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        Lost Boy is an opposites attract, smaller top, size difference romance featuring a strong but gentle veterinarian and a police dog trainer with a fiery temper.

      

        

      
        Veterinarian Leo Aetos adores animals, has a great apartment in Brooklyn, and even has a favorite bar. The only thing he doesn’t have is someone to share it all with. Finding that man is easier said than done because he’s searching someone with specific needs. He needs a man who steps out of the stereotype and that's tall order. Much like he is, at well over six feet.

      

        

      
        Police dog-trainer Chris Kinney figures there’s no way he’d be anything close to what Leo wants. His last relationship failed miserably and he is sure it was his own fault. He just couldn’t be the kind of man his ex needed him to be. Worse, he struggles with his temper, and he’s not even sure he belongs in New York.

      

        

      
        Leo decides to take Chris on despite Chris's misgivings, with some help from his friends from Les’s Bar. He knows pretty much right away he’s not going to want to let Chris go. But will he be able to convince Chris they can both get what they need, and that the ex can't threaten their new relationship?
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      “Hello, is this Mr. Muffins?”

      Leo walked into the exam room where a little girl was holding an all-black cat with gorgeous golden eyes. She nodded to him, her pigtails swinging around her shoulders.

      “He’s getting fat.” She was very serious, but her father snorted a laugh.

      “We’re not overfeeding him.”

      “Okay, so, let’s see what’s the matter with him. What’s your name?” Leo took the cat and put him on the table. He was very well-behaved, well-socialized, and didn’t mind being handled. That was very helpful.

      “Amy.”

      He did a quick palp of the cat’s belly. “I think I may know…” He flipped the cat over carefully and had a look, pushing fur aside. “I have your answer. Mr. Muffins is pregnant. So…she’s not a Mr.”

      “She’s having babies?” Amy looked absolutely thrilled.

      “What?” The dad actually took a step forward he was so surprised. “He’s a she?”

      Leo nodded. “The chart says she’s an indoor cat, but has she gotten out in the last couple of months? She must have, right?”

      “Yeah, actually. She jumped out an open window, and we lost her for a couple of days. Amy was so upset. But he—she—turned up near our building, and my wife found him. Her.”

      He wasn’t sure how no one noticed a cat in heat, or why she wasn’t fixed as a kitten, but none of that mattered now so he didn’t even ask. “Well, she is now Ms. Muffins, and she’s got some babies on board. Congratulations!”

      “Wow. Okay. I was thinking tumor, so I guess this is best-case scenario.”

      He put the cat in the carrier that Amy set on the table for him and closed the door. “On the way out, stop by the front desk, and pick up the brochure on dealing with pregnant cats. And once she’s had the kittens, bring her back to get her fixed.”

      “Thank you so much, Dr. Aetos.” The dad stuck out his hand.

      “My pleasure. Good luck.”

      Amy skipped down the hall behind her dad and he followed. “Lexie? No charge for Mr. Muffins, and please change his name to Ms. Muffins and her sex to female in the chart.”

      Lexie laughed. “You got it. You off the clock?”

      “Yes. I am going home. But before I go, can you order me some more scrubs?”

      “Sure. Let’s see… size super extra crazy tall, right?”

      “You got it. And husky.”

      Lexie laughed again. “Husky. I like it.”

      “Do they have Minions?”

      “Uh…” Lexie started scrolling. “Captain America?”

      “I have those.”

      Lexie pushed her dark bangs out of her eyes. “Kermit the Frog…”

      “Got ’em.” He loved them too. They were actually fuzzy pajamas, not scrubs, and they were comfy.

      “Sully?”

      Hold up. “Ooh. Yes. Get me Sully. But do they have Minions?”

      “I don’t see Minions except in normal big people sizes. Not Hulk.”

      “I have the Hulk.” He had several pairs in fact, because people thought they were funny and gave them to him as gifts all the time. He would never run out of Hulk pants. He sighed. “You know, are Minions really too much to ask for?”

      “Hey, they have Little Mermaid!”

      “No shit? In my size?”

      “They totally do.”

      That was a no-brainer. “Well, I need those. Obviously.”

      “Obviously. Is that enough for now?”

