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-about the book-

 

Three near strangers, but only one bed.

Two feet of freshly fallen snow.

One obvious way to stay warm.

 

Determined to rebound my way out of a broken heart after my best friend marries the girl of his dreams, I resort to an age old method of distraction. Go out. Get drunk. Get laid. Which is how I end up charming my way into the pants of my straight--questioning?-- soon to be new co-star, Jasper Frost. 

 

Holed up in a secluded one-bed cottage for the purposes of learning our lines, things are looking cosy, until she shows up--his dream girlfriend--in our bath-tub and threatens everything.

 

And then we get snowed in.

 

Please note: this title was originally published as Bath Bomb by Clara Leigh. This is an expanded version of the original story and contains approximately 7000 words of additional material.

 

Check out the other titles in the series.

Black Velvet

Soul Kiss

Mint to Be

 

and the novella Screw Driver

 


-author’s note-

 

Dear Reader

 

Black Velvet was originally published in 2016 under the title Bath Bomb using the pen name Clara Leigh; this version contains numerous changes including several additional chapters of material that flesh out Lorne’s previous past and also changed the tone of the book. This is a far less fluffy version than the original.

 

I hope you love this reincarnation as much as I do.

 

Madelynne Ellis


-the Sunsetters-

 

Dare Wilde

Chase Woodrow

Lorne Everett

Jason J Jones

Alfie Jones

Emilia Grace

Ronnie Gilchrist

Dylan Drake

 

 

 


BLACK VELVET

 

½ a Champagne flute of Guinness,

Top up with chilled Brute Champagne.
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LORNE EVERETT

 

Why would you do that to a perfectly good pint?”

“Because we’re celebrating, and you have to do that with champagne.”

“Only if you’re a Woodrow,” I remark, while staring at the Guinness I had all lined up to sip. It’s now sporting effervescent bubbles. Champagne was never a feature of my life before I got unofficially adopted by Dare’s Hollywood dynasty family. “In any case,” I inform him. “What you’ve given me is a mourning drink. This delightful concoction was first created to mark the death of Prince Albert.”

Which from my point of view is wholly appropriate. This is a wake.

Oh, not for them. Dare and Flicka are here celebrating the release of their movie Accelerant, and their absolute bliss at  having found one another. It’s only me who realises that tonight marks the end of an era. Going forward, we’re Dare and Lorne, bachelors about town no more. Instead, the gossip rags will be full of tales of Dare and Felicity. There’ll be no more reports of bad boy antics. No more partying until dawn. No more flat share, or bro-jobs, and an absolute end to believing that such an intense friendship will  magically transform into something more.

This is the end of the line.

He has an engagement ring burning a hole in his pocket. I’ve seen it. He showed me the stones. Demanded my approval and assistance in choosing it.

That’s for later, though. There’s a cord we need to cut first. A declaration he has to make in order to prove himself.

“I need to prove it absolutely to her. There can’t be any lingering doubt in her mind about us,” he said not five minutes ago as we crawled along in the limo waiting to be dropped off. Flicka as the leading lady had her own car.

“You’ll help me out, won’t you, Lorne.”

God help me, he knew I wouldn’t say no. Hence, now I can hardly look at him. Not because I hate him. I don’t. Never will. But because this is goodbye, and I’m not ready for it to end.

“Is that true, the bit about Prince Albert?” Flicka asks. “I’ve never associated him with Guinness. It’s Irish, isn’t it, and he was German.”

I nod. It’s easier than speaking. I know my cocktail history. Matter of fact, I take pride in the fact that I know how to mix them. It’s a talent I put right up there with my other significant gifts, like looking shit hot on camera while practically naked, being able to roll a condom on without the use of my hands, and making the best hangover cures known to man. 

“Dare—maybe we should get him another drink. I don’t want to jinx the release.”

Christ, she’s cute!

I flash Flicka a toothy grin and let the black liquid flow down my throat. “Nah, it’s good. It’s just a beverage, Flicka. Movie success doesn’t ride on what you swallow.” Nor your future relationships. Sadly.

