
	Love wears many faces, some of them surprisingly familiar...

	 

	 

	Double your pleasure takes on a whole new meaning when tailor Aiden Fox runs into his latest ex at a wedding and learns he’s been dating the wrong twin! Maybe he should just give up on dating and stick to his business instead. And of course there’s his nosy grandma, and his feisty cat. So why does he dare to yearn for romance in his life?

	Anthony Townsend is more than a little miffed at his identical twin for the havoc he’s wreaked, both with the bride-to-be and her tailor. His visit to Aiden’s shop is simply to check on the tailor, make amends for his brother. That’s what he tells himself, anyway.

	Can Aiden trust the same face that done him wrong? Can Anthony forget that Aiden dated his twin brother? Can both men see beyond what’s on the surface long enough to discover what lies beneath? If they can do that, maybe love can find a way...
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	To my parents. Thirty years of marriage, and you’re still adding new chapters to your love story. 

	 

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Oh my God, Trisha! What have you done? Aiden Fox stood, a tad dumbfounded, in the only five-star hotel in town, feeling as though he’d wandered right into the middle of one of those fancy Russian Fabergé eggs. Thank God he’d parked the beat-up piece of crap he called his car at the back of the hotel. The body was more than a little rusty. No need to scare the nobles with his deathtrap of a car.

	For a tailor such as Aiden, the hotel represented heaven. Shades of gold, bronze, and pearl surrounded him. He walked beneath glittering crystal chandeliers over a thick, golden-yellow carpet. Heavy brocade drapes in slightly paler shades covered the windows. Unfortunately, he didn’t have time to admire the interior design.

	Aiden winced when he rounded a corner and fifty shades of pink assaulted his retinas. A sure sign Patricia “Trisha” Wintash, his client, had caused havoc among those posh halls. Or, more likely, her decoration crew was to blame. Even out-and-proud Aiden thought the décor too flamboyant and excessive.

	He shuddered and walked farther down the hallway. His mission was to find a surely hysterical Trisha and rescue her perfect wedding dress. Brides were unpredictable by definition. God knew he’d be a nervous wreck, too, if he ever managed to catch a man willing to marry him.

	Aiden loved to care for his clients, but Trisha’s teary emergency call that afternoon had thrown his plans for a lazy day on his sofa into disarray. For months, Aiden had sat at the sewing machine with the damn dress, working overtime in his little tailor shop to finish it right in time for the wedding. Now she had an imaginary problem—just what it was Aiden hadn’t been able to filter from her rambling—with the wickedly expensive creation of silk and lace.

	Convincing her that she looked perfect, adorable, and like the most beautiful bride ever was on the top of Aiden’s priority list. Trisha would love him, her daddy would love that his little girl was happy and smiling again, and Aiden would receive a splendid recommendation which would help his business. Win-win situation.

	A wedding like Trisha’s, with both bride and groom belonging to the upper crust of Maryland, was the opportunity to gain new and well-off clients. Aiden desperately needed some good news right now. He’d opened his shop a year ago, and each day was a small struggle for success and independence.

	Money was tight. Although he always managed to feed himself and his fat cat, Button, some months he barely scraped by. His private life? Oh, boy. Despair, thy name is Aiden.

	A few steps ahead of him, a door opened, and he could hear Trisha’s nasal voice. Please let me solve her problem quickly. The noise level coming from the room increased as a man stepped out into the hallway, and suddenly Aiden was eye to eye with...”Anthony?”

	Aiden came to an immediate halt, his feet glued to the thousand-dollar carpet. He stared openmouthed at the man he thought he’d never see again. Dressed in a stunning tuxedo that was maybe a tad stuffy, but which suited his tall frame, he looked the same as the night of their disastrous dinner but... totally different.

	The hot guy had sauntered into his shop a month ago. Aiden had always had a soft spot for tall, dark, and handsome. Add a pair of light brown eyes and Aiden had been swooning. However, Anthony had turned out to be a real prick. Aiden had severed all contact with Anthony after their last date. Why were handsome guys always straight or assholes?

