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      Indulge in a tantalizing new series that's as steamy as it is romantic: Hot and Saucy. Follow four talented gay chefs on their journey to finding true love, all while stirring up some seriously hot and saucy cuisine.

      From the sweetest desserts to the spiciest entrees, Liam, Davin, Erik, and Trey use their culinary prowess to create unforgettable dishes that tantalize both the taste buds and the heartstrings.

      As they navigate the challenges of their demanding careers, each chef finds himself irresistibly drawn to a special someone who understands his passion and complements his personality. But will their love survive the pressures of the kitchen, the demands of their jobs and the challenges that life throws at them?

      Find out in Hot and Saucy, the sizzling new series that will leave you craving more. Get ready for a mouth-watering adventure filled with passion, romance, and unforgettable flavor.
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      He’s the bad-boy chef my brother warned me about.

      He’s also the man I’ve crushed on for years.

      My brother’s best friend.

      A world-class sushi chef.

      Six-foot-four inches of unforgettable, muscled Viking goodness.

      But why would a hot guy like Erik want me?

      I’m all awkward angles and Coke bottle glasses.

      Apparently, though, just his type.

      The kitchen’s heating up.

      We’re going head-to-head competing in a high stakes Vegas celebrity chef event.

      My eyes should be on the prize.

      But I can’t seem to keep them from roaming the competition.

      Except that it won’t be worth it when my brother finds out.

      Plus, Erik’s in deep with the mob.

      And if things go sideways?

      Then it’s his career… and my life… on the line.

      Despite all those things?

      He’s a delicious temptation I might not be strong enough to resist.
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      Well, I’ve never kissed a Viking in a restaurant-grade kitchen before.

      But from the intensity in those dark blue eyes? Yeah, it’s definitely happening.

      But not without some seriously dramatic moves on his part.

      This isn’t your run-of-the-mill kitchen-banging chef.

      This is full-on six-four blond, muscled dream guy in full-on “I’ll make you swoon” mode.

      Bring it.

      Expensive copper pots and pans clang to the floor as he sweeps one massive arm across the stainless-steel prep area.

      Seriously.

      If you only could see those biceps with the tattoos snaking down them…muscles coiled tense as though he’s going to spring at any moment.

      One second, I’m prepping for the big night of our pop-up restaurant—sold out thanks to the great buzz that the Chef-Off Competition generates—and the next, I look up to see all six-foot-four inches of a big, totally striking, totally fever-inducing guy ready to have his wicked way with me.

      When I say wicked? Oh yeah.

      Erik Svensson, the descendent of Vikings—and bad boy chef.

      World-class sushi expert imported from the East Coast to Sin City just to make headlines as part of the Chow Channel’s big Chef-Off.

      Just to make things a little more complicated? He’s my brother’s best friend and my top rival in the event.

      I’d shown up, ready to rock.

      Actually, I’m lying.

      I was terrified: my mentor—a world-famous chef in his own right—let me work my way up in his kitchen the old-fashioned way.

      Sweat, tears, and a few broken dishes.

      Now, I’m going head-to-head with the kinds of culinary talent they write about in big, glossy magazines I can’t even pronounce, never mind read.

      And then I show up at the Las Vegas casino, all kitted out for the big event.

      Who’s there? The guy I’d imagined this moment with a thousand times.

      My brother’s big, gorgeous best friend.

      The guy I’ve been crushing on since high school.

      And yeah, he’s pretty fancy too.

      He’s worked his way around the world, heating up kitchens from the cheese-filled glory of Paris to years of studying sushi arts in Japan.

      His adventures? The stuff of legends. Then he comes back to the States and goes home to Boston. Starts up some fancy place but gets tangled up with bad investors.

      That’s the gist anyways.

      Imagine my horror-but-delight-but-fear-but-hope when I look up and see Big Sexy two lines back in the giant fake kitchen erected for the event.

      Speaking of which…

      Erik stands inches away from me—oh, lord, inches—his eyes darkening.

      The strands of his pale blond shoulder-length hair hang free to his shoulders. Those Atlantic-blue eyes are wild with desire.

      And I have three seconds to hope the doors are locked before he picks me up and sits me down on the stainless-steel table.

      “Yes?”

      I love a man that loves consent.

      “Fuck, yes.”

      That’s the thing I’ve learned from Erik.

      There’s a difference between “yeah, sure” and “hell, yes.”

      And there’s a difference between “hell, yes,” and “fuck, yes.”

      I’m making more choices in my life that are fuck, yes.

      This fire’s just getting started.

      But don’t let me get ahead of myself.
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      SIX WEEKS AGO

      “Mafia? Are you sure?”

      I bite into my anchovy crisp, savoring the cracker’s crunch and hint of smoky olive oil.

      “Positive,” I say, jamming a frustrated hand through my hair, shoving the pale-blond strands out of my face. I need a damn haircut. “Anthony’s got a rap sheet a mile long. It’s not good news, my friend.”

