
	The right thing to do isn’t always the one we convince ourselves of.

	 

	 

	Aiden has done his best to stay away from Lewis since that day fifteen years before when he foolishly kissed him. Lewis is Aiden’s brother’s best friend, almost another brother, so it hasn’t been easy for Aiden, but it’s for the best. Aiden’s secret half-demon status isn’t something Lewis can accept, and Aiden never wants to see disgust or fear in his eyes.

	Lewis never understood why Aiden kissed him and ran away when they were teenagers, but he accepted they would never be more than acquaintances years before. That’s why he’s surprised when he opens his door one night and finds Aiden on the other side of it. Something has happened to him, and he ends up spending the night at Lewis’ place, disappearing before Lewis wakes up the next morning.

	Circumstances keep throwing Aiden and Lewis together, though. Someone is stalking Lewis, and his life is in danger. Can Aiden risk sharing who he really is and keep Lewis safe at the same time? And if he does tell Lewis what he’s hiding, will their new relationship fall apart when they most need it?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	When Aiden woke up, he wasn’t sure where he was and what the fuck had happened to him. His head hurt, his chest hurt even more, and his back was pressed against a cold, smooth surface that was hard enough to make him want to get away from it.

	He groaned and opened his eyes. He’d half expected to be in his bed, maybe hungover—even though his bed was anything but cold and hard—but he knew there was more there, something he couldn’t quite remember.

	“Aiden?” Chase asked from Aiden’s side.

	“The fuck happened?” Aiden asked as he tried to sit up. The pain in his chest flared, and he hissed, reaching for it only to find his torso bandaged. Chase attempted to push him back down, but there was no way Aiden was lying on the metal table again. Chase seemed to realize that, because he gave up trying to get Aiden to do it and helped him sit up instead, stabilizing him with both hands.

	“The harvester took you,” Chase said, and Aiden could see the fear lingering in his eyes.

	Aiden frowned and tried to remember. He knew the harvester, had heard about the guy enough from Chase, but what did it have to do with him?

	Edwin.

	Aiden didn’t remember everything that had happened, but he remembered a guy he didn’t know attacking him, then Edwin, Chase’s friend and mentor. He’d been the one who’d taken Aiden’s shirt off, who’d tied him to the metal table. Aiden had tried to fight back, but he’d been groggy, as if he’d been drugged, even though he couldn’t remember that happening.

	He didn’t want to have to tell Chase about Edwin, not when Edwin was so important to him, but he couldn’t risk Chase going back to him. “It was Edwin. Chase—”

	Chase nodded, his eyes dull and his chin slightly trembling. “I know. He’s dead.”

	Aiden rubbed his forehead, relief warring with the pain and wariness he felt. “Tell me what happened.” He needed to know. He needed to be sure Edwin was really dead, that he wasn’t going to come after Chase, or after him again.

	“Let’s get you to the hospital first.”

	Aiden almost smiled. Of course that was what Chase would think of first. He had no intention of going anywhere, though, especially not Hell’s Gate. The hospital was aptly named, and Aiden never went there. Having a doctor for a brother came in handy.

	He looked down at his chest, half-expecting to see blood seeping through the bandages, but he should have known better. The only thing he saw was white gauze and bandages covering most of his chest. Chase had done a good job. “You already checked my wound?”

	“Yes.”

	“And?” If Chase wasn’t insisting on him going to the hospital, then he wasn’t in danger of dying.

	Thank fuck.

	“From what I saw, you have a deep cut on your chest and a more superficial one on your arm.”

	“Stitches?”

	“Already took care of them. The cut on the arm didn’t need them.”

	Of course he had. Aiden relaxed. He’d be okay. Chase had taken care of him. “Take me home, Chase.” He wanted his bed. He wanted to sleep in a place where he knew he wouldn’t wake up on a metal table with pain burning his flesh and drugs running through his veins. He still felt sluggish, and he wanted to sleep it off.

