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      I don’t often dedicate a book to myself, but Final Admission is proof that a bad experience can still lead to a book I’m proud of. Sue, you did good, girl.
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      Complicated Relationships is a series of standalone books where life is never simple and relationships are messy and well…complicated.

      The stories may include cheating, domestic abuse (not by the main characters), and secrets and lies which tear families apart.

      There is always a happy ever after but it is hard-fought and hard-won.

    

  


  
    
      When Ethan lands a job at an advertising agency, he realizes his co-workers aren’t exaggerating about the impossibly handsome lawyer, James Trenchard. He really is a dick. But after Ethan is forced to work closely with James, he realizes there’s more to the lawyer than meets the eye.

      James has learned to hide his pain with a mask no one can penetrate, until he meets Ethan. Young, talented, and far too knowing, Ethan forces James to face the hard, uncompromising truth he’s been avoiding for too long.

      Even knowing it’s the worst idea, Ethan tumbles hopelessly in love with James. But this could put them in danger. They need to find a way out of the cycle that’s hurting them both before their brand-new love suffers as well.
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      Dear readers,

      I wrote Final Admission nine years ago. When it returned to me, I decided not to update it to 2020. I want my books to stand for the time they were written. I proofed it, changed a couple of lines and left it at that.

      Much love, Sue Brown
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      “TRENCHARD IS a dick. Unless you’re a chick. Then he’s the only one with a dick. The rest of us might as well not exist.”

      There was a rumble of agreement at Vince Line’s vehement rhyming declaration.

      Not having a clue who Vince was talking about, the new boy at the advertising agency, Ethan Williams, looked around at the other account executives, all nodding and muttering into their coffee cups. Janice, the only woman among the execs, had a small secretive smile curving her lips, giving Ethan the impression she knew a lot more than she was giving away.

      “Do you remember last year with Antonia from the third floor?” Vince’s fingers curled around the handle of his mug so tightly Ethan feared for the china.

      “Heck yes,” Paul chimed in. “He was all over her the second he walked in the building.”

      “And she went out to dinner with him.” Vince’s tone was bitter. “When I asked her to go out for a drink, she laughed at me. Then Trenchard raised his eyebrow and she was dropping her panties before you could say ‘slut.’”

      Paul shrugged. “Yeah, but it’s James Trenchard, Vince. If he asked you out, you’d be dropping your panties even faster.”

      Ethan waited for Vince to explode. He was, as far as Ethan was aware, a full-on heterosexual male, albeit an arrogant douche who had women running for the hills.

      Instead, Vince bit his fingernail before saying, “Nah, probably not.”

      “Who is this dude?” Ethan asked, totally confused.

      Vince gave him a look. “He’s James Trenchard.”

      As if that was supposed to explain everything. By the way they were all nodding, maybe it did.

      By the way they were all saying “James Trenchard,” Ethan wasn’t sure what he was expecting: the messiah, perhaps? He certainly wasn’t expecting the second coming to be the lead attorney for Brock, Bingwell & Bacon, the marketing agency in downtown Seattle where Ethan had just been hired as an account executive.

      They were congregating in the coffee room on the second floor before they went to the monthly meeting with the accounts managers and project managers. According to his coworkers this meeting was dreaded by everyone as the senior management team picked over each account. Today had the added hassle of James Trenchard, the lawyer on retainer, attending the meeting.

      As the lawyer and Ethan’s boss greeted each other, Ethan stared at him, trying to see the attraction. Sure, he was good-looking, almost beautiful even, for a guy in his midthirties, with sleek light brown hair that curled over his collar and ice-blue eyes framed by long lashes. Those lips wouldn’t look out of place on a woman except, for some reason, on Trenchard they didn’t look effeminate. He was wearing a charcoal-gray pinstripe suit, with a plum-colored shirt and tie. Ethan noticed how well the suit pants showed off his ass. Trenchard wasn’t that bad—he seemed friendly—but not enough to warrant the status of messiah or dick.

      Right up until Trenchard let the door bang behind him. Right into Ethan’s face.

      “Told you so,” whispered Vince.

