
	Fighting his own demons might prove to be Mason’s toughest case.

	 

	 

	Attorney Mason Hintley gives new meaning to working for the weekend. Come Friday night, he’s ready to exchange stuffy suits for colorful outfits that would make even Liberace sit up and take notice. One-night-stands only, no keepers need apply. But sometimes even the best-laid plans of handsome gay lawyers go awry.

	All it takes is the right match to start a fire...

	Jeremy Brooks has wanted Mason ever since he first met him, but as an intern at his father’s law firm, where they both work, it seems like mission impossible. Until the unexpected becomes the possible, and a drunken phone call opens a door that could lead to forever.

	Can Jeremy tame the call of the wild in Mason’s soul and bring out the pussycat inside of him?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	For Julie. You’re my knight in shining armor.

	And for my readers. I hope Mason will steal your heart as he did mine and Jeremy’s.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Mason Hintley knew it was time to head for home when he found himself looking at the tiniest cock he’d ever seen. For a second, he thought he might be hallucinating. Must be the five martinis he’d gulped down during the course of the evening.

	A second look confirmed that no, he hadn’t had that much alcohol. He doubted there was enough alcohol in the world to make him hallucinate when it came to cock sizes anyway.

	This hookup would not happen. Mason was a size queen. Maybe that made him shallow, but every man had his standards, right?

	His restroom companion waved his below-average dick like a stick in front of a dog. Why was he doing that? Did he want Mason to play fetch, or what?

	Obviously, Mason’s lack of enthusiasm finally registered. “Get on with it,” the stranger snarled. The guy looked ridiculous with his pants lowered to mid-thigh and his bits and pieces dangling in the air. Not that much dangling was going on, considering the length—or rather, the lack of length.

	“Um...” Mason planned to make a hasty retreat, but his balance was giving him problems. He refused to blame the tasty martinis for his inability to maintain his equilibrium. He usually held his liquor much better than this, although his legs didn’t seem to share that opinion, judging by the way they wobbled. Damn traitors. There was no way he’d embarrass himself even further by falling face first on the tiles. He assessed the floor critically, in case he lost the battle against his rebellious limbs. Muddy footprints, paper towels, and empty condom wrappers. Too gross for words.

	The stranger gripped Mason’s shoulder. “Down on your knees.”

	Ewww. Mason was wearing his favorite white jeans. He wouldn’t soil those to suck any guy’s prick, much less this mini-prick. Poor guy had looked promising when they’d been dancing earlier. Appearances could certainly be deceiving.

	Looking at his almost-hook-up, all Mason could think of were tiny cocktail sausages, along with the fastest way to hightail it out of this restroom. Preferably without sustaining any major injuries.

	“Hey. Did you know today is National Sexual Abstinence Day?” Mason blinked against the dizziness that assailed him. If he were to be honest with himself—something he hated with a passion—he’d admit he’d had too much alcohol. Bad things happened to drunken guys who followed strangers to restrooms. “Let’s forget the whole thing, okay?”

	Even more so when the stranger had a tiny dick, but was easily twice as broad as Mason.

	“Are you kidding? Suck me.” Tiny Cock glowered.

	He was a lot taller than Mason, with muscles on top of muscles that threatened to rip the seams of his tight shirt. Maybe the dude was on steroids? Mason remembered reading the stuff had a tendency to shrink a man’s family jewels.

	“I...” Mason wobbled again and fell forward, squishing his face against the guy’s sweaty shirt. Yuck! Although he usually liked the smell of sweaty, aroused males, this guy smelled... not pleasant, to put it mildly.

	Unfortunately, Mason wasn’t in a friendly mood right then, and he decided it was best to bid the other man goodnight before something flew out of his mouth he might regret.

	This wouldn’t be the first time his verbal diarrhea resulted in a fight, complete with shouting, black eyes, and split lips. His opponent usually took care of the shouting and punching, and Mason ended up with the black eye and split lip. He was generous like that.

