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Author's Note


I Need A Favor is a high-heat, contemporary MMM Romance intended for 18+ adult readers. 






  
  Chapter 1
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Weston Barnett


At seven fifteen in the morning, Tucker Barnett was a sugar-free vanilla latte with seven Splendas and a dollop of cream. At two on Saturday mornings, he was a frappy-lappy listing to the left, and an “I need a favor.” 
Bourbon’s Coffeehouse was my brother’s gig. Dad thought it would help Tucker focus on something besides his three failed attempts at school, ten jobs, and two internships. 
Arnold Barnett was an entrepreneur. Made his first million by the time he was twenty and expected his sons to be cut from the same mold. In Tucker’s case, the apple was rotten before it had the chance to fall—according to our father.
Tucker poured all of his skills into his cock. My brother could talk an alley cat out of its fur before Claire's Club opened on Friday nights. Claire finally paid attention to him, and now he was pinned down so tight, daylight couldn't squeeze between them.
It was currently fifteen minutes past two, and the regulars of Claire’s spilled out of the club in one not-so-smooth motion, and leading the stumbling crowd was none other than Tucker. He led them right into the coffeehouse. 
We were open twenty-four hours on the weekends for the all-night study sessions some university students held. It was tradition, and once upon a time, I sat on one of the sofas in the back instead of serving drinks behind the counter.
Bourbon’s made money no matter how badly my brother ran the place, but after a while, I took over the business. It had been one of the favors Tucker had asked of me. 
He wasn't making enough to eat, but the baristas were paid well.
Sunday brunches with Dad went much more smoothly for Tucker after.
Arnold didn’t bother with me. He’d told me once that I was the good son. The strong one. The one who didn’t need his approval and always did the right thing.
Said Tucker was the one who needed a helping hand. 
Which was true. Arnold had crushed my twin into a fine powder, and Tucker couldn't decide which way was up about anything now, but Claire. She was good for him.
It would have been nice to hear my father say he was proud of me just once. He hadn’t ever told me I’d done a good job. Arnold’s patented “We Barnetts are made of sturdy stock!” shouted over his fourth bottle of wine was as common as Tucker’s “I need a favor.”
I heard both once a week.
Arnold didn’t give two shits about me, and I couldn’t care less. On paper, Bourbon’s belonged to me. Tucker signed everything over two years ago, and Arnold didn’t know a damn thing. 
However, I set Tucker up with a four-hour shift once a week under the threat of telling Arnold everything if he didn’t show. So far, Tucker had made it to every single one and stayed the whole four hours. 
In the last six months, Tucker had even been coming in on other days, too, and showed an interest in perfecting his latte art. 
I’d made some changes and installed an old bar from the saloon they renovated across the street last year. In my mind, it was a historical landmark. In the city of Bentley, it was space for the future. I got the bar and the back bar mirror with shelves for nothing. Sanded the wood down and stained it. Closed the place down for two hours one afternoon and installed it. 
I’d also changed out the sleek, modern sofas Tucker had in the back corner with cozier pieces and had them reupholstered in deep reds and purples. 
Tucker thought I was nuts, but reminding him the place was mine shut him up. It worked, too. It brought in more business, and Dad liked it too, which went a long way for Tucker, especially since Tucker told Arnold the remodel was his idea.
My brother staggered to the counter with a different shade of blonde this morning. She had one spaghetti strap sliding dangerously low on her arm and threatening to spill her right secret. The scrap of lace she’d conned into support had given up while the other side held her left secret hostage. 
Tucker would have called her stacked. I just wanted to call her a cab and pretend I didn’t know what color her nipples were. 
My twin leaned over the counter and exhaled. In my opinion, stale whiskey never went with arabica beans, but my brother disagreed. “Wass, this is Cora.”
“Did you call him ass? Is your name Ass?” Cora slumped against the counter, and something on her person snapped. Thanks to the mirror, her left secret was now exposed to the world.
I attempted a smile and gritted my teeth before responding. Tucker had been telling that joke since he learned the word ass; only Cora was a literal soul, bless her heart.
“How may I caffeinate your dark?”
She blinked at me; her right eyelash had made friends with the lace, and now her nipple wore a caterpillar. “What?”
