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      Tessa Hartley has a great job, a great condo and a great life. What she needs is a great boyfriend—someone who will help repair her image after the last loser she took home, to be her plus-one at her sister’s wedding. Also, said sister is marrying Tessa’s ex. Yep. Without time to date, she follows a friend’s advice to use an escort service. Why not rent a hot man for a long weekend?

      Maverick James wants to prove to his twin brother isn’t up for the task of stepping up to rule his family’s company. When he learns his brother is moonlighting as an escort, he figures he’s got the best opportunity to expose him. But a curvy redhead makes him think twice about his plan. She expects him to accompany her to Hawaii for a weekend—fine with him. But when she explains sleeping together isn’t part of the deal, he’s eager to show her just how talented he really is.
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      “I can’t believe you’re suggesting I hire an escort as my plus-one to Julie’s wedding,” Tessa Hartley said, turning away from the sleek computer monitor to face her assistant Megan.

      “Why not?” Megan tossed her lustrous blonde hair to the side. “The wedding is in one week and you don’t have a date. You have the money, why not use it?”

      Tessa slowly swiveled her chair, her heart racing. One week and her younger sister Julie would marry Harry Chamberlain, Tessa’s ex-boyfriend. Well, they dated for several months before she made the mistake of introducing him to Julie—who charmed his pants off, literally.

      And now, a year later, she’d have to face her sister and her ex for the first time. Worst of all, in Hawaii. Could life get any worse? She’d have no support system or friends to bitch to nearby. Of course not.

      Everyone would be fawning over Julie. Questions about Tessa’s love life would ensue. She’d turned thirty and made junior partner at the immigration law firm. She spoke fluent Spanish, bought herself a condo that was small but located in a lavish Austin neighborhood. Why was she still single?

      And her twenty-five-year-old sister was getting married.

      “The last guy I took home wasn’t particularly helpful,” she said, remembering the man she took to meet her parents six months ago in Houston. She’d dated him for a few weeks and thought there was no harm in introducing him to her parents. Well, she also didn’t know he had an alcohol problem which became the main subject of the dinner party after he confessed to a bunch of strangers he’d gotten not one, but two DWIs in the past. No wonder he Ubered everywhere.

      Megan sat on the desk. “Yes, but now you can take control. You don’t have to sweat because you’re dating a guy who may or may not be a loser. You hire an escort and can make him whatever you want him to be.”

      “Hmmm… What about later? When they ask me what happened to him down the line?”

      “Later won’t matter. You can make an excuse. But at least at the wedding you don’t have to be the poor single sister after Julie snatched your guy,” Megan said, waving her hands. Behind her, the nice, scenic view of downtown Austin on a Friday morning.

      Tessa drew in a breath. She didn’t care that she didn’t have a boyfriend—she’d had a few, and whether they made for short or long relationships, they all disappointed her at the end. They always complained about how much she worked, and as she grew professionally, they grew to resent her for her success.

      Maybe she’d taken after her mother and had high expectations for people. But she’d have a better time if she didn’t have to explain her singledom to every family member who flew to Hawaii.

      She glanced at the virtual spread of men and reached for the mouse. “Hmmm….”

      Megan leaned down to see closer, squealing. “Do an advanced search,” Megan suggested. “What do you want?”

      “A man who looks like Brad Pitt, minus the drop-dead gorgeous ex and six children.” She wanted to have kids of her own one day, but six stepchildren was a lot to handle. “Someone who has Colin Firth’s old-world charm, Jason Mamoa’s sex appeal, and Warren Buffet’s checking account,” she added with amusement.

      Megan chuckled. “I’d settle for a guy with a job and a big dick, but hey, priorities.”

      “I’m not seeing anyone’s dick, though, right? I mean, I can’t sleep with a complete stranger,” she said, mildly worried. She’d hate to feel like she really paid a man to have sex with her—pretending was one thing, but she couldn’t face that truth in the bedroom. Sleeping with a sex worker was out of question.

      Megan kept throwing her some choices, and she denied every one of them, until…

      “Stop,” she said on page fifteen.