	“You really should—”

	Aiden shook his head, and it felt like his brain was rattling in his skull. Whatever that other guy had done before taking him to Edwin, whatever drug he’d been given, it still hadn’t faded. “If there’s one thing you know how to do, it’s your job. I trust you. You should trust yourself.”

	“I do, but the wound could get infected, or—”

	“Take me home. Please.”

	Chase finally gave in. He nodded and helped Aiden push his legs off the metal table. Aiden was glad for the support, because they felt like jelly, and he was pretty sure he would have ended up flat on his face if he’d been left alone. Chase wrapped his arm around Aiden’s waist and held him up, moving slowly, steering him toward what Aiden hoped was the exit.

	There were people walking around, talking and examining stuff, but Aiden ignored them. It was taking all he had to not break down and let his knees buckle under him, to keep the tears in and not allow them to roll freely down his cheeks.

	It was easier to focus on the place they were in. It looked like a huge warehouse, and it was clearly abandoned. Colorful graffiti covered almost every inch of the walls, and the glass and rubbish on the floor crunched under Aiden and Chase’s feet as they moved.

	They shuffled along, especially once they stepped outside and the cold wrapped around Aiden. He almost asked for a blanket, something to cover himself, but the cold helped him not think of the pain and the fear that still tinged his mind.

	Someone else was there, and Aiden realized it was the human cop Chase had befriended. Why he was there to rescue Aiden, who was a demon, was beyond Aiden, but he cared about very little right then. His world had shrunk to pain and fear and the need to sleep, and he was glad when Chase helped him into his car and closed the door after making sure his seatbelt was on and positioned in a way that didn’t hurt him too much.

	He closed his eyes and leaned his head back against the headrest. The pain wasn’t really a fire anymore, more like a dull throbbing, and he couldn’t help but wonder what the wound looked like. Chase had said it was a cut, but it had to be damn deep for Aiden to feel it like he did.

	He didn’t open his eyes when Chase finally climbed into the car and drove off. He let the silence lull him, but he didn’t fall asleep. He wanted to, desperately so, but he couldn’t. So he opened his eyes and stared out the window, watching the lights pass as they drove by.

	“I’m sorry,” Chase suddenly blurted out.

	Aiden blinked, wondering what his brother was talking about. He rolled his head to look at Chase. Chase’s hands were tight around the steering wheel, and he was staring forward, but Aiden could read him better than anyone, and he knew he was tense. “What for?”

	“It was my fault. I mean, I know it was Edwin who kidnapped and hurt you, but he wouldn’t have done it if he hadn’t wanted to hurt me. I shouldn’t have stuck my nose in that case.”

	Aiden wasn’t surprised Chase was blaming himself for what had happened, both to him and those demons. It was something he’d done since they were children, no matter how many times Aiden told him he shouldn’t.

	That didn’t mean Aiden wouldn’t try to convince him of that again. Chase had done a good thing going after the harvester, after Edwin. “And where would we be if you hadn’t? Demons would have continued to be killed, and sooner or later, someone we know and care about would have been taken. You did the right thing, Chase.” Aiden gestured at the bandages covering him. “This is nothing, not when it means the harvester was stopped.”

	He truly believed that. He hated what had happened to him, hated the pain, the fear, but knowing no one else would die helped. It probably wouldn’t help much or for very long, but it was better than nothing.

	Chase didn’t look convinced, even though he nodded, so Aiden pressed on. “I know you’re going to blame yourself. You wouldn’t be you if you didn’t. But I’m fine. A bit banged up, but fine. You’ll take care of me for a few days, and I’ll be as good as new. I trust you, Chase. I trust you.”

	There was no one Aiden trusted more than Chase. It had always been that way, and it always would be. He hadn’t even trusted his exes like he trusted his brother, although that might have been more because none of them had lasted more than a few months.

	Chase finally relaxed, Aiden’s words seemingly hitting their target. “I’ll take care of you.”