	Aiden’s face flushed hot. “Anthony?” he asked again. Inwardly, he cursed the fact his voice wasn’t as steady as he’d have liked it to be.

	Anthony faced him, his expression changing from clearly exhausted to questioning. “Yes? May I help you?” He added a raised eyebrow to his puzzled question. His voice sounded different. It held a soft timbre Aiden had never heard from him before. Smooth, like honey.

	Aiden felt his knees turn to jelly. Stupid. He was stupid, no other explanation needed. Anthony was a douche, a bastard who’d played with him just to find a way into his pants. Aiden shouldn’t be drooling over Mr. Dark and Sexy. He was a bit taken aback by his strong reaction.

	It wasn’t much, but Aiden scraped up the last morsels of his battered dignity and pulled back his shoulders. “What are you doing here? Are you a friend of the Wintash family?”

	Anthony now turned his whole body to face him and took two steps forward. “I’m sorry? Do we know each other?”

	The bastard had the guts to act as though they’d never met before? Aiden scoffed. “You think you’re one hell of an actor, huh?” Aiden fisted his hands on his hips. “Look, it’s no big deal. We dated, it didn’t work out. No hard feelings. But there’s no reason for you to act as though we don’t know each other. You’re not a celebrity who needs to be afraid of his reputation.” Okay, maybe he’d snapped the last word. Maybe he’d even glowered at the sexy guy.

	Instead of snapping back, Anthony remained polite. “This is a misunderstanding. I apologize, but now isn’t the best moment for a conversation. My brother will be getting married in two hours, I hope, and the bride is...” He trailed off and waved his hand dismissively.

	Aiden hated it when people avoided arguments by staying cool and collected. Faced with so much bullshit, Aiden was at the end of his tether. “Are you fucking kidding me?” Oops. These halls had one hell of an echo. Aiden quickly clapped his hand over his mouth, knowing he was getting redder with every moment that passed. Not a good color for his fair complexion. Aiden rarely lost control. At least, not in public places. “Sorry—”

	The next shock jolted Aiden to the core when another man joined him and Anthony in the corridor. The second man made him wonder whether his grandmother had spiked her cookies again. He’d told her to stop adding the damn weed when she hosted her women’s nights.

	There, right next to Anthony, stood a second Anthony. In a perfectly tailored, fucking wedding suit.

	“Anthony?” Aiden whispered and tried not to freak out. Although nobody could blame him under the circumstances. Seriously, two Anthonies stood right in front of him! The first one with a puzzled, but friendly twinkle in his sherry-colored eyes. Anthony the second’s face wore a hard, angry expression. Both men looked almost the same, but the particular hardness on Anthony the second’s face Aiden knew all too well. He’d seen it on occasion during their dates.

	With an uneasy feeling coiling in the pit of his stomach, Aiden tried to put the unknown pieces together and turned to the first Anthony. Obviously, the guy was the twin he hadn’t known about. Aiden hoped for an easy explanation. However, when he looked into those friendly, caring, and concerned eyes, he knew easy explanations weren’t on the menu today. It hit him like a truck crashing into his crappy old car.

	The first man’s name might be Anthony, but the guy he’d dated was, without a doubt, the one wearing the wedding suit.

	Aiden had, unknowingly, dated Trisha’s fiancé.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Anthony looked with bemused interest at the irritating cutie. He mourned the fact that the short slim man was wrong about them dating in the past, because he was a real cutie. With big, round eyes like liquid silver, pale blond curls—angel curls—and a body made for debauchery, he looked stunning in his obviously well-tailored clothes.

	The stranger had gone so pale, he looked as though he was going to pass out any moment. Anthony stepped toward him and reached for the man’s arm, in case he fainted.

	“Hey, you don’t look so well. Can I help you?” Anthony thought that was a considerate question. He was shocked when the guy pulled his arm out of his grasp with much more force than he’d expected.

	“Don’t touch me! Don’t you dare touch me. You better tell me what the fuck is going on.” The guy looked ready to lose it, his gaze flipping back and forth between him and his brother, Greg.