      “I guess so. But I’m going to keep asking about Minions, so keep your eye out.”

      “If I see them, I’ll just order them.”

      “Perfect. Thanks, Lexie.”

      “You got it, King of the Jungle.”

      He rolled his eyes. There wasn’t a big, tall, or giant joke he hadn’t heard. Not one. But they were all in good fun, and he didn’t mind.

      There was no reason to get all caught up in drama when there was so much joy out there to discover, after all.

      He changed out of his Lightning McQueen scrubs and clogs and into blue jeans and boots making his six-foot-four frame even taller, pulled on a clean T-shirt and his jacket, and headed out into the still-cold early-spring evening.

      He got on the subway and had two stops to make up his mind before the train took him home. If he got off and changed trains, he’d leave Brooklyn and head into Manhattan where he’d spend his evening at Les’s Bar.

      Or, he could go home, curl up on his couch, and watch a movie.

      One stop… two stops…

      Oh why not? He got off and switched trains.

      The bar would be warm, busy, and a decent place to spend an evening. There was something about Les’s—not fancy, but absolutely not a dive. It was simply a good place for men of his predilections to hang out.

      The only drawback, living in Brooklyn, was the bar was a bit of a trip. But he always sprung for a ride home. He could afford it, and at the end of the week, he deserved a little treat.

      He got off the subway and walked the last couple of blocks, arriving after happy hour, but it wasn’t too late to order a bite to eat. He smiled as soon as he walked in the door, glad he’d decided to come out. He was always so relaxed here. He glanced at the booths where they normally sat people that wanted to eat but walked right by them.

      He just didn’t fit. He always ate at the bar.

      “Master Leo! How’s it going?” One of the bartenders offered him a warm smile. “Good to see you.”

      “Drew.” He smiled. “Always good to see you. May I please look at your menu?” He always asked to look even though he practically had it memorized. “And whatever cabernet you have open. Thank you.”

      “Of course, Sir.” In moments, he had a glass of wine and a menu, along with a warm smile.

      “Thank you, boy.” Drew was adorable, and every sub in here knew just how unattached he was, so he got a lot of hopeful smiles. He wasn’t that guy, though. He didn’t take just anyone home for some fun. He had a weird tendency to crush on adorable subs whether they were really suited to his needs or not.

      He couldn’t help it. He didn’t just like people; he fell a little bit for almost everyone.

      “Dude, did you hear about Master Neil’s friend?” One of the little ones was gossiping to his bar mate. “My Master took me to the diner, and we saw him. He’s crazy, man. You can see it in his eyes.”

      “Boy.” He interrupted in an admonishing tone. “I don’t think that kind of gossip appropriate in this setting.” Neil probably wouldn’t appreciate it.

      One of them whispered, “Dammit,” while the other said, “Sorry, Sir!” in a tone so bright it was ridiculous.

      Neil was in law enforcement, if he remembered correctly. It didn’t seem like Neil would have an unstable friend who worked in a diner. But then, one of Neil’s partners was a doctor, so anything was possible.

      They weren’t at the bar often, honestly. He saw them once a quarter, maybe. Isaac didn’t seem like the bar type.

      He looked the menu over and put it down, waving Drew back to him. “Spaghetti and meatballs, please. And what is this about Neil’s friend? Is Neil okay?”

      “Master Neil? Oh, they’re talking about Chris. He’s a dog trainer. He’s from… somewhere with mountains. His apartment flooded, and he’s been staying with the three of them. I’d question more if Master Isaac is okay…”

      “Four of them under one roof? That’s a lot. A dog trainer is cool though.” It sucked to lose an apartment, though. “You’re probably right about Isaac; he’s a routine guy.”

      “Yes, Sir. Very much, and Alain and Neil are up and out at four a.m., while Chris is a night owl, so…”

      “Oof. That sounds terrible.” He shook his head. “Why are they saying he’s… unstable?”

      “He’s a bit of a wild one, that’s all. You know, a little bit of a drinker, one of those ‘I’ll submit if you can force me’ types.”

      He lifted one eyebrow. “Oh yeah? So, no Dom of his own, I take it.” Interesting. He wasn’t sure what “wild” really meant though. “I’m sure Isaac loves that.”