	“I know you will.” Not that Aiden needed Chase to do so, but it would give his brother something else to think about, to focus on, instead of how guilty he felt.

	“I’m sorry—”

	“Stop it, Chase. I don’t need you to be sorry.”

	Chase pressed his lips together and nodded.

	Aiden knew he still felt like it was his fault, but he didn’t think anything he could do or say would change that, so he relaxed against the seat again and closed his eyes.

	He didn’t know how much time had passed when the car finally stopped. He kept his eyes closed as he listened to Chase leave the car, then after a while, the door on his side opened. When he looked at his brother, he saw Chase was holding a blanket. He offered it to Aiden and Aiden took it, happy to have something to protect him from the cold November air.

	He still shivered when Chase helped him out of the car, but Chase had opened both the building door and the door to his apartment, so it didn’t take them long to get there and for Aiden to be able to collapse on the couch.

	He was exhausted.

	He’d wanted to go back home, to his home, but he should have known better. Chase wasn’t going to let him out of his sight, not that night, maybe not for a few days. He didn’t mind. He wouldn’t be alone, and hopefully that would help him to get over everything.

	He let Chase take care of him, recheck his wounds, and give him a painkiller, then finally, he let himself sleep.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	The insistent knocking woke Aiden up. He was stretched on Chase’s couch, a blanket covering his bare chest. Well, bare except for the bandages that made him feel like a mummy. He blinked, realizing it was already morning. He didn’t know what time it was, but he was surprisingly pain free, or at least as painless as he could be, considering what had happened to him the night before. He suspected Chase had gotten up sometime during the night and had given him more painkillers, but he couldn’t remember it.

	He wished he couldn’t remember the night before, too, but no. That he remembered in excruciating detail, unfortunately.

	The knocking came again, and Aiden scowled at the door. Who the fuck thought disturbing them was a good idea?

	He started to get up, pushing the blanket off his legs and sliding his feet to the floor, but Chase beat him to the door, shuffling in from his bedroom, looking like he’d just woken up. His hair was mussed, and he rubbed his eyes before finally opening the door, revealing Thailor.

	Chase blinked and rubbed his eyes again, and Aiden had to bite on his lower lip so he wouldn’t laugh. Something told him laughing would hurt, no matter how many painkillers Chase had gotten into him.

	“Thailor? What are you doing here?”

	Thailor looked as far removed as possible from the dangerous demon killer Aiden knew him to be. He looked at the floor and shuffled his feet, then looked at Chase again as if he expected him to kick him in the nuts or something. “I wanted to see you. To make sure you were okay.”

	“Oh.”

	Aiden snickered, covering his mouth with his hand before either Chase or Thailor could hear him. Chase had briefly explained to him what had happened the night before as he’d re-checked the wounds, so Aiden knew Thailor had been the one who’d ended up killing Edwin. Aiden wanted to shake his hand, and he would as soon as he and his brother solved whatever the fuck was going on between them. They looked like they were going to stand there for a while, though, so Aiden decided to take matters into his own hands, at least for now.

	Chase could do the rest.

	“Good Lord, let the man in. He looks like he hasn’t slept at all,” Aiden called out.

	Chase looked back and finally let Thailor in. Aiden didn’t get up, but he nodded at Thailor. “Thailor. I heard you saved the day... or the night. Whatever.”

	Thailor looked more than a bit uncomfortable, and it was so far from his usual behavior it was funny. “I guess.”

	Aiden snorted. “You shouldn’t be scared of Chase. He’s a softie. He’ll forgive you.” Not that there was anything to forgive in his opinion, but he understood why Thailor thought there would be. He’d killed Chase’s mentor, a man Chase had been close to for years, one of his closest friends. No matter what Edwin had done—or maybe especially after what he’d done—his death couldn’t be easy to deal with for Chase.

	“Aiden,” Chase said in a tone Aiden remembered well from their youth. He was warning him, and if Aiden didn’t stop, he’d be in trouble.