      The guy was an asshole, no doubt about it. Not a word of apology for almost rearranging Ethan’s face, and then he’d ignored them all as they used the elevator to the tenth floor. Ethan stared at Trenchard’s back with dislike, his lip curling as James Trenchard openly flirted with Ethan’s boss, Ms. Cauldwell. It was sickening the way his hand rested on her lower back. What was worse, Ethan’s “lay one finger on me and I’ll break your balls” boss was positively blooming under his sleazy charm. She had just giggled, giggled, at something he said.

      But as the sleazebag showed Ethan’s boss into the large, airy conference room, he looked over his shoulder to the group following them, Ethan included.

      “Your boys get prettier every year, Lulu,” Trenchard said conversationally. “Especially that large one.”

      The large one, of course, had to be Ethan, standing clear of most of the men by at least half a foot. And he wasn’t fucking pretty. Especially not with a door imprinted on his face. Unimpressed at being reduced to the level of a thirteen-year-old girl, Ethan rolled his eyes at Vince and Paul.

      He noticed Ms. Cauldwell hadn’t even bothered to look at her team. “You batting for the other side this year, James?”

      “I bat for everyone,” Trenchard said and showed his perfect white teeth. Ethan imagined Trenchard sinking them into Ethan’s shoulder, even as he sank his cock into Ethan’s body.

      Ms. Cauldwell snorted. “I bet you do. Well, my guys are pretty and clever, so don’t you forget it. Don’t make the mistake of thinking they are just for show.”

      Trenchard’s eyes swept appreciatively over the small group of men and Janice, his gaze lingering on Ethan’s face. “Oh, I won’t underestimate them, Lulu. I definitely won’t.” And didn’t Ethan just know Trenchard was talking to him.

      Ethan wanted to punch him in the face.

      “I don’t think your large boy likes me very much,” James said to Ms. Cauldwell as they sat down.

      “Mr. Williams has good instincts,” Ms. Cauldwell said. Ethan resisted the urge to preen a little.

      “I’m sure he does,” the lawyer drawled.

      The rest of them spread around the table. Ethan didn’t know how it had happened, but somehow he ended up on the opposite side of the table from Trenchard. His temper rising, Ethan avoided looking at his smug face; instead, his gaze fell on Trenchard’s hand as it wrapped around a fountain pen. Long fingers tipped with well-manicured nails—strong hands. Ethan wondered what they’d look like around Ethan’s cock. Cheeks heating, Ethan looked up hastily and caught Trenchard smirking at him. Ethan had the sinking feeling he knew exactly what Ethan had been thinking.

      “Put him down, James.” Ms. Cauldwell sounded more resigned than angry as she tapped her fingers on the desk impatiently.

      Trenchard sat back in his chair. “I haven’t touched him, Lulu.”

      “He’s off-limits. Mr. Williams, if you could actually concentrate on our meeting?” Her tone made it clear it wasn’t a question.

      His cheeks even hotter, Ethan muttered his apologies. He could feel the amused stares of all his colleagues except for the annoyance rolling off Vince. Ethan looked up to see Trenchard still gazing at him as if he was a succulent piece of hog roast.

      Ethan was grateful when the monthly meeting actually started and the attention was diverted away from him. As the meeting progressed, he was unwillingly impressed. Trenchard knew his business. Nothing got past him as he went through each account and their current advertising campaigns. Everyone was expected to contribute, even junior staff as part of their training, but thankfully Ethan managed to acquit himself adequately when it came to his turn, answering the few questions Trenchard aimed in his direction. Some of his colleagues didn’t fare so well. Ethan winced as Vince and his project manager were shredded for a copyright mistake that had cost the agency thousands of dollars in a lawsuit.

      By the time the end of the meeting arrived, he was more relaxed and able to handle himself. That complacent feeling lasted until a warm foot traveled up his calf. From the angle of the foot, it could only be Trenchard. Ethan was pinned like a butterfly on a board as the silk-clad foot moved until it was resting between his legs.

      Trenchard was in the middle of a detailed discussion on why they were going to get screwed by Disney if they used “The Circle of Life” in their advertising copy, and his foot was in a detailed exploration of Ethan’s groin. Unable to move, unable to say anything, Ethan bit his lip as his traitorous cock sat up and begged for attention. He couldn’t even shove the foot off without drawing attention to himself. There was absolutely nothing he could do as slowly, inexorably, he was drawn closer to climax. Just as his balls drew up tight, screaming for their release, the foot was gone.