And actually, after another couple of deep draughts, it turns out that Black Velvet isn’t half bad. So, it’s kind of two-tone—like my mood—black and white, a surprising mix of froth and solidity. And best of all, I suspect, blessedly lethal.

I’m going to need at least six of them to get through the rest of tonight given what Dare’s asked of me.

Fucking bastard!

It’s a shitty request.

Only he doesn’t know that it is, because he never did have the faintest bloody clue. So, I can’t hate him for it.

After a decade of his obliviousness, I can hardly expect sudden enlightenment, can I? And if it stings, well, that’s my fault too, because I ought to have spelled it out for him long before we ever reached this point.

Fab job of being obtuse, Lorne. You’re known for being blisteringly to the point, yet over the one thing that’s truly mattered, you’ve been wholly silent.

You’re still silent.

No wonder he never figured it out.

Dare somehow manages to catch my eye, which necessitates me diving headlong into my pint again.

I’m pretty certain that Black Velvet is usually served in champagne flutes. Yeah, whatever. I’m going to sleep like the dead tonight, totally oblivious to their amorous gymnastics. I’ve been eviscerated by those sounds one too many times in recent history already.

“To Accelerant,” I say. “May it be a roaring success.”

“To long lasting partnerships,” Dare adds, his gaze wholly upon Flicka.

“And emancipation,” she adds, shooting her deadly smile back in Dare’s direction. She’s been fighting a courtroom battle with her former employers for the last eight months.

We all clink glasses.

It’s not hard to figure out how my best mate wound up so thoroughly hooked. Flicka Caine is a damned enticing mix of sweet and sultry. She’s beautiful in an ethereal blonde sort of way, and talented too.

Absolutely perfect for him in every way.

She even likes the Borrower.

Dammit, I like her. I like her a lot. She’s nearly impossible not to like. Hell, I even love that Dare loves her and has found his happiness. It just kills me that I lost out in the process of getting him what he so desperately deserved.

Yes, I was their bona fide matchmaker.

Without me, they’d never have sealed the deal.

Eat your heart out Yente—love that musical—harken to the cries of the new matchmaker in town.

As for Dare and Flicka, well, they’d better bloody well name their firstborn after me.
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LORNE EVERETT

 

 

It’s hours later. Don’t ask me the precise time, because I don’t know it. We left the Accelerant premiere after the showing and now we’re in our usual booth at the Shadow Garden with a bottle of Dare’s favourite tipple dominating the table between us. 

Flicka has kicked off her shoes, and tucked her feet up on the leather banquette. I lift them into my lap as I slide onto the seat beside her, and work my magic fingers into her arches.

This is it. It’s the moment.

I’m a hair’s breadth way from plastered, but no one would know it. I pride myself on my acting skills.

Anyway, the point is the booze has deadened my emotions, leastways that’s the story. The truth is that short of snorting sleeping pills, I don’t think anything can touch the full on ache that’s tightening my chest.

Damned if I’m letting on and allowing them or anyone else see it though.

“Enjoying yourself?” Dare kicks up one eyebrow at his girlfriend’s mewling.

 “Yep. He’s good.”

Damn right I am. “Magic thumbs.” And he knows it.

“Afternoon tea good, or fuck that makes me horny good?”

Is that the tiniest smidgen of   jealousy I detect creeping into his voice?

“Honry,” she admits, and he scowls, but only for a millisecond. Then he leans into her, to us both, lips parted. My heart rate reaches a peak as he locks his lips with Flicka’s, kissing her with not a care for the fact I’m right there and watching, being made a part of this whether I wish to be or not.

 “Been too long,” Dare mumbles beneath his breath. He’s been in Tunisia for the last six weeks filming the new Jack Bold movie, so I get that he’s aching for her. Hell, I know exactly how time drags when you’re apart from the person you love.

If he could see my eyes right now, I swear he’d realise, which is why I turn my head so there’s no chance of it. It’ll do neither of us any good for him to make that realisation now. All it’d achieve is more heartbreak, and awkwardness, perhaps potential estrangement. I can’t live with that possibility. It’s the chief reason I’ve held my tongue all these years. It’s bad enough I have to let go of my hopes, without having to forfeit our friendship too.