	He still couldn’t help himself. “What? It’s true. I know you loved Edwin, but he was an asshole. I mean, I never liked him, but I never thought he’d be that much of a bastard. Thailor did what he had to do.” And nothing would change Aiden’s mind on that. Nothing.

	He’d respected Edwin because of how good he’d been at his job, of the way he’d helped Chase become the damn good doctor he was now, but that was where that respect ended. Edwin had always looked down on Aiden as if he knew what Aiden was. He obviously had, considering what he’d been about to do, but Aiden wasn’t sure when he’d found out or how, and he didn’t care. Edwin had always been cold, and he’d thought he was better than everyone else, except maybe Chase, although that hadn’t lasted long once Chase had started working at Hell’s Gate. He’d been a great doctor, but a spiteful human.

	Chase’s shoulders relaxed, and Aiden knew he’d already forgiven Thailor—if he’d even been angry at him in the first place. “I know.”

	Aiden hauled himself off the couch, pain radiating from the middle of his chest as he moved. He was going to need more of those painkillers before he went home. “I’m going to go wash up. I’ll take my time, since I can’t move that well, but don’t start having sex until I leave the apartment, okay? I don’t think I could take it if I saw my big brother getting it on with one of my friends.” Just the thought made him shiver. Ugh.

	“Aiden!” Chase cried out.

	Aiden ignored him. Chase and Thailor needed some time to hash things out, and he needed to clean up. He had no doubt Chase had made sure the wound was squeaky clean, but he needed to scrub down the rest of his body.

	He closed the bathroom door and leaned against it, breathing in and out until the pain was manageable. Apparently, the painkillers had stopped working as soon as he’d started moving, which didn’t bode well for the near future. He wanted to check the wound, see how bad it was, but Chase would kick his ass if he found out he’d messed with the bandages. He was probably going to insist on checking everything before Aiden left anyway.

	Aiden really wanted a shower, but he didn’t want to get the bandages wet, and he really didn’t want to bother Chase and Thailor. He used a washcloth to wipe himself off, feeling refreshed if not completely clean. He took his time, just like he’d promised, and he was happy he had when he walked back into the living room and found Chase and Thailor wrapped around each other, softly talking.

	They both looked at him, and Chase pushed away from Thailor to rush to his side. “Are you all right? You look pale.”

	Aiden waved his brother away. “I’m okay. Just more tired than cleaning up should have made me.”

	“That’s because you’re healing. Come on, sit down.”

	Aiden wanted to protest. He wanted to go home and sit on his own couch, wash up in his shower and sleep in his bed, but Chase wasn’t going to let him go that easily. He flopped onto the couch and winced at the pain, but he managed not to cry out.

	Chase wasn’t fooled. He tsked and disappeared into the bathroom, no doubt to grab his medical supplies. Thailor sat beside Aiden and peered at the bandages. “How bad is it?”

	Aiden shrugged, and fuck, even that hurt. “I haven’t had the time to ask Chase yet, but he said it’s just a cut. He stitched it, so it can’t be that bad.” If it had been, Chase wouldn’t have let Aiden come home with him. No, he would have driven Aiden’s protesting ass to the hospital.

	“I thought we were gonna lose you there for a while. Edwin...”

	“Was a bastard.”

	“Yeah. Chase was surprised to find out it was him, though.”

	“I wasn’t. Not that I suspected he was the harvester, but I knew him. He was an unfeeling bastard, so yeah. I’m not surprised he was the one who took me. Or that he apparently tried to cut my heart out of my chest, of course. I always knew he didn’t like me.”

	Thailor chuckled. “That’s one way to put it.”

	“I guess. I can’t say I’m going to cry for him, though, or that I’ll ever think about him again.”

	Thailor looked thoughtful when he answered, as if he knew something Aiden didn’t. “I hope so, Aiden.”

	Luckily for Aiden, Chase bustled in before he had to think how to answer that. He dumped the box he kept his medical supplies in onto the coffee table and gestured at Thailor to move further away.