	Trying to suppress a gagging sound—the smell got worse the longer he breathed it in—Mason propped his hands against the steroid chest in front of him and straightened. Not a graceful move, but fuck that. He’d save the smooth moves for a martini-free day when he didn’t have to stand up against roughly 230 pounds of horny, smelly stranger. A quick escape had just made it to the top of his priority list.

	“Sorry, buddy, but I changed my mind. I’m not into sucking strangers,” he lied.

	Steroid dude grunted and grabbed Mason’s arm.

	Had the drugs killed this guy’s ability to communicate with words as well as causing shrinkage? The bastard was strong, he had to grant him that. Mason tugged and tugged, but without success. He was sure they looked ridiculous.

	“Hell, no. Stop playing coy.” The guy placed his meaty hand on Mason’s shoulder and tried to push him onto his knees again.

	Mason struggled like a blonde bimbo in a cheap romance novel against the bruising grip of the mad villain about to ravish her against her will. All taking place in a filthy restroom at a gay club. Sounded like a best seller, didn’t it?

	Mason had to get rid of this obnoxious dude. Faced with a man much stronger than him, he did what every self-respecting and successful man in his thirties would do. He screeched and brought his knee up to the guy’s nuts.

	The effect was astounding. Mason watched as the stranger clutched his groin and crumble to the floor with a loud thud. He scrunched his nose in disgust. An Email to the management was in order before someone caught the plague, or the Ebola virus, while kneeling on those tiles.

	“You little prick!” The man rolled around the floor, cursing and groaning.

	Mason left the crime scene stealthily when two other horny clubbers who were groping each other barged in. He fought his way through the dancing mass. Maybe he should reconsider his weekend activities. Picking somebody up proved increasingly harder the older he got. He needed grown-up hobbies that weren’t as exciting as fighting against doped hook-ups. Like knitting... or stuffing a ship into a bottle. He’d always wondered how that worked, and Mason had skills when it came to stuffing something big through tiny openings.

	He’d ask Anthony what he did to entertain himself. His bestie was in a committed relationship and therefore an annoyingly happy bore who stayed at home with his tailor most nights.

	The crux of that plan was that Mason would miss screwing around. Sex was great. If he stopped clubbing, he’d cut himself off from the market. Maybe he’d try one of those apps for hooking up. He refused to find himself a boyfriend to secure a steady sex supply. Boyfriends squished your heart like a bug under the heel of their boots.

	Mason wanted to get laid without the inconvenient, mushy BS that came with a relationship—like dating and holding hands. Or kissing and cuddling at every opportunity. Gazing sappily into each other’s eyes. Waking up wrapped around each other after a night of lovemaking.

	“Nope. Don’t need that at all.” He was happy with his life.

	And he needed to stop lying to himself.

	Patting down his pants, Mason cursed when he detected his keys and cell but no money for a cab. How much did I drink? As he staggered through the club, he tried to ignore the hands that reached out to touch him. Under normal circumstances, Mason would have enjoyed the attention, but he’d had enough for one night.

	Mason fled into a dark corner where he leaned against the wall. He hoped nobody would think it was an invitation to enjoy some naughty corner groping. Squinting, he tried to make sense of the numbers and names on his cell screen. When blinking rapidly didn’t do the trick, he tried the voice recognition thingy the sales dude had babbled about that Mason had never used before. He wasn’t blind, for fuck’s sake. Just sensory-challenged at the moment.

	He brought the cell to his mouth, slurred, “Bestie,” and stuffed one of his fingers into his ear. Then he lifted the phone to his free ear and mentally patted his back for his coordination skills. Ha! Who’s drunk now?

	He almost dropped the cell when a disgruntled and deep male voice grunted something through the line. Seemed as though Anthony wasn’t all that happy about the call.

	Although Tony couldn’t see him, Mason pouted. “Hey! That’s no way to talk to your best friend, you grump. You remember your best friend? The one who kicked your ass and rescued your relationship?” Okay, that had been months ago. Maybe it was low to mention it again and again, but he loved to pick on Tony. And if he had to blackmail his friend into picking him up... so be it.

	“Who the fuck are you? It’s the middle of the night, and I’m asleep, you loon.”

