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Reckless Nights

Chapter 1

Smoke & Whiskey
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The bass from the music pulsed through the walls like a second heartbeat.

Inside Nocturne, the city forgot how to behave.

Bodies moved beneath waves of violet light, expensive liquor flowed without limits, and secrets disappeared into dark corners lined with velvet and smoke. Men in tailored suits pressed against tattooed strangers. Laughter mixed with temptation. Desire hung thick in the air like perfume.

And above it all stood Micheal Carter.

From the balcony overlooking the club floor, he leaned against the railing with a glass of whiskey in his hand, watching the chaos he’d built from nothing.

People always looked at him the same way.

Like he was dangerous.

Like getting too close would ruin them.

Most nights, they were right.

“Micheal!”

A bartender waved from below, trying to get his attention over the music. Micheal lifted two fingers lazily in acknowledgment before taking another slow sip of whiskey.

Thirty-two years old.

Owner of the most exclusive nightclub in the city.

Rich enough to disappear whenever he wanted.

Wanted by almost everyone.

And still painfully bored.

A blond guy appeared beside him on the balcony, already smiling like he’d practiced it in a mirror.

“There you are,” the guy purred. “I thought maybe you’d finally gone home.”

Micheal glanced sideways. Pretty face. Tight black shirt. Familiar enough that they’d probably slept together before.

He honestly couldn’t remember.

“Home’s overrated,” Micheal replied.

The blond laughed automatically, like the line deserved it.

Everyone laughed too easily around him.

The guy stepped closer, fingers brushing Micheal’s wrist. “You look tense tonight.”

“I always look tense.”

“Mmm. Maybe you need distracting.”

Micheal looked down at the crowd again instead of answering. Somewhere near the dance floor, a server nearly dropped an entire tray of champagne while dodging a handsy customer. Two influencers posed for photos under neon lights. Someone was already making out against a wall.

Normal Friday night.

The blond leaned closer. “You’re ignoring me.”

“Still here, aren’t you?”

“You’re impossible.”

That, at least, made Micheal smirk faintly.

Impossible was better than honest.

Honest meant admitting he hadn’t slept properly in weeks. Honest meant admitting the whiskey barely worked anymore. Honest meant acknowledging the strange emptiness sitting inside him no matter how loud the music got or how many strangers warmed his bed.

So instead, he flirted.

He drank.

He touched people without ever letting them touch anything real.

Easy.

Safe.

Temporary.

A commotion near the main bar snapped his attention downward.

Micheal straightened immediately.

One of the customers—a broad man in an expensive gray suit—was shouting at one of the dancers. Even from the balcony, Micheal could see the fear on the young dancer’s face as the customer grabbed his wrist too hard.

Two security guards moved in fast.

Too slow.

Micheal sighed under his breath and handed his whiskey to the blond without looking at him.

“Wait here.”

The blond blinked. “Seriously?”

But Micheal was already walking away.

The staircase from the balcony curved directly toward the main floor. People moved aside instinctively when they saw him approaching. That happened a lot too.

Power had a certain gravity.

“What’s the problem?” Micheal asked smoothly as he stepped beside the security guards.

The customer turned sharply. His face was flushed red with alcohol and anger.

“The problem,” the man slurred, “is your employee doesn’t know how to do his damn job.”

The dancer immediately pulled free, backing away.

Micheal’s expression remained calm. “And grabbing him seemed necessary?”

“He works here, doesn’t he?”

Micheal’s jaw tightened slightly.

“No,” he said evenly. “He survives here. There’s a difference.”

A few people nearby went silent.

The drunk customer narrowed his eyes. Recognition flickered suddenly across his face.

“Oh,” he laughed harshly. “You’re Micheal Carter.”

Micheal said nothing.

The man looked him up and down with open disdain. “Figures. This whole place reeks of you.”

One of the guards stepped forward. “Sir, you need to leave.”

But the customer kept staring at Micheal.

“You know what people say about you?” he asked loudly. “Everyone around you ends up wrecked.”

The words landed harder than they should have.

For a split second, Micheal felt something cold twist beneath his ribs.

Because it wasn’t entirely untrue.