I do, however, stop caressing Flicka’s feet. I can’t be part of this seduction, and nor do I want to be. Upright, I’m on the verge of slipping away when Dare’s words stop me.

“Do you still want this?” he asks.

Absolutely. But the question isn’t directed at me.

“Say so now if you don’t. You said you wanted to see it.”

Oh, shit, no! He means to follow through with his nonsense plan from earlier. I’d half hoped that as the night wore on he’d change his mind. That he’d realise it wasn’t necessary. That it’s too risky, and has too great a potential to backfire.

But of course he hasn’t, because he’s Dare Wilde.

Consequences—pfftt!

For some convoluted reason or other he needs to do this to prove himself. So, Plan A is a go.

I’d like to drop a bomb on Plan A. Bypass B through to Y, and go right home to bed for some Zs.

He tries to catch my eye, but I can’t look at him. 

Flicka shifts in her seat, making the leather squeak.

“You did say you wanted to end it properly.” That’s addressed in her direction. “Lorne,” he beckons me with his wrist, realising that eye contact isn’t going to work

Come here, Lorne. Come here.

If I had any sense of pride, I wouldn’t go.

But Dare crooks his finger and I do. I always do.

I get down on my knees, and he’s not even looking at me as I finger his zip. The touches he bestows are all for Flicka.

“Does he turn you on?” she asks, syrupy voice all shaky and breathless.  Whether that’s a result of fear, excitement, or anticipation is hard to say.

“I’m turned on by you, Flicka. You’re what I want. This is purely for you. To show you. Prove it’s not something you need to fear. It hasn’t happened in all the time we’ve been together, and it won’t happen again after tonight, with Lorne or anyone else. It’s up to you if you still feel you need to see it.”

I don’t look at her, seeking out answers. Nor do I look at Dare. I keep my head tilted down and away from their scrutiny. My eyes are swimming. If I blink too hard, tears will fall. I’m not sure what it’ll accomplish having her witness this, nor what it’ll prove. I pray she says, it’s okay, she doesn’t need physical proof. I can get up, walk away and leave them to their blissful snuggles.

At the same time, I want to be exactly where I am, knelt between Dare’s wide spread thighs, my hand on his fly, and my tongue tingling with the anticipation of tasting him.

After this, there won’t be another time.

“Are you okay with this, Lorne?” Flicka asks

I shrug like it’s no big deal. It’s imperative they both believe that. I swallow the lump to clear my throat. “You know me. I’m easy. And I take cash, cards, and payment in kind.” I don’t do any such thing, but the joke helps take the edge off the ache of tension boring holes in my temples.

“Don’t you want to know why I said I wanted to see this first?”

Nope. Not a bit. “Whatever rocks your boat, Flicka. You’re hardly the first woman who got excited by the idea of a guy going down on her man. And I doubt you’ll be the last.”

“She’s got this weird notion that we’re having red hot man sex whenever no one is looking.”

I should be so lucky.

“I did point out that it’s only been the odd bro-job, but now she thinks you have some uber-amazing technique she can watch and master.” 

The last part earns Dare a poke in the ribs.

Maybe that’s the truth, or maybe it’s something else entirely. Could be that Flicka sees things a whole lot  more clearly than him. It doesn’t really matter.

I show her my tongue, and flex it through a series of moves. Playing the joker is what I’m known for.  “I have the ultimate flexible appendage. I can do the roll, and the bowl, a bit of a ripple effect, and I have great suction.”

“Flicka?” Dare prompts, giving his eyebrow a scratch. He has a death grip on her hand, and is avoiding all contact with me beyond what I’m initiating. No fingers gripping the top strands of my hair, no straining upwards towards my touch like he’d usually be. Worse of all, he’s fucking flaccid once he’s unwrapped.

“You sure you want me to do this?” Strikes me he’d rather have Flicka on her knees.

“A final huzzah,” he says. I wonder what spin he’s fed her. I risk giving them both a glance. It doesn’t enlighten me. “Okay, then. Here goes. One Lorne Everett slash fantasy special blowjob coming up.” I roll my eyes like it’s a hardship. “Honestly, the things I do for my friends.”