	Aiden sighed. He hoped he’d be able to leave after this, but from Chase’s expression, he had a fat chance.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Aiden looked at the building in front of him. The converted warehouse had been his home for years, yet he couldn’t bring himself to step inside, not that day, not after what had happened to him.

	He’d had the hardest time getting out of Chase’s claws. After Chase had checked his wound—it really was just a long cut, although it was pretty deep—he’d insisted Aiden had to stay and eat something. Since it had been closer to lunch than to breakfast, Aiden had agreed, and somehow, Chase had managed to keep him there until late afternoon. Thailor hadn’t said anything, but Aiden couldn’t help but think that he probably wanted some alone time with Chase, and he didn’t blame him. They hadn’t been together that long, and they’d just managed to pass over a big hurdle in their relationship. They probably needed to cuddle or something. Not that Aiden would know—he barely remembered the last time he’d had a relationship, anything that had lasted more than a few hours if even that.

	So when Chase had tried to make him stay for dinner and for the night, he’d said no. He’d told his brother he needed to go home, to check on the club and see how bad the situation was there. And he’d planned to do just that, only now he couldn’t bring himself to go in. Nothing bad had happened to him inside, or nothing too bad anyway, but he couldn’t step forward, couldn’t open the door Cumar had made sure was locked. He couldn’t go back home, no matter how much he wanted to.

	What had happened to him, what had been done to him, clung to him like a second skin he hated. He wanted to shed it, but he didn’t think he could, not yet. Not so soon after he’d been attacked.

	Where else could he go, though? Chase’s place was out, since he was probably having sex with Thailor—and that wasn’t something Aiden needed or wanted to think about. He had no idea where Cumar lived, and apart from him and Thailor, he didn’t really have friends. There was his barman, Caelan, but while they were friendly, they weren’t close enough that Aiden felt comfortable calling him about spending the night over at his place.

	There was someone else, though. Well, kind of. There had been someone else, but Aiden and Lewis hadn’t been close in years, not since the day they’d kissed and Aiden had run away and started ignoring him. They met every so often, of course. That had been inevitable, what with Lewis being Chase’s best friend and being basically family. Aiden had been floored when he’d found Lewis in the club on Halloween, though. They hadn’t talked, and Aiden didn’t know how Lewis would take finding him on his doorstep late at night.

	But where else was Aiden supposed to go? Who else was he supposed to turn to? He’d always known he’d made the biggest mistake of his life when he’d abandoned Lewis rather than being honest with him, but he’d been young and stupid. Of course, that excuse had worked only for a while. Aiden could have gone to Lewis plenty of times since then, but he hadn’t. He’d thought Lewis would be better off without him. He still did.

	He was going to go find him anyway.

	He didn’t know if Lewis would open the door, if he’d let him in, but he didn’t have anywhere else to go. He couldn’t go home, couldn’t go to Chase, and he certainly couldn’t go to his mother, not without her hovering over him and worrying, and most of all, asking questions. He could check in to a hotel, but that would be almost worse than having to go home. He needed to be with someone, someone who cared, even if only a little bit.

	Lewis it was, then.

	Aiden’s car was parked in the club’s parking lot. Cumar had picked up the key when he’d locked up the club the night before, and Aiden had never been so glad he had friends. He hadn’t really expected to become close to Thailor and Cumar, and for a long time, he hadn’t. They’d just been what he could have been—warriors, people taking care of the demons no one else could take care of. But since Thailor was probably rocking Chase’s world right now, Aiden knew he was going to see a lot of both him and Cumar in the future.

	He got into his car and drove toward Lewis’ place. He’d never been there, not in Lewis’ apartment anyway, but he’d driven and picked up Chase enough times to know where to go and where to park. The drive didn’t take long, even though he encountered a bit of traffic. He hadn’t even realized it was Saturday night. People would start arriving at the club soon, and they’d find it closed. He hadn’t thought to leave a note on the door or anything, so as soon as he parked, he grabbed his cell phone and dialed Caelan’s number.