	Huh. He knew Anthony had a special ringtone for close friends so he would know who was calling without looking at his cell. Mason’s song was It’s Raining Men. “It’s me. Lovely Mason. Come on, Tony, stop the whining and be a good friend. It’s only one-thirty in the morning. I’m out of money. You have to pick me up at Tangled. That’s a club, by the way.” He closed his eyes and leaned his head against the wall.

	“I’d never have guessed. The music wasn’t a hint at all. But I’m not going to pick you up, dude.”

	“Dude?” Mason rubbed his eyes. Had Anthony been watching one of those cheap soaps and swiped some of their vocabulary? The judge usually never talked like that. “Tony, please! You’re not still pissed at me because I took Aiden to the adult shop, are you? I swear it was his idea.” Yup, he needed to stop lying. Karma was a bitch, especially to Mason. “I’m going to make it up to you. I can... uh... what do you want me to do?”

	“I’m pissed because you woke me up. If you want to make it up to me, stop harassing me and...”

	Oh, no! That wasn’t a good direction for Anthony’s thoughts. “Don’t leave me hanging. I need you to pick me up, or that scary guy I knocked out in the restroom will come after me to collect that blow job I promised but couldn’t deliver. He was gross, with a sorry excuse for a dick. But otherwise he’s huge, Tony. Like... like a bodybuilder-on-steroids huge. I’d have no chance to fight him a second time. You wouldn’t throw me to the sharks, would you? Or one shark.”

	Mason heard a deep sigh and pumped his fist into the air, wriggling his ass in a short victory dance. There was nothing more effective than appealing to Anthony’s conscience.

	“Fine. Give me half an hour. Wait in front of the club. I’m not going to chase you through a horde of drunken, horny men.” The sleepy note in Tony’s voice had vanished. He sounded odd.

	Mason shrugged it off and disconnected after a quick good-bye and random kissing sounds. He rubbed his belly. Hunger was setting in, as it always did when he drank. He could probably find peanuts at the bar, but something sugary would be better. And he was still handsome enough to flirt his way to a drink.

	Meandering through the gyrating, sweating men around him, he headed for the bar and picked a plain guy in an ill-fitting business suit. The guy would do. Mason slid onto the seat next to him, flicked his long hair back with a trained gesture of his hand, and batted his lashes.

	“Hi. I’m Mason.”

	The guy looked up and blinked in surprise, then turned to look behind himself as though he couldn’t believe Mason was talking to him. His mouth opened and closed, making him look like a fish out of water.

	Mason didn’t care. He wanted a fruity drink with an umbrella sticking out of the glass, not an eloquent bar neighbor. Before the man sitting beside him came back to his senses, Mason flagged down the bartender and ordered a cocktail and another beer for his new friend. “You’re inviting me, right? I’m about to die of thirst.” He hooked his finger into a bowl of peanuts and dragged it closer.

	The man continued his act as a mime, which Mason took as a yes.

	“Great! Thanks, buddy. So, you’re a businessman?” Mason popped a nut into his mouth.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Jeremy Brooks stared at his cell and scratched his head in confusion. He had trouble believing what he was seeing on the brightly lit screen. Mr. Hintley.

	Mason Hintley, one of the senior partners in Jeremy’s father’s law firm. The blond attractive lawyer with the icy shell and hard-assed tactics who always managed to get the best deals for his clients.

	Working as an intern for his dad, Jeremy saw Mason on a regular basis. Okay, he ogled the older, handsome man shamelessly every chance he got.

	And suddenly Mason Hintley was calling him, sounding drunk out of his mind? Worse, he was stuck at a gay bar and had no money? The severity of the situation suddenly struck Jeremy’s sleep-addled brain. He’d just promised to pick Mason up before a creep who wanted a blow job found Mason and tried to collect it.

	“Fucking hell.” Jeremy threw back the blanket and jumped out of bed. His bare feet landed on the hardwood floor with a loud thud. He donned jeans and a hoodie that he fished from a pile on his floor. Then he pushed his naked feet into his boots. On the way out of his apartment, he grabbed his keys and wallet. Thank God his roommate, Calvin, was on a business trip and couldn’t see him right then, or he’d never hear the end of it.