It strikes me as I dip my head that I need this to be over fast, and Dare’s current state of arousal isn’t going to make that a likely reality. Hence I grab Flicka’s hand, and have her wrap her palm around the base of him. “Things to do,” I say. “Places to be. Other people to shag. I don’t want to be down here on my knees for hours indulging your weird couple-y fantasies.”

“You’re the one delaying it, by talking so much,” Dare gripes. “Just get the fuck on with it, if we have to do this.”

“Since when was getting blown such a hardship?” Flicka’s voice is merry with mirth.

“I want you, not him.” Dare growls back.

And don’t I know it.

But I still have a magic tongue, right?

Apparently I do. Leastways the eep noises Dare makes when I sweep my tongue across his crown says so.

“We still good?”

Flicka strokes her thumb across my chin. “Warm him up for me, please, Lorne.”

Cheeky cow, but like I said, there’s no animosity. I try not to think about the pair of them above me, kissing like they’re dependent upon one another for oxygen while I bob up and down doing the real work, knowing right down in the pit of my stomach that all my efforts are fucking fruitless. He’s not going to come. He’s barely stiff for me. Things have changed. Mechanics are no longer enough. His heart isn’t engaged.

I guess it’s the smack of reality I need. No point hanging on to hope, in the face of overwhelming evidence.

When Flicka taps me on the shoulder, I bob right up immediately, and wipe my mouth on my sleeve.

“He’s all yours,” I tell her. “Take him. Look after him. We were never a thing, Flicka. Never serious. Never an item.”

“Yet still I feel like I’m tearing  you apart.”

“You’re not.” I rise to my feet. “Okay if I leave you two lovebirds to it now?”

I get two nods in return, and that’s my cue. I leave to promises of checking in on them in twenty minutes or so. But we all know I’m not going back. They’re going to take a cab, head home and hump their way into history. Me? I head to the bar and order myself another Prince Albert death drink.

After a couple more of those my main recollection of the night is of talking to God on the big white porcelain telephone.
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MIKAYLA ASHTON

 

“Mikayla, hey!”

“Professor?” The moment I face my bushy browed mentor, I know I’m not going to like the next sentence out of his mouth.

“I’ve been trying to catch up with you, about the poster presentations next weekend.”

“Yeah. I’m all… It’s all done, and finalized. I got it back from the printers earlier.”

“Yes, I’ve seen it. It wasn’t that. We’ve been thinking. In the department, and what with the disruptions that have occurred at the past few events. Well, myself and Dr Williams feel that it would be better if you didn’t present this time around. Bradley can take over.”

“She’s a student.”

“Exactly,” he says as if I’ve agreed it’s a great idea, and not a massive kick in the teeth. “She needs to cut her teeth. This is the perfect opportunity. I knew you’d understand.”

Oh, I understand all right.

It doesn’t matter that I did all the fucking work. That it’s my research that I spent the last ten months working on. Bradley contributed a couple of data points on one damn slide. What’s important is that the department isn’t embarrassed by my celebrity.

It’s not like I asked to be famous.

Nor is it my fault that students and a high proportion of scientist are fucking obsessive gamers.

“I’m presenting my poster.”

“Mikayla. Dr Ashton, please.”

“I’m presenting it. Don’t think for a moment it’s going to be otherwise. I’ll be there, in Dublin the week after next.”

“Okay.”

It’s too easy. Warning bells sound, but once I hit my desk, I’m oblivious to them. If I could just fathom out the reason for the anomalies I keep seeing on these Western blots. There’s something I’m missing. I just know there is.
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LORNE EVERETT

 

 

Day nine, post-Dare. He flew back to Northern Africa last night. I only know it because social media and the news sites were awash with it. Apparently, Flicka went too. They kept schtum about the date they’ve set for the wedding, but the engagement’s official.

I hope I’m locked into the middle of a shoot, and therefore can’t make the official celebratory gathering. It’s possible. I’ve never done a television series before, so I’m not entirely sure of the filming schedule. I’m sure something can be worked out to ensure my unavailability.