“Weston, I need a favor,” Tucker said, much more sober than he’d been thirty seconds ago.
Of course, you do. I retrieved two coconut waters from the fridge beneath the bar and turned to the next customer, who was distracted by the false lashes on Cora’s breast.
Tucker took the bottles, handed Cora one, and fixed her top before he turned back to me. “Can you take her home? I’m too drunk to drive.”
“Can’t we call her a cab or an Uber?” I did not want her to puke anywhere near me. My stomach couldn’t handle it, not to mention my car.
“Oh, no,” Cora shook her head, which had been a mistake. She started falling, and Tucker gently pushed her in the opposite direction. “I don’t want to go with some stranger.”
She didn’t know me. Wasn't I a stranger?
“I’ve told her all about you.” Tucker nodded.
“Right. I’m taking your car.” I sighed and took off my apron after calling Billy up from cleaning tables. Billy took my place, and my cell vibrated in my back pocket.
“Sent you the address.” Tucker headed up the stairs to our apartment as if he hadn't just dumped some girl on me. 
Why wasn’t I an only child?
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[image: image-placeholder]
Weston


Cora snored.  
It took thirty minutes to get to the gated community of Country Club. It had always sounded strange to me to name the place Country Club. As if it wasn’t enough that every resident was rich and there was an actual seven a.m. tee time right out the back door.
Every home butted up to the golf course in the older sections, and one had to live behind the gate to play. 
Arnold teed off at nine, and the first hole was a par-five dogleg left. He and his buddies enjoyed nine rounds every Saturday morning. He had a frenemy on the course named Bob Lawrence. 
Bob lived three houses down, but I didn’t know in which direction and didn’t care. The man had three children, too, whom I’d never met. One, Dad referred to as Sadie, and the other was Cyan. I didn’t know the name of the third. Didn’t care either. 
Arnold bitched about Bob at every Sunday brunch, and it was the only part of the conversation I didn’t have to pay attention to. Dad went off on a tear and left me to eat in peace.
I pulled into the horseshoe drive and put the car in park before giving Cora a little shake. She jolted awake and looked around before leaning towards me. “Thank you, Ass.”
I sighed, gritted my teeth, and let her fumble for the door handle before reaching over and releasing the latch. She climbed out, heels in hand, and I waited for her to make it to the front door and into the house before driving away.
Possibly, I should have walked her. Possibly. She called me Ass, which was a sore spot with me and one only Tucker got to push. Tucker, who had most likely stumbled into bed by now, which was why I was playing chauffeur.
Didn't mind, though. It gave me five minutes to myself when she entered the house.
Bentley at this time of dark was quiet, and I liked it. All the stoplights flashed, and the drive was peaceful. 
I parked behind the coffeehouse and walked in the back door, stopping short. My twin was behind the counter making drinks as if he hadn’t stumbled into the place an hour before, bleary-eyed and smelling like a brewery.
He’d showered and was smiling as he worked. “Weston!”
“Hey.” I stopped in front of the counter and frowned. “Thought you’d be sleeping.”
“What did you think of Cora?” he asked, ignoring me.
“She snores?”
He laughed.
“Brother, what else am I supposed to think about her?” She snored; she drank too much, and almost became the new floor show for Bourbon’s. 
“Nothing.” Tucker shrugged. “She’s Bob’s daughter. Dad told me to look after her last night.”
Arnold told Tucker to look after Bob’s daughter. Nothing about the sentence made sense. “Tuck?”
He turned his back on me as he cleaned the espresso machine. “It’s nothing. Bob has three and is anxious to get them off his hands. Married into a good family.” Tucker turned to look at me over his shoulder. “Dad told him what good boys we were.”
Fuck. Fuck! “We are not good boys!” I hissed.
Billy laughed and shook his head. It amazed me that his bleach-blond bangs never moved. “Man, y’all got it lucky. Daddy drops a gorgeous girl on you and talks you up to her dad like you’re the best thing since the latest Android, and you’re pissed.”
“Then you marry her.” I didn’t want anything to do with anyone Arnold put his stamp of approval on. Especially not a Lawrence. Marrying one of Bob’s daughters would not make the golf games any better on Saturday mornings, and Sunday brunches would be even more stilted than they already were.
