at home during college to save on costs and I only recently moved into my own place.
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