      A pinch more salt. That’s what this dish needs. And next time, I’ll sear the fish just a second longer, pushing the appetizer from great to divine.

      The Shark Fin has a reputation for only the best, right?

      It’s a spur-of-the-moment lunch with my college roommate and best friend, Chris, on the terrace outside The Shark Fin, the upscale bar and sushi joint I own in downtown Boston.

      It’s the perfect time to try to a new dish before I roll it out to demanding customers on tonight’s menu.

      Today’s full of surprises, and the sunshine is blaringly strong, considering March is usually frigid enough to keep snow from melting.

      Chris’s arrival from New York is a good surprise. It’s been too long since I’ve seen him or had a chance to do more than fire off hurried texts. Frankly, the slight potbelly he’s developed after trading his line cook job for an office job shocks me. He’s normally such a fitness freak.

      Something’s going on down in New York, but I’ll have to find out more about that later. Right now, I’m balls-deep in my own problems.

      “I’ve got Dad bod now,” Chris offers in defense to my raised eyebrow. I don’t have the heart to remind him he isn’t a dad.

      And the message this morning from Benny, the one that’s still saved on my phone. Yeah, that was a surprise too.

      Maybe it shouldn’t be. Anthony, my restaurant’s top investor, always seems dodgy to me. Shoes impeccably shined, even in the middle of winter. Never clear about exactly what industry he’s in.

      Once, I caught Anthony threatening someone—a chubby, sweaty guy in a tracksuit—who occasionally shares his regular booth in the corner.

      I mean, come on. A tracksuit?

      All signs point to Mafia; but it’s still hard to swallow.

      “Like the movies?” Chris can’t fully grasp it, either. He steals the last of the cod croquettes, running it through the lemon cream sauce. “Italian?”

      “Full on Sopranos shit, yeah.” I sip my water, watching the people passing by through dark sunglasses.

      Any one of them could be Mafia. Maybe there’s a whole army of them, Anthony’s guys, watching the restaurant day and night. Maybe someone’s watching us right now, wondering if a six-foot-four, blond Swedish guy with a fish restaurant is a threat or not.

      That’s fine. I’m descended from fucking Vikings. I eat fear for breakfast. At least, that’s what I keep telling myself.

      “You’re in Boston. Isn’t the mob here usually Irish?” Chris points out, reasonably.

      “His name is Anthony Napali,” I give my friend a hard look. “What do you think?”

      “Benny says he’s using the restaurant to launder money?” Chris shakes his head, pulling his phone out of his pocket. “Fuck, that’s awful. What if it’s really dirty money? What if it’s weapons? Or cocaine? Or, even worse⁠—”

      “I invited you here to give me comfort, not add to my list of reasons to freak out.” I keep my voice light, but my stomach is a bundle of nerves.

      He’s just voicing what I’ve been thinking all morning.

      “I thought you invited me here to taste-test your weird little experiments.” Chris gestures at the spread of now-empty dishes. They’re a regular occurrence, these meals where one of us cooks for the other, testing new recipes and flavor combinations.

      Lately, it seems like this is the only way to get Chris to leave his beloved Brooklyn and come home to Boston.

      “Well, that too.” I pull shoulder-length hair into a knot; it’s already messy and will just get messier once The Shark Fin opens for the night.

      “So, what do you think?”

      Chris finishes sending a text, then surveys the dirty plates. “Hmmm. Well, there was a lot of parsley on the bruschetta. Kind of overpowered the basil⁠—”

      “Not the food,” I cut in. “The Mafia, asshole. What do I know about the mob?”

      Chris shrugs. “Anthony’s been your top investor for three years now. You turned a profit in six months thanks to him. You really want to dump someone that resourceful?”

      I hate it when Chris is so pragmatic.

      “But he’s not a good man.” I keep my voice down.

      Maybe I have Viking’s blood, ten generations back, but while my great-great-grandparents fought their way from Sweden to America on the edge of a sword, I’m not violent.

      I’m a foodie, for fuck’s sake.

      It’s a passion that’s taken me around the world. I studied in Japan for years, working under a master sushi chef. I interned in Greece, bussed tables in France, and ran a Costa Rican beachfront fish food shack, handing out fish tacos to tourists soaking up the sun.

      All I want to do now is run my restaurant and keep my nose clean. I don’t want to get involved in anything dangerous or seedy.

      I’ll defend what’s mine. I’m not afraid when life gets raw. But my days of bar fights and dangerous living are behind me. At least, I thought they were.

      Chris leans across the table, glancing over his shoulder before furtively whispering, “Think he’s ever buried bodies here?”

      “Stop it.” Still, I can’t help but snort.

      “Sorry,” Chris suddenly says, answering his phone.

      His voice takes on a fake cheerful tone. “Hey, bro. Everything okay?”

      Chris’s brother, Martin—I
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