	Jeremy rode the elevator down to the parking garage, his leg bouncing impatiently. As soon as the doors opened, he jogged to his car. After he’d slid behind the wheel, he took the first deep breath he’d taken since leaving his bed.

	Crap. He was on his way to rescue Mason Hintley. In the middle of the night. He started the car and left the garage.

	Jeremy would never have guessed Mason drank or partied at clubs, judging by his prim appearance at work. Most of the time, he acted as though he had a stick crammed up his ass. Connecting the Mason he knew from the office with a drunk, dancing, and gay Mason wasn’t easy.

	Jeremy thought the lawyer was drop-dead gorgeous with his leanly muscled, five-foot-eight body. Nobody filled a business suit with such perfection. Mason’s honey-blond hair, always neatly styled, reached past his shoulders. Blond lashes framed his midnight-blue eyes, and a pair of equally blond thin eyebrows graced his face. Add full pink lips, a straight nose, and high cheekbones, and Jeremy hadn’t been able to stop lusting after the older man since he’d first met him.

	Jeremy had always dated men older than he was. Mason was twelve years Jeremy’s senior, and several inches shorter and slighter than his own six-foot-five ex-football-player body. Everybody who didn’t dream about sexy Mason was out of his mind, in Jeremy’s opinion. He didn’t even want to think about the possibility of the guy at the club harming Mason before Jeremy got there.

	Speeding through the dark, sleepy city, he hoped Mason stayed out of trouble. A fight at a club wasn’t something Jeremy enjoyed, although he knew how to defend himself.

	He wondered if Mason would be grateful enough for Jeremy picking him up to give him a chance at a date. He’d debated with himself for a while now whether he should chase after Mason. Usually, when Jeremy wanted something, he’d push and tug until he got it—there was no doubt he wanted Mason.

	The only reasons Jeremy hadn’t acted on his attraction were because he hadn’t known if Mr. Hintley was gay, and they were both employed by Jeremy’s father. A relationship of any sort between them could cause problems at work.

	Jeremy sighed and shook his head. After parking his car near the club, he got out quickly. He only wanted to find Mason and bring him home. Mason had sounded plastered on the phone, talking a mile a minute. Not something that had ever occurred when they’d spoken at the office. Jeremy thought his verbosity was charming and added an interesting facet to Mason’s usually composed and quiet personality.

	He looked around, taking a deep breath as he surveyed the men leaving the club. Mason was nowhere in sight.

	Where was he? Had he left? Maybe with another guy? Not that it would matter in the long run. Now he had evidence that Mason was gay, Jeremy would find a way to ask him out.

	Tangled was the gay club in town. Obviously, Mason was searching for companionship, and he wasn’t the stick-in-the-mud everybody at the office thought he was. Jeremy would not let him slip through his fingers.

	Jeremy twirled his car key around his index finger. He might as well take a quick look through the club. Maybe Mason was still having problems with the creepy guy. Or maybe he’d passed out. Or... Jeremy cut off his inner voice, paid the cover charge to the bouncer, and entered the club.

	Immediately he was slammed by music that was nothing more than a loud, obnoxious beat. Men of every shape and in varied states of nakedness danced on the floor, lounged in booths and shady corners doing God-knows-what, or nursed their drinks at the long bar.

	Jeremy lifted his palm against the blinding, flickering lights flashing through the club. As he let his gaze roam the crowd in search of Mason, a loud crash caught his attention. His gaze snapped toward the long, curved bar to his right.

	Jeremy cursed. A burly guy who looked like he should quit his gym membership was shouting and waving his hands in front of another guy’s stunned face. The second guy’s suit was rumpled, and his face looked pasty as he shook his head vigorously.

	Jeremy couldn’t hear what was being said over the cacophony of the music, but the muscular dude had a big wet spot on his shirt. His face and hair looked wet, too. Obviously, someone had showered him with a drink.

	That was when Jeremy saw him.

	Mason cowered behind a barstool, hiding from the shouting man.