	Anthony didn’t want to engage in a shouting match right in front of his future sister-in-law’s room. But something about the whole incident wasn’t right. This was a mystery he longed to solve.

	Anthony turned to his brother. He wasn’t surprised to find him scowling, but he was taken aback by the blatant disgust on Greg’s face. A horrible suspicion about the stranger’s confusion and Greg’s dangerous mood snuck up on Anthony.

	“Gregory, go to your bride and try to soothe her until the dress guy arrives. He said he’d need only half an hour. If she and her mother don’t stop fighting about the dress soon, the whole damn hotel will suffer a headache or try to escape through the windows.”

	Greg said nothing at all. He merely crossed his arms in front of his chest and shot daggers at the short man.

	Cutie’s mouth opened and closed again several times, as though he struggled to find the right words. “I... I’m...” The man cleared his throat and tried again, in a barely audible whisper. “I’m the dress guy. Aiden Fox.”

	He was the dress guy? Although a useful piece of information, it didn’t solve anything. With Aiden being Trisha’s tailor, Anthony at least knew how Greg and Aiden had met. That didn’t explain the weird mix-up with their names, though.

	When Anthony looked to his twin for clarification, he noticed Greg was clenching and unclenching his hands, wrinkling the silken handkerchief he’d used to dry Trisha’s tears only minutes ago. The look of caring concern he’d given her had vanished. Anthony wasn’t surprised. He’d grown up with his brother’s fast mood switches.

	Aiden, on the other hand, stepped back. He nearly huddled into Anthony’s side, obviously trying to put greater distance between Greg and him. “Anthony.” Aiden’s whisper was tentative, his wide-eyed gaze glued to Greg.

	“This is Gregory. I’m Anthony. We’re identical twins.” He wanted to smack his forehead for stating the obvious.

	The poor guy’s eyes popped wide.

	“And unless I’m suffering an identity crisis or a case of memory loss, I’ll take a risk and guess you don’t know me but my brother.”

	Aiden bobbed his head. “Yes, I know him. But he told me his name is Anthony. I see why he did it, though. He’s a prick and you’re a nice guy. At least, I guess you’re nice.” He glared at Greg, his silver eyes flashing angrily. “Unfortunately, stealing your brother’s name doesn’t miraculously turn you into a friendly guy as well, you twerp.”

	“That’s ridiculous. The little fruit is a liar.” Greg growled and pointed his finger in Aiden’s face.

	Aiden was right. Anthony’s brother was a twerp. Anthony was speechless for a moment, and still trying to come up with an explanation—other than Greg being a twerp—why his brother would use his name. Especially when dealing with Aiden, his fiancée’s tailor. Such scheming didn’t bode well and only served to increase the funny feeling in Anthony’s stomach.

	“Did you two meet while Aiden was working on Trisha’s dress?” Anthony pinned Greg with an inquisitive stare. Usually, he was a whiz at reading facial expressions and detecting evasive techniques. Came with the job.

	Greg still gave him the silent treatment, though, and his face remained a mask of annoyance. That alone rang all the alarm bells in Anthony’s head. His brother thrived on loud, messy fights, especially with Anthony. They got along like a box of matches and gasoline.

	Aiden hesitated, biting on his plump lower lip. Anthony felt his mind drift from the conversation as he looked at the pink, glistening flesh. Those lips looked plush and kissable and... So not the time, Tony.

	“I met Gregory in my shop, but not like you think.” Aiden swallowed audibly and straightened his shoulders. “He... We dated.” Aiden took a step back from Anthony, as though afraid he’d hit him.

	“You... dated?” Anthony groaned. There was only one man he wanted to hit, and it wasn’t Aiden.

	Greg snorted and rolled his eyes. “Yeah, right. I’m not gay. My twin is the butt pirate of the family.” His nonchalance came with a biting tone.

	Aiden’s face lost some more of its color.

	“Gregory,” Anthony snapped. He’d thought his brother had quit his promiscuous behavior when he’d met Trisha. Obviously not. Greg’s latest victim standing right in front of him was evidence enough.