      On the top of the page, the profile picture of a man with hypnotic blue eyes got her attention. She quickly squared her shoulders, her female parts taking a note of that profile. Damn. A tall glass of water, as her mother would say—or perhaps in this case vodka, or a double shot of whiskey.

      She reached for the mouse, feeling her throat tight and dry. Megan said something, which she ignored. She clicked on the profile. Wow. He had two full body pictures, one in a suit that was like an erotic image for most women—a five-piece gray suit, with a nice tie and shoes that looked that had just been polished. The other picture…

      “Fuck me,” Megan said.

      Shirtless, he was like a personal trainer. Broad shoulders and delicious muscles carved on a nicely tanned skin, narrowing down into the swim trunks. His arms were thick, muscly, and virile as every inch of him. Her gaze slid up to his face, and those eyes captured her once more. A straight nose and white teeth completed the package. Great smile. He could sell toothpaste.

      “He’s on premium,” she said, alerted to the small, flashing widget next to his profile picture. “Probably costs more than the others.”

      “Can you blame him?” Megan fanned herself. “I might save for that kind of entertainment once you’re done with him. Who needs a 401k?”

      Tessa touched the computer screen, excitement shooting up her arm. “Hey. Stay away from my wedding date,” she said. “And go grab my wallet. I’m about to book Mr.ModernFantasy.”
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      Maverick James scratched his head. He’d used his convenient identical twin looks to ask the janitor to open the door of Dylan’s apartment. He’d meant to wake him up for a serious conversation… he’d driven all the way from Houston to Austin in the morning with the intent of figuring out what his brother had been doing with his life—and possibly convince him to decline their parent’s crazy suggestion to have them both run their company after they retired. On the following Tuesday, his parents had summoned them both and their lawyers for a meeting.

      Dirt on Dylan had to be worthy of showing his parents they couldn’t entrust the power of their oil company empire to him. Maverick had interned as a convenience shop worker at sixteen, and now, at thirty-four, had climbed all the way to the CFO of the company. He attended meetings, visited oil platforms, flew around Texas to check on projects and meet with vendors and investors. He’d done all the homework, and a couple of nights ago, when his parents told him they’d like to step back completely from the company and give their stocks to both Maverick and Dylan, Maverick had been upset.

      What had Dylan done all his life? Used his looks and family wealth to get ahead.

      Dylan knew nothing about the company and would run it to the ground if he had access.

      Dylan was a glorified bum.

      “Dylan,” Maverick called, opening the door. He strode into the lofty apartment, decorated with several accent pieces from exotic locations Dylan had visited on his parents’ dime. His footfalls echoed through the space, and he walked up to his brother’s room, calling his name once more.

      He knocked the door a couple of times, just in case Dylan had company.

      After a few seconds, he twisted the door handle and opened it.

      Besides rumpled sheets, there was no evidence of his brother in the bedroom. Pieces of clothes were scattered all over the room, but the en-suite bathroom was empty. Hmmm. Seven a.m. and his brother wasn’t home. Maybe he slept at a girlfriend’s place.

      He rummaged through the drawers. A part of him hoped to find something that would clue him in on why Dylan had been so elusive during their last conversations. Usually when he became evasive, he was up to something. Like when he’d acted distant and married a stripper in Vegas. Or when he’d avoided his family and never told them he illegally bought a tiger cub and took it to their family ranch.

      Another part of him hoped he wouldn’t find coke or any other illicit drug.

      Maverick sighed. He’d been born three seconds earlier, yet sometimes felt like the weight of the world sat on his shoulders as he had to babysit Dylan.

      Half an hour later, nothing in the room screamed trouble. Sure, the generous stash of condoms and sex toys was concerning, but who was Maverick to judge? He was no saint himself and enjoyed fucking like the next person. Well, maybe a little bit more than the next person.

      Maverick eyed the computer. Of course. How had he not thought of it before?

      He flicked it on, and the wallpaper of an old gangster movie popped up.

      No password required. Typical Dylan.