	“Ah, crap.” Jeremy was in danger of getting into a bar fight after all. Determined to either break up the fight or at least get Mason out of here, he hurried down the couple of steps leading from the entrance to the dance floor. Crossing to the bar area, he walked right into the argument. He sure as hell wasn’t about to leave Mason to fight for himself.

	When the muscled guy pushed the barstool away and lunged for Mason, Jeremy grabbed the stranger’s wrist in a forceful grip and tugged him back. He hated men who thought hitting someone weaker to get what they wanted was okay. That was a cowardly move.

	“You leave him the fuck alone!” Jeremy shouted over the music, glaring and pointing his index finger at the guy’s chest.

	The thickly muscled stranger wasn’t as tall as Jeremy and obviously not the brightest bulb in the box, because he curled his hand into a fist and hauled off at Jeremy.

	Jeremy quickly shifted his body so the swinging fist missed him by a good foot. Before he managed to strike back, Mason appeared between them. He curled his fingers into claws and tried to attack the stranger. Not a good idea. Although Mason was no weakling, he was still much slighter than his attacker.

	Wrapping his arms around Mason’s waist, Jeremy tugged him back against his chest and pivoted them both around, shielding Mason with his own body.

	He waited for a blow to his back, but that blow never came. A glance over his shoulder confirmed that, fortunately, the bouncers had arrived. Three of them wrestled the aggressive guy to the ground.

	One of the three shot Jeremy a glare. “You better get your boy out of here. We don’t need troublemakers here.” He followed his two colleagues, who dragged Mason’s attacker away.

	Straightening, Jeremy held a suddenly limp Mason securely in his arms. Mason’s head lolled back to rest against Jeremy’s shoulder while he gripped Jeremy’s arms where they crossed his stomach. Poor baby. Jeremy squeezed him gently. “I’ve got you.” He dipped his chin at the third suited guy who’d been involved in the fight. “Hey! Do you know how much he had to drink?”

	The guy’s eyes rounded. “Me? No. I don’t even know him. He sat beside me and—”

	“Quit fucking with me and tell me what he drank while he coincidentally sat beside you.” Jeremy growled. His glare must’ve been mean enough, because the suit jumped back and his eyes widened even more.

	“Uh, I ordered him some cocktails.”

	“How much are some? I’m going to take care of him, and I need to know what to expect.”

	“Two? Three? I didn’t count, okay? He was alone, and he flirted with me. I’m going through a dry spell at the moment.” He shrugged. The dude even had the balls to cross his arms indignantly in front of his chest. “Who cares anyway? Are you his boyfriend? You pissed he went out without you?”

	Squinting in anger, Jeremy scooped Mason into his arms bridal style and pushed through the crowd on the dance floor. He hurried up the steps. “Fucking unbelievable. Who offers a clearly drunken man more alcohol in order to get laid? What a pig.” No wonder the guy was having a dry spell.

	When Jeremy carried Mason out of the club, the cool air of the February night woke him, and he began to struggle against Jeremy’s grip.

	“Shhh... it’s okay. I’ve got you. Nobody’s going to hurt you, I promise.” He smiled down at Mason, trying to soothe him. Their breaths made little clouds in the crisp air. Jeremy suppressed a shudder.

	Mason blinked in utter confusion, closed his eyes, opened them again, and frowned. “Brooks? Jeremy Brooks? What... what are you doing here? And where is here exactly? Why are you carrying me?” Mason let his head fell against Jeremy’s chest again. “You’re a strong one.”

	Jeremy chuckled. “Here is in front of Tangled. The club. I’m carrying you because your legs aren’t cooperating.”

	His adorable load huffed, showing a fraction of his usual bite. “Nonsense. My legs are fine. Put me down. I’ve already acted enough like a cheap heroine tonight.”

	“Cheap heroine?” What was Mason talking about?

	“Yeah. You know, those helpless blonde girls in the romance novels who cling to their strong men’s arms?”

	Not Jeremy’s preferred entertainment, but his mom had a stash of those novels. “Ah. Yeah, sure. What about them?”

	“I was the blond dumb bimbo out of a romance novel tonight. Fought for my virtue against the sleazy, bad guy. Kicked him in his balls. Now you’re carrying me. Hey, does that make you my knight in shining armor?” The little flirt batted his lashes. Mason was probably so plastered he wouldn’t remember his behavior in the morning.