      Isaac could put his foot down, but he wasn’t one for a fight. He knew that much.

      Drew shook his head, lips twisting. “No, Sir. They were in here a few nights ago, and Master Isaac took Alain home.”

      “Hm. Maybe I’ll give Neil a call and see if he needs some help.” He could take the boy out for an evening, give them all a break. He knew his way around a willful sub; they’d be all right for an evening.

      “Somewhere with mountains” made it sound like the boy didn’t have anywhere else to go.

      “Oh, you are the sweetest man, Sir. Let me put your order in. Xavier’s in a great mood, so the food should rock.”

      “Tell him extra garlic.” He wasn’t going to be kissing anyone tonight.

      Leo pulled out his phone and scrolled through his contacts to see if he had Neil. Neil was a switch, an interesting guy. They’d flirted a little once, but he backed off when he found out about Neil’s needs. He knew he had a problem with investing in subs, and that would have been a poor investment for both of them.

      Neil was a fascinating person, though, and could tell stories about when he’d been a cop for days. Now that he co-owned a diner with his lover, Leo could only imagine how amazing the stories had become.

      He didn’t have Neil’s number. Hm. “Hey, Drew? Can you find me the number for Neil and Alain’s diner? Or even Isaac’s number would work.”

      “Let me get Les for you, Sir. He’ll be able to help you.” Oh, good boy—protecting their customers.

      He ought to have known better. “Of course. Thank you.” Drew ducked through a swinging door, and Leo waited for Les. Just as well, because Les might have more details. Maybe he was overstepping by thinking he could help. It was possible that Neil wouldn’t want it, of course.

      But Neil was capable of saying “No, thank you,” and being perfectly polite about it.

      Les came out from his office, a smile on his face. “Dr. Aetos! Welcome.”

      He stood and offered a friendly hand to shake. “If it isn’t the Les, of Les’s Bar.” He grinned. “Good to see you.”

      Les bowed, then snorted. “It’s good to be seen. Sorry about Drew. We have rules about giving out information, and he is… scrupulously honest.”

      “No, Drew did exactly the right thing, I ought to have known better. I overheard something about Neil having a challenging visitor, and I thought I might be able to help. I can contact him another way. Stop by the diner, maybe.” The food was amazing, it would be a worthwhile trip.

      “Yes. Oddly enough, Isaac had to take Alain out when they were here, and I believe Neil and his company are staying in a hotel…”

      “Oh my. That’s worse than what I’d imagined. Did you meet this friend when they were here?” Maybe volunteering to help was a poor idea.

      “I did. He’s…” Les pursed his lips. “Not a man you would take as a submissive. He’s very willful, strong, hungry for a struggle and unapologetically so.”

      Not a man he’d take as a sub. Interesting. “Is he actually a sub? Or is he just a guy with issues?”

      “Neil seems… very sure. Incredibly sure.”

      “Hmm. It sounds to me like Neil has a problem.”

      “Yes, well—we do know that is an issue for our friend, don’t we?”

      He nodded. “Do you have any sense how long this guy is going to be in town?”

      “Oh, he worked with Neil. He trains K9 dogs for the police.”

      That probably meant that Neil was going to get the guy a job. “So… permanently. Issac must be a wreck. I barely know him, but I know enough.”

      Les rolled his eyes, but his smile was fond. “Hopefully things will work out quickly. Isaac hates being at odds with Neil.”

      “I’m going to drop by the diner. I kind of like the headstrong ones. They can be fun. Maybe I can give them a night off. Thanks for all the info.”

      Drew came out with a plate of pasta and meatballs that made his mouth water from three feet away. “Oh. Come to papa.”

      “Enjoy, Sir! Let me know if you need anything else.”

      “Let me know how things go with Neil. I’m interested.” Les tapped the bar. “Enjoy your dinner. Always good to see you.”

      He nodded and managed to say thanks around his bite of meatball.

      Dinner at the diner tomorrow. That was a plan. The rest he’d play by ear. He didn’t mind. It sounded like fun.
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      “Go home, Neil. I’m fine, man. I’m not suicidal. I’m not a drama llama. I’m not going to have a meltdown. I’m going into the kennels every day to play with dogs.” Chris loved Neil, he did, but the son of a bitch was a… well, he was a mama bear, always worrying.