Tucker cut his eyes at me, a small smile playing on his lips. When he did that, it accentuated the cut on his cheek. It was our only distinguishing feature. Tucker fell out of our treehouse when he was six, and a broken branch gave him the perfect dimple. 
“Wes, Cora is twenty-one and comes with a sizable trust fund.”
“You date her then.” I frowned, and Tucker laughed.
“Can’t brother. I’m still dating Claire.”
“Claire is a Lawrence? Is she the one Dad referred to as Sadie?”
Tucker laughed. “You never did pay attention, did you? Her name is Claire. Bob has the three Cs for cool, calm, and collected. It’s his business motto, and he gave all three of his kids a ‘C’ name. They are coming to Sunday brunch. Cyan is coming in this afternoon. The gala to commemorate their grandfather is on Monday, and I’m going with Claire.”
Huh. Hadn't wanted to go, but Mom had dragged me to three fittings for a suit like I was getting married instead of going to a gala.
Ty Taylor had too many hands when he pinned the pants, too. He was cute, but something about him didn't work with something about me. He tried, though.
“Shoot.” Billy clapped me on the shoulder. “Nice event you didn’t pay for and free drinks at least? All you gotta do is be nice for the night? I'll take one. Wes already designed our suits, and they'll be ready Monday.”
“Then you do that.” I turned and headed up the stairs to the apartment. My life’s plans did not include Cora Lawrence.
Dating wasn’t my thing. Tried that road and kept having to switch lanes. Tucker was the player. Most girls wanted Tucker and thought I’d do since we looked alike. Thought having me would get them closer to him, or they settled for second-rate.
Kim James even introduced me to her father as Second-Rate the night I went to pick her up for prom. That was my last date. Seven years without the hassle, and my brother wanted me to break that streak.
I tossed Tucker’s car keys into the basket on the half-wall by the door and headed into the kitchen for a bottle of water. A woman would want to change my little apartment. Hell, she’d have me moved into some house. One of Bob’s kids? That house would require a gardener, two maids, and a chef.
Ladies from Country Club were high maintenance.
Tried to have a friend after that. It ended when Arnold asked her if her father was one of the Glissons from Dorsey. 
Katie hadn’t even heard of Dorsey. She was sweet, smart as hell, and into the same music as me. She liked girls, though, and I didn't care. We were friends. Still friends, but no one else knew.
I sighed as my vinyl record collection caught my attention across the room. Met her in the coffeehouse, and she was singing “People Are Strange” by The Doors as it played through the speakers. 
Somehow Katie had understood me. We shopped together, listened to my vinyls, and just hung out. People watching included girls and guys. 
Sex between us just didn't happen. Everyone else assumed we dated, and Arnold ran her off. 
The front door opened and closed, breaking me out of the memory.
“Wes, it’s one date. You don’t have to marry her. Hell, you don’t have to sleep with her either,” Tucker said. “I know you don’t like sex. Pretty sure I ended up with both sets of balls.”
I snorted into my glass of water. “You mean you’re a man whore. I like sex.”
I did, really. Possibly. Never been close enough to someone to attempt it, but surely, I could, couldn’t I? Never even kissed Katie. Just didn’t have the urge. Why did that make me asexual?
“Wes!” Tucker thumped my ear. “Are you listening to me? You have to take one of the Lawrence girls to the gala.”
“Just one? So, you’re taking Cora, too?”
“No, I set Billy up with her. You get Cyan. You’ll meet her at brunch tomorrow and be nice.”
“Right.” Who named their kid Cyan?
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Cyan Lawrence


Dad wanted to send a private jet for me, but I refused. It was a six-hour driving trip, giving me time to prepare for his glowering and grunting over my life choices. 
At twenty-five, settling down and having two-point-five kids with pickets and pikes was not my idea of the best life. 
Of the three Cs, I’d been the only boy, and Dad expected me to pass on the family name. 
Cora called me an hour in and had been fussing all morning about Weston Barnett, who was cute, but she couldn’t see herself with anyone prettier than her. That was before she locked herself in the bathroom, and Claire took the phone away.