	Jeremy didn’t know if that made him happy or not. “Yes. Knight in shining armor. That’s me. Have no fear. You and your virtue are safe with me.” A light snore reached his ears. Jeremy snickered, amused.

	He juggled the man in his arms awkwardly as he fished his keys out of his pocket and pressed the fob. He placed Mason carefully in the back seat. Then he searched Mason’s pockets for an ID, because he had no idea where the lawyer lived.

	It was bad luck that Mason woke up during the body search, a certain body part of him more sober than the rest.

	Jeremy saw the outline of Mason’s hard-on through his tight pants—so tight they looked sprayed on. When he lifted his gaze, Mason regarded him with glittering, dark-blue eyes. A mischievous smile played around his pouty lips. Uh-oh. Jeremy was in trouble.

	Mason lifted his hips, probably trying to get his groin in contact with Jeremy’s hand. Not a good idea.

	“Mason, please stop that. You’re too drunk to play with me.”

	“Aww, come on. You’re my knight. The damsel in distress is offering her virtue to you. You can’t say no.” Mason whined and wriggled enticingly.

	Jeremy bit the inside of his cheek to stop himself from laughing. He suspected that would only encourage him. “Not now. The back seat’s not a good place for any virtue offering.”

	Mason scrunched up his nose. “Did you skip your teenage years, man?” He stretched out in a feline fashion, a come-hither look on his face. Then Mason ruined his seductive performance by nearly rolling off the back seat onto the floor. Only Jeremy gripping him in the nick of time prevented him from falling.

	Mason grunted and flung his arm over his head. “Maybe you’re right, baby. I’m feeling woozy. We have to postpone the ravishing. You can fuck me at home, though. Always thought you were hot. I bet you hide something big inside those jeans.” With that, Mason yawned and fell back asleep.

	Jeremy shook his head and gently brushed a blond strand out of Mason’s face. God, he was beautiful. He threw a blanket over Mason’s sleeping form to keep him warm. Drunk and sleepy people often felt cold after a while.

	With a deep sigh, Jeremy climbed behind the wheel and drove off. He wouldn’t search through Mason’s pockets again. He was far too tempting in this drunken state of horniness, and Jeremy was only a man. No need to tempt fate.

	Instead, Jeremy returned to his own apartment. Mason would have to stay with him. With Calvin out of town until the next day, Jeremy would leave his bed to Mason and crash in Calvin’s room. Fortunately, it was Saturday, and Jeremy didn’t need to go to work tomorrow.

	The drive back was quick and silent, his companion still asleep. Jeremy hoped that would last a while. Carrying a struggling, drunk, and horny man all the way from his car up into his apartment wouldn’t be much fun. Maybe it sounded like fun when one read about it in a novel, or saw it in a film. In real life, the experience sucked. He knew, because he’d once carried Calvin’s drunk ass from the garage to their apartment.

	Turned out Mason was a kitten. Jeremy simply lifted the sleeping man out of the car, carried him into the elevator, and pressed the top button. Maybe Mason’s humor was contagious—they really looked exactly like the couples on those silly novel covers. Except Jeremy’s heroine was a hero and hid a dick.

	Okay, he wasn’t hiding it exactly, considering Mason’s choice of pants. He looked like a walking wet dream in his pink shirt and white pants that molded his tight ass.

	Jeremy hoped none of his neighbors saw them like that. Not that he was shy about being gay. However, one or two of his snobbish neighbors might call the police if they saw him carrying an unconscious man up to his apartment.

	The elevator dinged a second before the doors opened. Jeremy left the elevator. All of his neighbors were either asleep—like every sane person should be at three in the night—or out partying.

	It took some fumbling, but Jeremy managed to open the door without dropping Mason. Jeremy carried him toward the bedroom, but Mason suddenly woke up and flailed his arms.

	“I’m sick!” Mason pressed his palm over his mouth.

	“Crap.” Jeremy hurried into the bathroom, where he lowered Mason to the floor in front of the john just in time.