	“What?” Greg raised an eyebrow in challenge.

	That his twin bedded women and men was a well-kept secret only Anthony and his brother’s lays knew about. “You used my name to hide your affair with this man?” Anthony had to admit it was the perfect cover. Anthony was out and single. Much more appealing to a hookup than Greg’s own impersonation of a happily engaged, pseudo-straight dude. His brother was seconds away from earning a black eye for a wedding gift.

	Greg pursed his lips and shot Aiden a withering glare.

	Anthony focused on Aiden. “How long did you date my brother? Are you a couple?”

	They both ignored Greg’s indignant, “Hell, we never fucking dated. I don’t know this fairy.”

	Aiden’s eyes merely rounded some more as he shook his head, letting his curls bounce. “No! No, we only met a few times. I swear.” He shot Greg a frightened look. “Our last date was... I didn’t want to see him again because he acted like a major douche.” Aiden became more and more agitated, shifting nervously from one foot to the other and waving his hands. He glanced at Greg again, clearly hurt and angry. “I had no idea you were, no, are engaged. I never would’ve gone out with you if I’d known. You were only after sex, right? You just wanted to get laid, you pig.” Red spots blossomed on Aiden’s cheeks.

	Greg puffed up and took a step towards Aiden. “Be careful what you say. Nobody’s going to believe you.”

	Anthony quickly stepped between them. His brother was likely to punch the little tailor if he felt cornered. “It’s okay, Aiden. I believe you. Take a deep breath.” He reached out and rubbed the smaller man’s arm. “Why don’t you take a breather in one of the rooms while Greg and I have a quick talk? I’ll come and look for you in a few minutes.”

	Aiden shook his head. “Thank you, but I’d rather go. Now. I seriously doubt Trisha will need help with her dress after those revelations. I... sorry, but this is just too much for me.” The tailor turned and hurried away.

	Fucking perfect. Unfortunately, Anthony had no time to follow Aiden and see if he was all right. A major family crisis lurked in his future. His best friend, Mason, had been right. He should’ve read his horoscope today.

	When Greg shifted away from him and down the hallway, as subtle as a thief in the night, Anthony hurried to catch up with him and followed his twin into his hotel room. “Hey, what the hell do you think you’re doing? Can you maybe explain to me why you’re screwing around behind your fiancée’s back?”

	Greg graced the wall with a bored look. He poured a glass of brandy and grabbed a cigar, then flung himself onto the sofa. The minty green-and-gold-striped fabric of the cushions clashed with his stuffy wedding suit in dark blue and silver. The whole arrangement made him look like a peacock in a candy box. Yeah... and Anthony was the gay one. At least he had better taste.

	Anthony tried again to reach his brother’s conscience, but he didn’t hold out much hope. “I’ll give you exactly one minute to explain what’s going on between you and the tailor before I kick your ass from here till Sunday.” Glowering, he towered over his brother, hands on his hips.

	“No idea what you mean, dear brother. It was your name he shouted through the hotel, loud and clear.”

	God, Anthony so wanted to wipe that smug smile off his twin’s face.

	Greg wasn’t done. “Is he one of your latest toys? I thought you had better taste, but if you like short, skinny, and lower class... Fine, screw him, but I don’t want him to attend my wedding.”

	This conversation felt suspiciously like déjà vu. Anthony’s brandy-sipping brother represented the perfect double of their father, proving he was the perfect son by showing his distaste for Anthony’s sexuality.

	Fucking hypocrite.

	“Aiden’s not a toy. You’re cheating on Trisha. And you don’t even have the balls to admit it! To top it off, you used my name to play the field, so nobody would find out what a lying bastard you are.” Anthony was spitting mad. How dare Greg drag Anthony’s name into this mess. Anthony took a deep, calming breath. “Tell Trisha what you’ve done, or I’ll tell her. You’re not getting married today, swearing eternal fidelity, when you can’t even keep it in your pants.”

	Greg only blinked, took one more sip, and shrugged one shoulder nonchalantly.