	“Hey, boss,” Caelan’s cheery voice answered.

	“Hi. I just wanted to tell you I won’t be in tonight, so I was wondering if you could leave a note or something to tell the customers the club will be closed today and probably tomorrow. I hate to ask you to go all the way to the club, and I really should have thought about it while I was there earlier, but—”

	“Uh, why would you want to do that? I’m already here, boss. I’ve been cleaning up, but I was going to open in a few hours. Oh, I didn’t go into your office. I know you don’t like that.”

	Aiden relaxed in his seat. He would have known that if he’d gone in, but he’d been too chicken to do that. “You don’t have to. I know it’s hard to man the bar on your own. You should just put up a note.”

	“I won’t be on my own. Cumar called and said he’d be there to help, and the weekend help will get here soon. I don’t know about Thailor, though, but even if he doesn’t come, we’re set. Yo’ash is taking care of the door like always, and he said not to worry about the other bouncers.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“Yep. I know I’ve never been here on my own, but I watched you, boss. I know what to do, and I’m pretty sure I can do it on my own. I mean, I’ve been working for you for what? A year?”

	“I guess. I just want you to be sure.”

	“I am. I swear I’ll call you if anything happens.”

	“Okay.” Aiden trusted Caelan. He was right—they’d worked together long enough that he knew Caelan was capable of doing what he said he could do. It was just hard for Aiden to let go. Underworld was his club, his baby. He’d built it on his own, and he didn’t like the thought of not being there to supervise.

	Not that he had any other choice.

	“Good. You’re still at Chase’s?”

	Might as well say yes so Caelan wouldn’t worry. “Yes. I’ll be back tomorrow.”

	“There’s no rush. You take your time to heal, and I promise the club will still be standing when you’re ready to come back.”

	A rush of something warm filled Aiden’s chest, and he had to look down to make sure he wasn’t bleeding out or something. He wasn’t. What he felt was just relief that someone cared, that someone else other than Chase was there for him. “Thanks. I owe you one.”

	“Nah. It’s my job.”

	They hung up, and Aiden looked up at the building in front of him. Some of the windows were dark, but when he found Lewis’, a soft light emanated from them. He’d made Chase point them out one afternoon, and while he wasn’t proud of it, he was grateful. He didn’t know what he would have done if Lewis hadn’t been home. Of course, that didn’t mean he wasn’t alone, but Aiden couldn’t call Chase to ask him if Lewis had a boyfriend. Apart from the fact that Lewis might not have told Chase, asking would generate too many questions, questions Aiden didn’t want to answer.

	So the only way to find out was to go knock on Lewis’ door.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Lewis frowned when someone knocked on his door. The only person who would come over so late was Chase, but he had a key, so he wouldn’t need to knock. Of course, he might be knocking in case Lewis wasn’t alone, even though Lewis would have texted him if he’d been with someone, just in case the guy was a serial killer or something. Not that Lewis had ever actually had sex with a serial killer, but there had been some weird guys, like the one Lewis had found sucking on his toes when he’d woken up during the night. Chase had found it funny, but Lewis hadn’t. He’d kicked the guy out and had asked Chase to spend the rest of the night with him instead.

	He got up from the couch and strode to the door, his lips already curled in a smile. “I know, I know, it’s sad that I’m home alone already wearing my pajamas on a Saturday night, but I spent most of the day cleaning, and I’m exhausted,” he said as he opened the door.

	It wasn’t Chase.

	No, it was someone Lewis had never thought he’d find on his doorstep. “Aiden?”

	Aiden stood there, tall and blond and gorgeous, and what the fuck was he doing there? “Hi.”

	“Hi? Really?”

	Aiden peered into the apartment. “Can I come in?”

	Lewis crossed his arms over his chest. “Why should I let you in?”

	“Why not?”