Before he could respond, the drunk customer suddenly shoved one of the guards hard enough to start a scene.

The crowd reacted instantly—gasps, movement, phones lifting to record.

And then another voice cut through the tension.

“Enough.”

Calm.

Deep.

Controlled.

A man stepped forward from the edge of the crowd.

Tall. Broad shoulders. Black security shirt stretched tightly across a powerful frame. Dark hair slightly messy, sharp jaw shadowed with stubble.

But it was his eyes Micheal noticed first.

Cold. Focused. Completely unimpressed.

The stranger moved with terrifying calm toward the drunk customer.

“Let go of him,” he said.

The customer scoffed. “Who the hell are you?”

“Your last chance to walk out.”

Something in the man’s voice changed the atmosphere instantly.

Even drunk, the customer hesitated.

Micheal watched carefully.

The stranger didn’t posture. Didn’t yell. Didn’t try proving anything.

He simply stood there radiating absolute certainty.

When the customer swung suddenly, everything happened fast.

The stranger caught the man’s wrist effortlessly, twisted just enough to force him off balance, then shoved him backward without excessive force. Controlled violence. Efficient.

Professional.

The crowd erupted into noise.

Security immediately grabbed the drunk customer and dragged him toward the exit while he shouted curses behind him.

Silence settled strangely around Micheal afterward.

Because the stranger still hadn’t looked at him.

Interesting.

Micheal stepped closer slowly. “You’re new.”

Finally, those dark eyes shifted toward him.

Steady.

Unreadable.

“Bruno,” the man said.

No smile.

No nervousness.

No flirting.

Definitely interesting.

Micheal tilted his head slightly. “You handled that well.”

Bruno shrugged once. “Part of the job.”

Most men tried too hard around Micheal. They either wanted him, feared him, or hoped he’d notice them.

Bruno looked like he’d rather be anywhere else.

That alone made Micheal curious.

“You always threaten customers like that?” Micheal asked lightly.

Bruno’s gaze flicked toward the club entrance where the drunk man had disappeared.

“I usually prefer when idiots listen the first time.”

A laugh escaped Micheal before he could stop it.

Bruno didn’t react.

God, that was new.

“What?” Micheal asked. “You don’t know who I am?”

“I know exactly who you are.”

The answer carried no admiration whatsoever.

Micheal felt his interest sharpen.

“And yet you’re not impressed.”

Bruno’s expression barely changed. “Should I be?”

That earned him a genuine smile.

Dangerous man, Micheal thought immediately.

Not physically.

Emotionally.

The worst kind.

“You should come upstairs,” Micheal said casually. “Need to discuss security protocols.”

One of Bruno’s eyebrows lifted slightly like he knew perfectly well the invitation wasn’t entirely professional.

Still, he nodded once.

“Fine.”
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Micheal’s office overlooked the entire nightclub through dark tinted glass.

The music sounded quieter up there. Distant. Almost unreal.

Bruno stood near the door instead of sitting, arms crossed loosely over his chest.

Up close, Micheal noticed details he’d missed downstairs.

Scars across Bruno’s knuckles.

A faint white line near his eyebrow.

The posture of someone constantly prepared for violence.

Micheal poured himself another whiskey. “Drink?”

“No.”

“You always this friendly?”

“Yes.”

Micheal smirked.

Bruno remained completely serious.

God, this man was impossible to read.

“So,” Micheal said, leaning against his desk, “how does a guy like you end up working nightclub security?”

Bruno looked toward the club floor below before answering.

“Needed work.”

“That simple?”

“Usually is.”

Micheal studied him carefully. “You fight?”

A pause.

“Used to.”

There it was.

The control. The movement downstairs. The bruised knuckles.

Boxer maybe. MMA. Something brutal.

“What happened?”

Bruno’s eyes returned to him slowly.

“People get hurt.”

The answer settled heavily between them.

Micheal understood immediately that the conversation had reached a line Bruno wouldn’t cross.

At least not yet.

Oddly, that made him want to push harder.

Instead, he took another sip of whiskey.

“You know,” Micheal said softly, “most people in this city would kill for an invitation into this office.”

Bruno’s expression stayed unreadable. “Good thing I’m not most people.”