	Anthony knew him too well, though. The way his twin’s lips thinned, and the tic in his clenched jaw, were signs of his inner turmoil.

	Greg let out a strained laugh. Panic had entered his eyes. “Are you high, Anthony? I’ve heard plenty of judges take a little something to deal with the stress. I swear, the guy’s accusations are ridiculous. I’d never cheat on Trisha. And I would never fuck some guy’s ass. That’s one of your leisure activities, not mine.” With that, he lit his cigar. He flicked his hand dismissively. “As for the little sewing prick? He’s nothing.”

	Anthony growled. “Are you kidding me? He’s several feet too tall to classify as nothing. And he knew you.” He lowered his voice. “Don’t take me for a fool. I know what you’re up to at the clubs.”

	“Fine.” Greg puffed smoky rings before he rolled his eyes. “I went to his shop because a suit in the window had stirred my interest. He flirted with me. Aggressively. I brushed him off and now he’s trying to ruin my wedding by telling lies. I. Didn’t. Touch. Him. No cheating.” His brother gave his drink a lazy swirl. Sweat glistened on his forehead.

	Anthony thought he’d suffer a stroke any minute. “So, this is your last word? Fine, then I’ll have a serious talk with Trisha now.” He turned. Anthony heard his brother jump up from the sofa. A second later, Greg grabbed his arm. “Ow, what—”

	Pressing him face first against the door, Greg hissed against Anthony’s ear. “One word to Dad, and I’ll make you pay.”

	He struggled against his brother’s hold. “I’m not afraid of you, Greg, stop it. Nothing you do to me will...” Anthony gasped in shock when his brother delivered a blow to his kidney. Just when he thought it couldn’t get any worse, the door opened and their father, Winston Townsend, joined their little family gathering.

	Greg quickly broke away from Anthony and straightened his suit. “Father.”

	However, their father didn’t pay their intermezzo any attention. He was well into pouring himself a glass of brandy. Sometimes, Anthony thought Greg was their father’s twin, not his.

	When Winston pinned Anthony with a disapproving gaze, he wasn’t shocked at all. He was always disapproving when it came to Anthony. “Where the hell were you hiding? You’re your brother’s best man. And what do you do? Squabble with the groom.” Shaking his head, he turned to Greg and smiled.

	Why was Anthony always the one responsible for everything that went wrong? Oh, right. Because he was queer.

	Anthony’s ass of a twin used the opportunity to add a new point to Anthony’s long list of failures. “Dad! Anthony invited one of his boyfriends to my wedding. Imagine my shock when I found out he’s Trisha’s tailor.”

	Wow, Greg had the whole my brother beat me with his sandbox shovel act down to a T. Greg was so going to die a slow, painful death.

	Predictably, their father choked on his brandy. He dabbed his chin with a napkin and stared daggers at Anthony. “You did not invite one of your fairies to your brother’s wedding, did you? I thought I made it clear that I don’t care what you do with your dick, as long as you keep it private. If you drag one of those perverts to a social event, I’ll—”

	Losing his temper, Anthony cut his father off. “Aiden isn’t a pervert.” Clenching his hands, he, for the hundredth time, forced himself not to punch his twin. Sometimes he wondered why he was still helping Greg cover up his sexuality.

	Belying his thirty-five years, the little shit made puppy dog eyes at their father like a four-year-old. There should be a law against this. “Dad, you know I’d never do something like that, don’t you?”

	“Of course I know.” Winston sniffed haughtily. “Only your brother would prefer a fag over a wonderful bride. He needs to meet the right woman, I’m sure.” He glared hard at Anthony. “You’re going to stop insulting your brother with this nonsense. God, I hope one day you’ll act like a man and do what’s best for you and the family. I’m grateful Gregory is not as deluded as you.” Then his father sipped his brandy and gazed out the window overlooking the driveway of the hotel. Every minute, new guests were arriving to attend the wedding of the year, as his mother had called it.

	Dressed in a neat, three-piece suit in dark gray and a lighter gray button-down shirt, Winston looked every bit the strong head of the family he’d always been. Anthony would bet that his expensive cuff links bore his initials.