	Mason bent over and hurled. He coughed and spat between awful retching sounds. His hands gripped the porcelain bowl. His body shook under the force of his gagging.

	Jeremy rubbed circles on his back. “Let it out. I’ve got you.” With his free hand he grabbed Mason’s long hair to prevent it from getting filthy. He wrinkled his nose at the stench.

	Jeremy wasn’t in any position to take a shower with a naked and drunk Mason just to clean the guy up. Thinking about naked and soapy skin was so wrong when the object of his desire was busy tossing his cookies.

	After a while, Mason’s gagging turned to dry heaving. Jeremy grabbed a washcloth, wetted it with cold water, and gently cleaned Mason’s face.

	Mason leaned back against Jeremy’s chest with a deep, exhausted sigh. It looked as though he’d lost the last of his strength as the alcohol left his body. He’d passed out again, but his breathing was steady.

	Jeremy rinsed the washcloth, then took it with him when he carried Mason into the bedroom. After carefully lowering him on the bed, Jeremy placed the cold cloth on Mason’s forehead. Maybe that would help lessen the hangover Mason would surely suffer when he woke up in the morning.

	Thinking of hangovers, Jeremy returned to the bathroom, filled a glass with water, and retrieved a pill that would be a preventative measure against headaches. He placed them both on the bedside table.

	Assessing his guest, Jeremy puffed out a deep breath. He had to get Mason out of his clothes. Sleeping in tight pants wasn’t comfortable, and Mason would need all the comfort he could get.

	At least, that was what Jeremy told himself. His desire to undress Mason had nothing to do with his hardening cock. Nope. Lusting after an unconscious man wasn’t cool. He felt bad enough for what he was about to do.

	Jeremy opened the button fly of Mason’s pants and cursed immediately when his knuckles brushed against naked skin. As if he needed even more temptation, Mason was going commando.

	Jeremy tried to ignore the smooth obviously waxed skin of Mason’s groin and failed epically. Jeremy had a weakness for smooth skin. He imagined licking and tasting, leaving dark marks on that small, naked piece of flesh.

	Mentally kicking his balls, Jeremy hooked his fingers under the waistband of Mason’s pants and tugged them down long, sinewy legs. From mid-thigh down, a smattering of soft, fuzzy blond hair covered them.

	Jeremy lightly touched those curls and let his gaze travel over Mason’s lower body. Between his thighs rested Mason’s slender, semi-erect penis.

	Jeremy swore right there and then that he would taste him when Mason was conscious again. After a proper date. Mason’s other facet intrigued Jeremy even more than his lawyer persona already did. How did Mason switch between the two so easily? Or maybe it wasn’t easy at all.

	Anyway, Jeremy wanted to get to know the man who combined the responsible lawyer with the crazy clubber.

	With trembling fingers, Jeremy lifted the hem of Mason’s pink shirt. Only then did he notice the print on the fabric. It was a big gray screw with the word Wanna printed above it and a question mark underneath. Jeremy snorted quietly and tugged the shirt over Mason’s head.

	The answer to that question was a big yes. But not tonight. Mason needed sleep, much sleep. Maybe even a gallon of water and a bottle of pills in the morning, as well as a shower and a toothbrush. Then they would talk about dating.

	Mason’s chest was equally smooth and lightly tanned, but not excessively so. Small, rosy nipples pebbled under the chilly air in the room. Jeremy admired two nicely shaped pecs and a flat belly. Mason looked like a sleek jungle cat, with his long legs, slender waist and shoulders wide enough for his build. Mason couldn’t sleep like that—naked and... gorgeous.

	Jeremy stood up, reluctantly peeling his gaze off Mason’s body, and got one of his boxers out of the drawer. They’d be too big on Mason, but they were still better than waking up naked in a strange bed. Or maybe Mason woke up in strange beds regularly, given the way he’d drunk himself unconscious in a club full of horny men. Jeremy grinned and shook his head.

	After awkwardly dressing Mason in his boxers, he wrapped him in his blanket to keep him warm through the night.

	With a last brush through Mason’s soft hair and a kiss to his temple, Jeremy left the room. He left the door slightly ajar so he could hear, in case his guest needed something during the night.