      He didn’t want that pressure. He just wanted to love on the dogs and find a place where he could have a dog of his own, a dry floor, and where it didn’t smell of mold.

      “Chris, you spend fourteen hours a day, seven days a week at your job. Then you work out, drink a protein shake, and crash. I’ve watched you.”

      “Don’t need a mom, man. I’m fine.” He was fine as frog hair. He had a better life than most, right? Right.

      “Playing with dogs isn’t going to fill your time, Chris. After that, what? You’re going to sit here in your hotel room alone? I don’t like it. You don’t do downtime well.”

      “I—Seriously? I’m a grown-up. Butthead. I haven’t gotten arrested.”

      “The last time you were alone for four hours you ended up spending $1200.00 on a tattoo.”

      He shrugged. “It’s good ink.”

      The piece was a big mural of animals, all in black and white and gray.

      “Fine, it’s good ink. But it was a lot of money for an impulsive investment.” Neil sighed. “I need to get some sleep; I have to be at the diner early. You’re coming with me.” Neil pulled a pair of neatly folded pajamas out of a dresser drawer.

      His side of the room was more… beautifully chaotic.

      “Says who? I’m paying for the hotel room, man. Why are you so fucking pissed at me?” He hadn’t flooded his damn apartment. He hadn’t ended up at their damn apartment on purpose. He hadn’t asked for any of this, no matter what Zack said.

      Neil sighed, and it was a long, heavy, thoughtful one. “I’m not pissed. Okay? I’m just tired.”

      Uh-huh. He knew Neil too well. He could smell that bullshit a mile away.

      “So go home to your men. I promise to hang out in this room until tomorrow morning, and then I’ll continue with the apartment search, cool?” He wanted a beer. A joint. Something. If he didn’t have the best fucking job on earth, he’d just pack up his shit and get on a plane to anywhere.

      But how many people trained the most amazing dogs on earth?

      He loved those crazy beasts.

      “I’m staying, so stop telling me not to. Pick a movie or something. I’ll watch through my eyelids.”

      “You’re a mother hen.” And he knew that Neil’s feelings were hurt that his doctor hadn’t gone full-on Dom and called him home.

      Little Alain was in a panic, and Chris still wasn’t sure what he’d done in Isaac’s eyes that was bad enough to be expelled, excommunicated, what have you. Possibly mouthed off, although it could be just that he was in contact with the police and that worried the fuck out of the doc.

      “You need a mother hen. Or a daddy Dom. Someone to tell you what’s what.” Neil was grinning as he stretched out on the bed. “For real.”

      “You need to mind your business and go let your doc beat your ass, buddy.” He blew Neil a kiss.

      Neil snorted. “I promise you, one day the right man is going to call you ‘boy’, and it will send shivers down your spine.”

      He’d believed that, once upon a time, but he wasn’t about to be faked into that nonsense ever again. “Whatever you say, man.”

      “Mark my words.” Neil snorted. “You know you can’t just wish who you are away. Or shove it away. Denying it is only going to make you miserable.”

      “Fuck, Neil. Trying to be who I am made me miserable.” He’d made Zack miserable. He was fine just being… meh.

      “People break up all the time, Chris. You weren’t right for each other. You’ll find someone you’re right for. Look how long it took me. Patience, man.”

      Chris snorted. No. No, he was done with this shit. He wasn’t submitting to anyone again. He was just going to deal with his shit on his own and have a good time while he was young.

      He picked up the remote and started looking for a movie, but by the time he found one he could stand watching, Neil was asleep. He could hear the deep, even breathing across the room.

      He sighed and shook his head. The man needed to go home and love on his partners. This was fucking stupid. Chris wasn’t a kid. He was a fucking adult.

      Hell, he could be fucking an adult right now, but no. He was stuck in a hotel room with a mama bear butthead former cop who⁠—

      
        
          
            
              
        Jen

      

      
        Buster’s been shot. It’s bad.

      

      

      

      

      

      Jen’s text was one that he hated to get, and he was up and grabbing his shoes and wallet before he even thought.