	Anthony was so sick and tired of them both. Father and son looked as though they had no sorrows in the world, which they hadn’t. Men with a glass of brandy in one hand, a cigar in the other, and money to buy replenishment, didn’t know the meaning of the word sorrow. God, Anthony wanted to puke.

	“Go and find your mother, Anthony. She’s going to need help with greeting the guests. No word to her about this inconvenience with the tailor.” His father waved his hand, dismissing him like a fucking butler.

	Anthony merely grunted. If they saw his grunt as an agreement to keep quiet about Greg’s indiscretion, that was fine by him. His twin shot him a seething, warning look he planned to ignore. Turning on his heels, he left the room and headed straight to Trisha’s.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Holy fucking hell. Twins. Aiden had always thought mix-ups with twins only happened in movies, not in real life.

	It wasn’t really Aiden’s problem, but Trisha deserved a husband who didn’t cheat on her. He hoped Anthony was a better man than his brother and warned her. A romantic at heart, Aiden believed in love. In his world, people didn’t marry unworthy sleaze balls like Gregory. But who cared for his opinion? He was only the tailor, the dress guy. On top of that, he’d smooched Trisha’s fiancé on some occasions.

	Ugh. Aiden was glad he’d cut his losses before the engaged, lying Greg trapped him in an unhealthy relationship. He fought hard not to puke when his mind conjured what he’d done with—no! Don’t go there. Concentrate! He had no desire to barf all over this ridiculously expensive carpet. What if the hotel charged him for criminal mischief? He didn’t need a lawsuit induced by an unsettled stomach. His finances were bad enough.

	Hurrying along the hallway, he dodged the caterers and tried not to run into other people. He raced down the two flights of stairs, through the lobby, and out of the hotel.

	Aiden had never felt so happy to climb into his crap-mobile. Suddenly he appreciated the shabby interior, the worn seats, and broken air conditioning. Cheap and old, the car was honest. Aiden needed honest after the farce he’d just witnessed. He cursed while banging his forehead lightly against the steering wheel.

	Everything had seemed fine when he’d started his day. Now, after his run-in with Greg, he felt dirty. It didn’t help that the hot day had turned the inside of his car into the bowels of hell. Aiden craved a shower in the worst possible way.

	Hmm... water cascading down his body. The lightly perfumed lavender soap gliding over his skin, soothing his frazzled nerves. Uninvited, Anthony Townsend’s face popped up in his mind.

	Aiden cursed again, started the car, and raced from the parking lot, tires squealing. His reaction to Anthony might make sense but was wholly inappropriate. He needed to pull himself together. Mind you, he knew he’d never see Anthony again.

	In an attempt to act all cool and controlled, Aiden placed huge, round sunglasses on his nose. He drove as fast as the speed limit and the traffic allowed. He tugged at his clinging shirt. Damn the humid June weather in Salisbury.

	His car made a mysterious noise Aiden tried to ignore. Fortunately, his gran owned the small building that housed both their apartments and Aiden’s business. His apartment wasn’t big, but it was his and affordable. A new car, on the other hand, wasn’t affordable at all.

	When the dashboard rattled, Aiden gave it a practiced punch and cursed for the umpteenth time. In his mind, he already stood under the calming spray of his shower. He’d probably jerk off while conjuring up the picture of a naked Anthony. He sighed and shrugged. It wasn’t as if anybody would find out.

	What a shitty day. With any lucky, the rest of his year would be rainbows and unicorns as compensation.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Sitting on his sofa in front of the cold fireplace, Anthony nursed a glass of whiskey. He fished his phone out of his pocket, punched in a short text, and tossed it on the low, wooden coffee table. Propping his feet on the table, he rubbed his aching neck and let his head fall back on the cushion.

	The leather, old and wonderfully worn, felt wickedly comfortable. His phone warbled on the table, signaling an incoming message. Anthony bent forward, grabbed it, and opened the message. He snorted at Mason’s reply and touched the little green icon to call him. He didn’t have to wait long. The line connected after the first ring.