      A twinge of guilt stabbed at Maverick, but he brushed it aside, sitting on the chair in front of the desk. Sneaking was for the greater good. What if his brother outdid himself this time? What if—

      “Well, well.”

      In Dylan’s inbox, several emails from ModernMenforRent appeared. He clicked on one of them, which took him to another window.

      In a few minutes, he read the email and got the gist of the story. Some woman in Austin had paid his brother to be her date at a wedding event this weekend. She’d meet him in the Houston airport, where they’d fly to Hawaii together. What the fuck?

      My brother, a sex worker? Maverick pondered. Dylan had always enjoyed sex, and now at least he got paid for it, but… this would be horrific for business. His parents would be livid, but also, if news got out, this could drag the company’s name through the mud. He’s already fucking the company and he isn’t even working there yet.

      Maverick glanced at his watch. The flight to Hawaii would depart that afternoon, and she was meant to meet Dylan in a couple hours at the airport. Damn it. He slammed the desk.

      The sound of a door opening caught his attention. He dished out his phone, snapped a couple of shots of the computer screen and dashed to the entrance.

      His twin entered his apartment, his hair—a tad longer than Maverick’s—disheveled, and holding a can of Red Bull. “Mav? What are you doing here, man?”

      “I came to have a chat with you.”

      Dylan tossed the can of Red Bull in his bin of recyclables, then opened the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water. “These chats usually require alcohol, but unfortunately, I’m tapped out.”

      “Good. You’ll need sobriety.” He pulled a chair from the breakfast nook and sat. “An escort? What the hell were you thinking?”

      Dylan scratched his head. “Ah. That’s why you’re here, for the come-to-Jesus meeting. What happened, did one of your friends find me on the site?” He lifted an eyebrow. “A girlfriend, perhaps?”

      “No.” The fact Dylan found this situation amusing only aggravated him more. But if he told him he’d gone through his things, he’d lose the upper hand. Sucking air, he drummed his fingers on the table. “How I found out doesn’t matter now. What were you thinking?”

      “You always said I should work for my money. What’s so bad about capitalizing on my talent?”

      “I told you to use your fucking degree,” Maverick said. Images of party boy Dylan at college flashed in his mind. He’d done his own share of partying, but his bro always took it to the next level. Like he had something to prove. Maverick ran his fingers down his face, the weight of the conversation already seizing his shoulders. “Do you have any idea what could happen if anyone connects the dots? The company that our parents worked so hard for will face yet another scandal from you. With them considering retirement, this will have a different outcome than the last one. We’ll lose credibility. Stocks will go down.” Who would believe their company was doing well if one of the heirs had resorted to escorting to make money?

      A flicker of awareness crossed Dylan’s face, and his eyes darkened. He shook his head to himself, then his gaze collided with Maverick’s. “This was just fun. I didn’t mean to—”

      Maverick stood, and held up a hand. Best to take control while he was ahead. “I know. There’s still time to fix this. Take your profile offline.”

      “But I have clients scheduled and—”

      “Cancel them.”

      “You don’t understand. I accepted to go on a trip with a new client. She’ll be waiting for me at the airport and I can message her through the site, but I don’t have her cell phone.”

      A twinge of guilt pinched him, but Maverick brushed it aside. If he wanted to get rid of his brother’s lurking once and for all, a small lie was an okay price to pay. “Tell you what. I’ll deal with her. Give me her flight information, and I’ll personally make sure that this ends on a good note. I can’t have whoever this woman is pissed at you, then wanting revenge for you canceling on a short notice.”

      “You would do that?”

      Maverick patted his brother’s back. “Of course. I’ll do it for you, but this is the last time I’m helping you out. In exchange, I need you to promise me to skip that meeting Mom and Dad are having on Tuesday.”

      Dylan ran his finger into his hair, pondering. “Why would I?”

      Because not having you there will make my life easier. “It’s another pointless meeting for you, about how you should be more involved and stuff. Another come-to-Jesus meeting. If you go, you’ll show up late anyway and mess up my day. I’m just being practical and will tell them myself you have other things to do. What do you say?”
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