      
        
          
            
              
        Chris

      

      
        Where? I’m coming.

      

      

      

      

      

      Buster and Jen had been two of his first trainees, and she loved that dog with her whole soul.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jen

      

      
        We’re headed to a vet in Brooklyn. I’ll send you the address.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Chris

      

      
        I’ll get a cab. Tell him to hang on.

      

      

      

      

      

      He ran downstairs. He needed a cab. Now.

      He flashed his NYPD ID to the desk agent. “I need a cab. Now. One of my officers has been shot in the line of duty.”

      “Yes, sir. Head out to the cab stand. I’ll make a call.” She got right on the phone and a cab was pulling up just as he made it to the cab stand. The attendant opened the passenger side door for him.

      “Thank you.” He closed his eyes for half a second. “We’re heading to Brooklyn. She’s sending an address.”

      The address came through just then, and he read it out to the driver. They took off, as fast as anyone could manage in Manhattan traffic, but it wasn’t fast enough for him.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jen

      

      
        Vet just met us. He’s in bad shape.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Chris

      

      
        Tell him to hold on. I’m OMW

      

      

      

      

      

      Chris closed his eyes and prayed.
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      Chris handed Jen over to her boyfriend, still clutching Buster’s collar in his hand.

      Poor boy. Poor good boy. He watched Jen leave, his heart beating hard in his chest.

      The vet was quietly cleaning up the room, moving slowly, being very deliberate about what he was doing. He’d covered Buster, but every so often he’d stop and put a hand on the body as if this dog he didn’t know at all had mattered to him.

      Chris’s phone vibrated in his pocket, again, and he grabbed it. “Not now.”

      Whoever it was. Whatever they wanted. It was not the time.

      “Chrissy…” Neil started, and he snapped.

      “Don’t fucking call me Chrissy!”

      The vet cleared his throat pointedly.

      “Where the fuck are you? You promised you’d stay put, man.” Neil sounded annoyed.

      “I am not your motherfucking sub, Neil. I had an emergency. I decided not to wake you up. Back up off me.” Chris had to mourn Buster, the retirement he wasn’t going to have, the bad guys he wasn’t going to catch.

      He trained them for this. He trained them, knowing they could get killed. In the weirdest way, this was his fault.

      “Excuse me.” The vet interrupted, placing one big hand on his shoulder. “I respect that you’re grieving, but you can lower your voice, or you can take that call outside.”

      He shrugged the man’s hand off, shoved his phone in his pocket without a thought, and went to Buster, putting one hand on the poor dog’s head. “You are a good boy. So brave. You make me proud. You made your partner proud.”

      Then he turned and stormed out, pulling his phone out of his pocket.

      “Go home to your fucking men and leave me alone.”

      “Chris, you’re off the rails. What the fuck is going on?” Neil sounded more worried than mad, but he didn’t need the babysitting either.

      “I had a work emergency. I had to leave. I’m down at the animal hospital. I’m not off anything.”

      Neil sighed. “Fuck. I’m sorry. Are you okay? What do you need? Where are you? Should I come down there? Send me the address.”

      “Go home. Go home to the doc and Alain. I’m going to sit here a minute; then I’ll grab a drink.” He was done with this shit. Done.

      “Chrissy. Drinking might not⁠—”

      “Leave me alone!” He slammed his phone to the ground, and it bounced, and he was grateful for the OtterBox protecting it.

      It flipped end over end and landed next to a sign that read “Dr. Leo Aetos, Veterinarian.” Leo, like the lion.

      He sucked in a shaky breath, retrieved his phone, and sat down on the steps.

      Sweet Buster boy. Good dog.

      The door opened and a deep, smooth voice behind him said, “Why don’t you come back inside? It’s chilly. I can make some coffee.”

      He looked around, trying to get the attention of whoever the guy was talking to, but it was just him.

      “Chris. It’s Chris, right? Come on in. I’d love to hear about Buster.”

      He frowned, and then he realized two things at once—one, that the guy was talking to him, and two, that tears were making his cheeks wet.

      Big hands that were surprisingly gentle helped him up off the stoop as if he’d forgotten how to move and maneuvered him back inside. “That’s it. Come with me.”