	“Hey, my man! What’s up? How are the bride and groom?” Mason’s voice was cheery and loud over the background noises. He was obviously spending the evening at a bar or a club, like he did most Fridays.

	“The bride is available again. The groom is searching for a cheap hit man, now that the bride-to-be’s money is no longer in the cards,” Anthony replied in a flat voice.

	Mason was silent for a few seconds. “Hit man? Who does he want dead?”

	“Me. I wrecked the wedding.” Laying his hand over his eyes, he sighed deeply.

	“Oh, damn. Please tell me you didn’t bang one of the groomsmen.”

	“Mason! What the hell?” Although Mason couldn’t see it, Anthony glowered.

	“Yeah, well. I know for sure you wouldn’t bang the groom. That would be just weird and wrong. Banjo-music-in-the-backwoods wrong.” Mason chuckled.

	Anthony heard ice cubes clink in Mason’s glass. Groaning quietly, he debated whether it was a good idea to talk to Mason while his friend was out drinking. He wasn’t that modest even in a sober state of mind. “I didn’t bang anyone. Greg did. The guy who tailored Trisha’s dress.”

	Mason whistled. “I’m impressed. That’s a new low, isn’t it? Where did he do him? In his room? The bride’s room? No, not his style. Under the gift table?” His friend was enjoying this way too much.

	“Neither. It was some days ago, maybe even weeks. I dunno. Poor little tailor guy had no idea Greg was the fucking groom.” Anthony closed his eyes, imagining Aiden’s hurt expression, as well as his cuteness. “He’s kinda hot.” He winced, praying Mason hadn’t heard him.

	No such luck. “Who?” A slurping sound came through the phone. Anthony was glad it was a drink getting sucked, and not his friend’s dick. It wouldn’t be the first time he had to listen to Mason getting it on.

	“The tailor, Mase. He’s cute. He has these incredible curls that make him look like a fucking angel. And the most stunning silver...”

	“Wait wait wait! Are you perving on your brother’s boyfriend?” Mason tsked with false indignation, then slurped again.

	“No! Damn, Aiden isn’t his boyfriend. They dated, okay? I...” He pushed his hand into his hair and tugged at the strands in frustration. “I still shouldn’t drool over Greg’s latest hookup.” The idea of Greg fucking Aiden made him queasy. The cutie deserved better than his sorry excuse for a brother.

	“So, I recap. You blow the wedding, because you think the tailor blew your brother, but you’re not sure if there was a real blowjob involved. And now... you want to chase the guy and blow him yourself? Or what?”

	Blinking and trying to catch up, Anthony took one more swig of his drink. “Are you high? I have no idea what you’re talking about. I’m getting the mother of all headaches, and you’re so not helping. But no, I don’t want to blow the guy.”

	“Poor baby. Fine. But are you sure you’re not interested in the tailor? You said he was hot. And something about angel curls?”

	Darn Mason and his insight. “Yeah, okay. I said that. But he’s a bit too young for me. He has to be in his early twenties.”

	“So what? You’re not ancient. What’s wrong with dating a younger guy? Given that this Aiden fellow put up with your brother, he sounds like a guy who might be interested in a little uncomplicated fun. Go get him, tiger. It’s been way too long since you last got laid.”

	Anthony snorted. He couldn’t argue that point. That didn’t mean he’d chase after Aiden. “You’re a nut.”

	“But you love me.” His friend sounded smug.

	“I do, Mase, I do.” They’d been best friends since they’d met in college.

	“Tony, when was the last time you went out to have fun? Hey! I have a great idea. You can join me at the club. I’ll help you to find a hookup. Maybe we’ll score someone who wants a threesome.” Mason’s excitement vibrated through the phone.

	Anthony could just imagine him bouncing on the balls of his feet. Mason had been slutty in college, still was, for that matter, and he loved it. No guy could hold his attention for long. Although Anthony had played the field, like most gay men, he wanted a different life now, not another body in his bed every weekend.

	“Thanks for the offer, but just no.”