The tension in the room shifted suddenly.

Heavier now.

Closer.

Micheal realized he was staring at Bruno’s mouth.

And Bruno had definitely noticed.

For one dangerous second, neither of them moved.

Then Bruno stepped back first.

Professional distance.

Smart choice.

Micheal hated it immediately.

“I should get back downstairs,” Bruno said.

“Probably.”

But neither moved right away.

Finally, Bruno turned toward the door.

“Micheal.”

His voice stopped him.

“Yeah?”

Bruno looked directly at him then, and something about the intensity in those dark eyes made Micheal’s chest tighten unexpectedly.

“You act like nothing can touch you,” Bruno said quietly.

Micheal’s smirk returned automatically. “And?”

Bruno opened the office door.

“Men like that usually fall the hardest.”

Then he walked away.

The door closed softly behind him.

Micheal stood motionless in the silence while the bass from downstairs vibrated through the floor beneath his feet.

For the first time in years, someone had walked away from him without wanting more.

And somehow, that only made Micheal want him more.
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Chapter 2

Rules of Distance
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By midnight, Nocturne belonged to the desperate.

The rich came earlier.

The lonely stayed late.

Micheal leaned against the marble bar with a whiskey glass resting loosely between his fingers as he watched the club shift into its more dangerous hours. The lights dimmed lower after midnight, shadows swallowing corners where hands wandered and promises meant nothing by morning.

Usually, this was his favorite part of the night.

Tonight, he was distracted.

Again.

His gaze moved automatically toward the entrance where Bruno stood beside another security guard, speaking quietly into an earpiece.

Black shirt.

Dark jeans.

Arms folded over his chest.

Still unreadable.

It had been four days since their conversation in Micheal’s office, and somehow Bruno had become impossible to ignore.

Annoyingly impossible.

“You’re staring.”

Micheal didn’t look away from the entrance. “Am I?”

“Yes,” said Luca dryly as he slid onto the stool beside him. “And it’s getting embarrassing.”

That finally earned him a glance.

Luca Moretti had been Micheal’s best friend for almost ten years, which meant he was one of the few people alive completely immune to Micheal’s charm.

He also knew Micheal too well.

Which was unfortunate.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Micheal said smoothly.

Luca snorted into his drink. “You’ve walked past security six times tonight.”

“Maybe I care about employee performance.”

“Maybe you’re full of shit.”

Micheal smirked faintly.

Luca followed his gaze toward Bruno and sighed.

“That one’s trouble.”

“Interesting trouble.”

“The worst kind.”

Micheal drank slowly, eyes drifting back toward Bruno.

The thing was—it wasn’t just attraction.

Micheal knew attraction. Attraction was easy. Disposable. Usually solved within a few hours and forgotten by sunrise.

This felt different.

Bruno unsettled him.

And Micheal couldn’t stop chasing that feeling.

As if sensing the attention, Bruno looked across the club.

Their eyes met briefly.

No smile.

No invitation.

Just that steady, dark stare that somehow felt more intimate than flirting ever had.

Then Bruno looked away first.

Again.

Micheal hated how much that bothered him.

“You’re obsessed already,” Luca muttered.

“Obsessed is dramatic.”

“You learned his schedule.”

“That’s called management.”

“You asked the bartender if he was single.”

Micheal paused.

“That was casual conversation.”

Luca laughed outright. “Jesus Christ.”

Before Micheal could respond, movement near the VIP stairs caught Bruno’s attention. Instantly, his posture changed—subtle but alert.

Always watching.

Two men near the stairs were arguing loudly now, shoving each other hard enough to draw attention.

Bruno crossed the room immediately.

Efficient. Calm. Controlled.

Micheal watched him separate the men with firm authority, his voice low enough that nobody else could hear what he said. Somehow, within seconds, both men backed down.

No threats.

No violence.

Just control.

Luca noticed Micheal staring again.

“You know what I heard?” Luca asked carefully.

“Hm?”

“That Bruno Alvarez used to fight professionally.”

That got Micheal’s full attention.

“A boxer?”

“Supposedly.”

Micheal frowned slightly. “Supposedly?”

“He disappeared
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