	Jeremy cleaned up in Calvin’s bathroom, then slipped under the covers of his friend’s bed. Calvin would be home around eight, which meant Jeremy had roughly five hours to rest. He groaned and punched the pillow into submission, then tried to sleep. The image of Mason’s naked body in his bed sleeping just on the other side of the wall wouldn’t leave his head, though, and it was some time before his tired body succumbed.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Mason regretted waking up as soon as he peeled his eyes open. The bright light falling through a gap in the curtains pierced his sore eyes and fried his brain like a chicken wing in hot oil.

	Ugh. Better not think about chicken wings or he’d hurl. The way his mouth tasted, he’d already had the joy of experiencing the loss of his stomach contents. He had both a hangover and the headache of the year. Or the century. And he... had no idea where he was.

	“What in the dickens...”

	Although Mason was a club bunny and went wild with the men he met there on occasion, he never went home with them. He preferred his sex to be anonymous—at the clubs or in a back alley. Or, if he was in a generous mood, in a hotel.

	So where was he? He couldn’t remember all that much from last night. Mason groaned and palmed his face. Anthony would kill him for acting so recklessly. Since his sugary sweet HEA with Aiden, Anthony wanted everybody to be as happily in love as he was.

	No thanks. Mason had tried commitment in his youth. He thought only a masochist would enjoy that.

	Sitting up and looking around the foreign bedroom, he saw what classified as a student’s lair. Minus the cheap furniture. The wooden bed and wardrobe, coated with a white finish, looked pricey. A huge sports bag from an expensive brand rested beside the desk. And two barbells lay on the floor beside the dresser.

	The sporty guy who owned this room wasn’t one of those poor suckers who had to sell a kidney to pay for college and accommodation. But it was still the room of a student.

	Two high piles of clothes rested in one corner. Mason guessed that was the typical method every single man in his twenties practiced. One pile for dirty and in need of a wash, the second pile for dirty but still wearable. He’d done it himself when he’d lived with Anthony in the dorms, and later in their tiny shoebox-like apartment after his unfortunate incident with the Bunsen burner. Ha. That had been a real student experience. Not like this posh room with its high-quality furniture.

	The bed Mason sat in was a king-size with a comfortable mattress, thick pillows, and soft sheets in a calming blue shade. Mason couldn’t see any used condoms, lube bottles, or toys. Plus, he wasn’t sore. Either he’d topped—not likely—or he hadn’t had penetrative sex. Which was a relief, because Mason couldn’t remember sleeping with anybody last night. Who knew if he’d thought about using protection in his inebriated condition?

	Mason put his head in his hands. Oh, God, he had to go to the clinic to be sure. Again. That would be the... what? Second time this year? Given that it was only February, he should think about joining a monastery.

	Mason pressed his head into the soft pillow and groaned. Not because his head fucking hurt—which it still did—but because the pillow smelled divine. Cologne, musk, and man.

	When he moved underneath the covers, he became aware of another detail. With trembling fingers, he lifted the blanket and confirmed that, yup, he only wore his boxers. Wait, Mason didn’t even own any boxers. He only wore tight briefs or the occasional jockstrap.

	Double crap. Strange boxers hugging his ass and privates meant that he’d undressed at some point, and that he’d done God-knew-what. Maybe it was better he couldn’t remember anything.

	“Finally awake?”

	Startled by the deep, male voice, Mason scrambled around and let out an unmanly squeak—one he’d deny later, even under oath. His sudden movement caused his naked legs to tangle in the sheets. In a frantic effort to free himself, he rolled off the mattress and landed on the hardwood floor with a painful thud.

	“Ow! Fuck.” Mason held his head. He grabbed the mattress and pulled himself into a sitting position until he saw his host over the edge of the bed. “Fucking headache. Can’t even drink anymore without feeling like—” The rest of the sentence died a strangled death in his throat.

	Leaning against the door frame, dressed in casual sweatpants and a white wife beater, stood Jeremy. Jeremy Brooks. The twenty-four-year old son of Mason’s boss.

	Mason’s voice dropped to
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