      “I left so I didn’t bother folks.” He shook his head. “I have a friend that’s… concerned.”

      “You’re not their sub. I heard.” The doc started making a pot of coffee. “Who’s your Dom? Would you like me to call them for you?”

      God. Was this entire fucking city filled with men in the lifestyle? The entirety of fucking New York City? “There isn’t one, but thanks for the offer. I’m not in the market.”

      The doc glanced over one shoulder at him. “Hm.”

      He grabbed his handkerchief and wiped his nose, not sure what to say.

      “I was his trainer. He was a great dog.”

      “The officer said Buster jumped in front of her. He was brave. The force will miss him, I’m sure.”

      “They will.” He missed them all, but the ones that died in action were the worst.

      “I’m Leo, by the way.” Leo set a box of Kleenex next to him and gave his shoulder a light squeeze with a big hand. “You’re a dog trainer? Forgive me if I’m overstepping but our community is small, and word gets around. Are you the sub who just lost his apartment in a flood? A friend of Neil Thrope’s?”

      “Oh, for fuck’s sake. It is tiny.” And gossipy. Super gossip-ridden. Christ. “I’m apartment hunting. Neil is fine. I’m not abusing him or taking advantage of him. I sent him home.”

      “Abusing him?” Leo’s laugh started a slow chuckle and grew into a wild, happy sound. “Neil’s a switch. He’s a glutton for punishment.”

      Like he didn’t know that. “He so is, but I’ve sent him home to rest.”

      “Why, are you wearing him out?” Leo grinned at him and handed him a cup of coffee. “Milk and stuff is up there.”

      “I can drink it black, thank you.” He worked with cops. He understood terrible coffee.

      “How did you get into dog training?” Leo sat with him. It felt a little too close, or maybe it was just that the man was so big.

      “My daddy and my granny were both trainers. It was inevitable. I like dogs more than I like most people.”

      Leo chuckled again. “Yes. Me too. Dogs, cats, ferrets, parakeets, whatever. All easier to get along with than most people.”

      “Ferrets, huh? I bet they’re cool.” He totally agreed. He was basically an ‘anything but people’ person.

      “They have a unique odor but are hilarious otherwise. Sneaky, curious pack rats.” Leo gave him a knowing wink over his coffee cup. “Not unlike some subs I know.”

      “Ah, you’ve met Neil, I see…” He winked, trying to find a smile to prove he was teasing.

      “I have met Neil. We flirted once for about twenty minutes, and then laughed and went back to drinking beer and watching the game.”

      Sounded about right. Neil was a bit of a flirt, but he loved the doc to death. “I take it you go to Les’s?”

      “I do. That was where I heard about your apartment. That sucks. Where are you staying now?”

      “I got a hotel room near Neil’s place.” After he was thrown out-slash-asked to leave.

      “A hotel?” Leo sounded shocked. “Are you independently wealthy? Hotel rooms are outrageous in Manhattan. What are you paying? Four hundred a night?”

      “Do you know any independently wealthy dog trainers that aren’t on TV?” He snorted and shook his head. “Now that Neil’s going home, I’ll downsize to something reasonable.”

      Folks with money didn’t remember what it was like to be blue collar.

      “Hell, I hung out my own shingle, and I’m not either.” Leo got up and crossed the room, took a card out of a drawer, and brought it back to him. “That’s me. I’ve got an extra room. It’s not Manhattan, but it’s budget-friendly.”

      “Thanks, man.” This guy was a sweetheart. That much was obvious. He put the card in his billfold. “I’ll try not to bother you, but if I need it, I’ll call. You work the evening shift a lot?”

      “Almost never. I wasn’t working. I opened up for your friend when they called. I do list an emergency number.” Leo went for more coffee, and he noticed the Elmo scrubs for the first time.

      “Oh, dude. I love the scrubs. I have a pair of Minion scrub bottoms I sleep in.” That were what? Half the size?

      Leo whirled around and stared at him. “Ugh. So unfair! Don’t even get me started. I have been trying to find Minion scrubs in big-and-tall for ages. I might be just a little bit jealous.”

      “Oh, dude. That sucks. You should get some custom-made. The only big-and-tall Minion scrubs on earth.”

      “I
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