	His friend sighed deeply. “Yeah, yeah. I know. You want a relationship. That doesn’t mean you can’t indulge in a little fun now and then.”

	“I know you won’t believe me, but I have enough fun.” Anthony sighed as well. He dated often. Most of those dates ended with sex, and he always hoped it would become more. Maybe it was time for a different strategy. One that included more talking and getting to know each other, and less fucking. He had to at least consider the possibility. Anthony sure as hell wouldn’t find what he was looking for in clubs or back alleys.

	Maybe Aiden would be interested in going out with him...

	Anthony groaned. The whole day his thoughts had returned to those silvery eyes and the slightly upturned little nose rained with freckles. Did Aiden hide more of them under his stylish clothes? Anthony jumped in his seat when Mason interrupted his daydream.

	“Why are you groaning? And don’t tell me you’re playing with yourself. We’re having a serious conversation about your sex life! I mean, I could dance, and drink, and find a sexy guy to suck me off right now. But no, I’m trying to help my best friend.”

	“Cease your bitching. I’m not playing with myself. I just had to think about Aiden. He looked so hurt and devastated when he found out about Greg.”

	“I see! So you’re not as unaffected by the tailor boy as you want me to think.” Mason laughed his I-told-you-so laugh.

	“I never said he didn’t affect me. He’s handsome and sexy. Apart from that, I know nothing about him. He could be as shallow as a puddle. Or a party animal like you.” And he’d been with Greg. Anthony couldn’t—wouldn’t—go there.

	“So what? Call him, for God’s sake. Meet him and find out if he’s shallow. He could be the love of your life. Or just a good fuck,” Mason said in that practical way of his.

	“No.” Anthony knew he was stubborn. He’d not call Aiden. He wouldn’t fuck him either. Just because he was a tiny bit infatuated and he’d felt a little spark...

	“Stubborn ass,” his friend muttered.

	 

	Roughly a week later, on a sunny Saturday, Anthony’s stubborn ass paced in front of Aiden’s shop. He’d found the address online during a dull lunch break. Was it silly that he was nervous to enter the shop? This was merely a friendly visit to make sure the tailor was all right—no matter what Mason wanted to read into it.

	Anthony should get it over with and then keep his distance. He knew the men his brother preferred, and he had no wish to intensify his contact with any of them. Considering Greg’s character, and that Aiden had managed to keep him interested for several dates, the cute tailor must be one hell of a lay.

	“Damn. This is stupid,” Anthony muttered under his breath. Deep down he knew the real reason for his wish—and his reluctance, at the same time—to see Aiden again. However, nobody had ever accused him of easily accepting the obvious. Anthony shoved the niggling feeling to the back of his mind.

	The sign in the door read open. The cheery jingle of a bell greeted Anthony when he stepped into the shop, blinking rapidly for a moment to adjust his eyes.

	If he didn’t know any better, he’d say a rainbow had burst inside the room.

	The shop was stuffed to the brim with shelves full of bolts of different fabrics and colors, neatly rolled and stacked. Several tailors’ dummies in various states of dress stood to one side. Boxes full of stuff Anthony couldn’t even begin to identify rested in shelves or littered the floor. Coils of measuring tape peeked out of different locations. On a low table, he noticed a bunch of buttons of different shapes and materials, waiting for the moment Aiden would select them.

	The whole setup was overwhelming and chaotic. He briefly wondered how anybody managed to work among this mess. Anthony felt at home almost instantly, which left him confused. He was usually rather compulsive when it came to order.

	A bodiless voice calling from somewhere in the back of the shop pulled him out of his musings. “I’m coming! Just a second, please.”

	Anthony recognized the melodious timbre immediately.

	A second later, a heavy velvet curtain moved to the side and Aiden emerged.

	Anthony smiled. The guy looked like a crazy designer if he ever saw one. When he’d met him last week, Anthony had been way too preoccupied with trying not to kill his brother and calming a crying Trisha to muse about Aiden’s looks. Now that there was no murder happening in his immediate future, he could assess Aiden.

	The tailor wore tight, gray pants and a purple button-down shirt with rolled up sleeves
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