Today, we’re here for the first read through. New cast. New show, and a role I can finally get my teeth into. 

Should be fun. I’m basically playing me. Only super me. Me, if I was in fact super, and not a broken hearted chump, who hooked up his BFF with the girl of his dreams and wound up with nothing for himself.

Anyway, I’m not thinking about him. Haven’t been for nine days. I have the hangover from hell to prove it. Even my patent sanity saver hasn’t touched this monster headache.

On which subject, the lights in here are so damn bright I’m in danger of having my retinas burned out. I’m a night owl, people, and I have a sore head. Must everything be so dazzling?

After making the obligatory handshakes with the other cast members who are already present, I settle into a tub chair while we wait for the stragglers. The aroma of coffee, twisted with a distinctly masculine scent alerts me to the fact I soon have a neighbour. I miss his actual entrance due to the fact I have my eyes closed behind my shades. So, I’m trying to catch a few additional Zs, who the fuck wouldn’t while their brain’s in danger of liquefying and dribbling out of their ears?

“Want one?”

Hang on. Is that my neighbour offering me a cup?

No one makes me coffee. I am the coffee boy.

Was.

I blink my eyes open, and sure enough his arm is outstretched and there’s a brew being waved in my direction. 

Coffee.

Literal heaven in a paper cup.

And, oh, holy hell, that is one pretty man. Broad pink lips that tweak up at the corners, eyes like diamonds, full of sparkle and zest. He has a enough scruff around his jaw that I don’t think he’s shaved in over a week. And the hair… the hair is a exactly the right length for clinging on to.

“I’m Jasper.”

“Lorne.” I grasp the cup, and then his hand. He has a firm grip. Seriously, I cringe whenever I’m in receipt of a weakling squeeze. It’s not the sort of thing anyone wants to feel around their cock, and well… my mind goes there. Frequently. For guys. For girls. For Jasper, whose name I repeat determined to commit it to memory. Don’t want to wind up calling him by the wrong name and pissing him off. Not when he’s practically perfect.

Right now, I’m thinking Jasper’s the distraction I’ve been looking for all week.

I certainly haven’t had much luck finding until now.

“Late night?”

He settles in his chair, script before him on his lap. Highlighted in yellow. Pencil marks all down the margin. Drama school grad, for definite.

“That obvious?”

“Just a hunch? Partying or insomnia.”

“A smidgen of both.”

“A bit more than a smidgen, I think.” 

He’s laughing at me, but it’s good humoured. 

“You’re playing the Viper, aren’t you?”

“I am. You?”

His mouth widens into an even broader grin. “The bloke you keep taking bites out of.” He salutes me. “This should be fun. I’m very pleased to meet you, Lorne Everett.”

Bonus points, epically scored. No bugger ever remembers my name. I return his grin, headache waning and already half in love.


-5-

 

JASPER FROST

 

Six weeks ago, I gave a tentative yes to playing this role, and I didn’t know until six seconds ago that I was definitely taking it.

It’s awkward. I’m keen, but I know there’ll be a backlash. I have friends, family, who I know are going to be shirty about the show and the character I’m playing within it.

Not the super hero bit. That’s totally my jam, and they know me.

Or maybe they don’t.

The point is, super heroes, still playing make-believe about being Superman, they can live with. It’s the other stuff, the bits that make this a super hero show for the modern era they’re going to get their undies knotted over.

My character, he ends up in a relationship with another man. The Viper. This man, the one sitting next to me, still sporting shades that can’t hide how incredibly mesmeric he is.

Fuck me, but casting must have thought they’d hit the jackpot when they snagged him. Guys and gals are going to tune in purely to watch him strut his stuff, and hopefully take his shirt off at least twice an episode.

Huh! 

I’d like to see him take his shirt off right bloody now. There’s no sense pretending I’m not bedazzled. I’m fucking hypnotized.

Lorne Everett, Dare Wilde’s playboy, love ’em and leave ’em bestie, is not what I expected at all.

Honesty with
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