	Lewis wasn’t trying to be difficult—okay, maybe he was, a bit, but who could have blamed him? He and Aiden weren’t friends, but they weren’t strangers, either. They saw each other every few months or so, usually when there was a birthday or when Chase insisted they spend time together. He was still match-making, or attempting to anyway, even though there was no chance Lewis and Aiden would end up together. Aiden certainly never came to see Lewis on his own out of the blue. “Because we’re not friends and there’s nothing for you here.”

	“I just want to talk.”

	Lewis snorted. “Right. Now you want to talk. You’re about fifteen years late, but hey, if you want to talk, I guess I should give in and let you, right?”

	Lewis knew the anger was ridiculous. Aiden had kissed him and run fifteen years earlier, and Lewis should have forgiven him. It had been stupid, something a kid had done, and Lewis wasn’t a kid anymore, far from it. Yet the resentment was still there, even though the pain of rejection had faded.

	“Please, Lewis.”

	God, those puppy eyes. “Come back tomorrow. I have guests.”

	Aiden’s gaze lazily ran over Lewis’ body, and Lewis shivered. He knew when he was being appraised in a let’s-check-how-hot-he-is kind of way, and that was what was happening. He knew what Aiden saw—the crazy curls he hadn’t bothered to style after his shower, the too-large pajama bottoms, the old T-shirt with holes in it, and the bare feet. Lewis was pretty sure he was blushing when Aiden’s gaze finally rose back to his face.

	“You said you were alone,” Aiden drawled.

	“What?”

	“When you answered the door. You said you were alone and already wearing your pajamas. And you are, so I’m going to assume the rest of that sentence is true as well.”

	“I don’t like you.”

	Aiden’s smirk flattened. “I know.”

	But if he did, why was he there? “Did something happen to Chase? Is that why you’re here? Because he was hurt?” Lewis couldn’t even think of another, worse option.

	Aiden shook his head. “No, no. He’s fine. He’s at home with Thailor. And before you ask, Mom is okay, too.”

	Lewis relaxed. He didn’t have anyone else in his life. Chase was his only family, him and Sylvie, and he didn’t know what he’d do if he lost either of them. “Okay. Good. Why are you here, then?”

	“Can I come in? Please?”

	There were no good reasons for Lewis to say no, so he stepped aside. He wasn’t happy about having Aiden there, if anything because it was something he’d thought about often, no matter how pathetic it was. Yeah, after fifteen years, he still wasn’t over Aiden. Not that he was pining over him or anything, but there was something about Aiden that made him difficult to forget, no matter how hard Lewis tried. He’d burrowed himself into Lewis’ heart, and he’d never left.

	Aiden hovered by the door as Lewis closed it, and Lewis sighed. “Go on. Sit down.”

	Lewis flopped onto the couch—he wasn’t about to offer drinks, not until he knew what Aiden was doing there. He didn’t want Aiden to feel welcome or get weird ideas. He lowered the volume of the TV but didn’t turn it off.

	Then he waited.

	He’d expected Aiden to finally talk, but he didn’t. Instead, he seemed happy to just settle on the couch after taking his jacket off and watch the series Lewis had been watching. Lewis didn’t blame him—the firefighters on the screen were freaking hot, even though they were all straight. Lewis clearly had picked the wrong career, because accountants weren’t anywhere close to looking like that.

	He waited until the commercials to ask, “Well? Are you going to tell me what you’re doing here? Because the last time I checked we weren’t friends, and I’m pretty sure that hasn’t changed.”

	Aiden sighed. “Do I really have to?”

	“Do you want me to kick you out?”

	“All right, all right. No need to threaten me. I’m here because I couldn’t go home.”

	“Why not?”

	“Something happened to me last night. Something bad. I’m fine, but I didn’t want to be alone. I can’t go to Chase because he’s busy with Thailor right now, Cumar is out there doing something that probably includes a threesome and a can of whipped cream. Caelan and Yo’ash decided to open the club even though I’m not there, so they’re
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