“Two of them and three of us, brother dear. What are we supposed to do?” She smiled at the screen, but it didn’t reach her deep brown eyes. “Dad’s dangling the family fortune like carrots named Tucker and Weston. Tucker is crunchy, at least, and he eats salad.”
I smiled at the road. “And Weston?”
“Not sure. Makes my caramel macchiatos the way I like them. Runs Bourbon Coffeehouse. Changed out those sad, stiff sofas in the back corner for fluffy settees and overstuffed chairs. Plays old music through the speakers. Got the bar from Jasper’s Saloon across the street before the city tore it down to put in a hotel.”
“Sounds entrepreneurial, like Arnold.” One Arnold Barnett in the world was enough.
“We have the Sunday brunch at the club with them, Cy.” Claire flopped down on the bed, giving me a view of Cora’s pink canopy. “Arnold will have five bottles of wine and wax on about how great his children are.”
“How come we’ve never met them, then?”
“Oh, Arnold sent them to the local high school while Bob put us in boarding schools. I met Tucker by chance, really. My club is next door to the coffeehouse. He’s been coming in for two years and trying to get my attention.” She focused on me then. “I like him, Cy. Really like him.”
“So, you’re shoving the other one off on me? Really, Claire. Cora’s the only one of us who is bi.”
She smiled slowly. “I know. So, tell me about work.”
Bob had reluctantly acquiesced when I left home. Bought myself a plot of land close enough to civilization to have internet to write my phone apps, but far enough away that Bob wouldn’t set foot in my one-room cabin. Which was the way I liked it. 
One bed, one full bath, a full kitchen because I liked to cook, and the rest was my office. Bob spent his Saturday mornings playing nine rounds with Arnold, and I spent mine drinking coffee on the back porch, enjoying the view. 
Claire had done the proper thing and stayed home, letting Bob buy her a building downtown and turn it into anything she wanted. Cora had just finished college, so who knew what her plans were? Hadn’t talked to my little sister since Christmas until she called me to bitch about Weston Barnett.
The only thing I knew about Weston was that she ran the coffeehouse and drove a VW Beetle. Hopefully, she took after her mom. Georgia Barnett was a beautiful woman. If I had to be tied to a Barnett, then one who looked like Georgia wouldn’t be so bad. If Weston were like Georgia, she might not mind so much that I preferred guys. Georgia looked the other way when Arnold had affairs. Of course, Arnold bought her a house two streets over.
It wasn't a bad idea. 
Who named a girl Weston, anyway?
I told Claire what she wanted to know. Not the part about breaking up with Gavin last month, or having to buy a new wood stove to heat the cabin in the winter, or replacing the tin roof. 
Claire was like Dad. She wanted to know the bottom line and how well my business was doing. 
My cabin was a sore subject for the entire family. 
At four in the afternoon, I pulled into the horseshoe drive, and Bob stood on the steps to the house in what he called casual attire. His casual attire still included a noose. Mom always said Bob had been born wearing a tie.
She stood beside him, and I was reminded of showing up for Christmas right after my first semester of college. They stood together then, too. Two feet apart, and neither touching. They’d always been touching before.
That Christmas was the reason I didn’t come back home. Gloria announced their divorce right after I climbed out of the car. Hadn’t even gotten my stuff out of the trunk before she dropped that little bomb that continued to explode for days.
I’d planned to tell them about me that year. 
Didn’t happen. 
Today, she was here for a different reason. Granddad's will had been settled, and he was being honored Monday night for his contributions to Bentley’s Historical Society. The Lawrences were part of the town founders in eighteen forty-five, and my great-grandfather donated the land where the local university now sat.
According to Granddad, Lawrence blood, sweat, and tears were part of the soil here in Bentley. I couldn’t run fast enough to get away.
The lawyer would be here for dinner tonight at seven, and there were stipulations in the will that included me. If I didn’t show, Claire and Cora would get nothing. Otherwise, I’d have stayed home.
Loved my sisters, though, and would do anything for them.
I shut off the engine, shaking off the nightmare from my last trip home, and braced for impact.
Mom stepped down and met me at the driver’s side door, pulling me into a hug. Her regular raspberry shampoo had been changed for something with a peach scent.
“Did you get a new stylist?” I asked.
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