      In shock at his denied orgasm, Ethan watched in horror as the lawyer pushed his chair back and stood up.

      “I think we’re done for the day, Lulu. Good work, everyone.” Trenchard gave a professional smile as he looked around the room, not resting on Ethan any longer than the others.

      Ms. Cauldwell nodded. “There is lunch in the room adjacent to this one, gentlemen. I’m sure the sandwiches aren’t too stale.”

      Everyone started pushing their chairs back except Ethan. He clutched his pen so tight it was in danger of snapping. He was so close to coming, a puff of wind could set him off.

      “Mr. Williams, are you coming?” Ms. Cauldwell asked.

      Very likely, he thought desperately as he gave her a wild-eyed “Yes, ma’am.”

      “I’ll leave you to collect the files and then you can join us for lunch,” she suggested as she pushed her chair back, not giving a hint that she knew of his predicament.

      “Yes, ma’am,” he repeated, not moving a muscle. Trenchard, the bastard, hadn’t even looked at him since he got up.

      Paul gave him a puzzled look but obediently handed over his file, the others following suit.

      Angry as fuck, Ethan was left alone in the conference room. He stared at the pile of files in front of him while he willed his erection to subside. He wanted to get his cock out and jack off. Get it over and done with. Only he couldn’t do that, so he had to wait until his boner had gone down enough for him to walk without a limp. He’d be lucky if there was any food left by the time he got there. Ethan ground his teeth together.

      By the time he was able to show himself in public and walk into the boardroom, his prediction was accurate. The food platters were empty and all that was left was a few pieces of limp watercress. Ethan groaned inwardly. It would be late evening before he had a chance to eat again.

      “Here.”

      Someone thrust a plate into his hand. Not expecting it, Ethan dropped the files. The plate of sandwiches miraculously stayed intact. The room was silent for a moment, then everyone burst out laughing.

      “Dear me, Lulu, you really picked a good one this time.” Ethan could hear Trenchard’s mocking tone over the laughter.

      Ethan sank to his knees to pick up the files, putting a sandwich in his mouth just in case they got taken away. He was immediately joined by Paul, reaching out for one that slipped farther away.

      “I’m so sorry, Ethan.”

      “Huh?”

      “I saved you some food. I should have waited until you’d put the files down.”

      “So you should, Mr. Vicini. It seems Mr. Williams can’t manage two things at once. Multi-tasking is obviously not one of his skills.”

      Ethan looked up to see Trenchard standing over him, that mocking smile still on his handsome face. Glaring at the lawyer, he got to his feet, files in hand.

      Throwing caution to the wind, Ethan leaned forward and lowered his voice. “I am perfectly capable of managing two things at once, Mr. Trenchard, just as you seem to be. It’s such a shame that you’ll never find out.” He took satisfaction in the fleeting look of disappointment that crossed Trenchard’s face.

      His boss was watching them from the sidelines, a peculiarly satisfied expression on her face.

      “I think I’ll take the files back to the office, Ms. Cauldwell,” he informed her, not really caring if this was against protocol.

      She nodded, that odd look still on her face. “Good idea, Mr. Williams.”

      He took another sandwich from the plate Paul was holding—he was hungry after all—and left the room, a shred of his dignity still intact.

      As he left he heard his boss say quietly, “One for my team this year, I think.”

      James gave a short laugh. “Not on your life, Lulu. This is just the opening salvo. Williams is just a kid. He could never stand to play with the big boys.” And didn’t Ethan just hear the emphasis.

      Ethan was a short hop from dropping the files and walking back in to plant his fist in James’s face.

      “Honestly, Lulu, you’re going to have to up your game if you think you’re going to beat me.”

      “James, one day you might just get what’s coming to you.”

      “Never gonna happen.”

      Humiliated and furious, Ethan stabbed the elevator button. The guy was a lawsuit waiting to happen. Who the fuck did he think he was? If Ethan hadn’t needed his job so much, he might have called his bluff. Except he wouldn’t have, because God, that foot had felt good on his cock.

      Yes, Mr. Trenchard, you are a total dick.
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      WITH THE Christmas party two hours away, Ethan barely had enough time to get home and have a quick shower before heading back into the city for the evening. He was clearing his desk when the phone buzzed loudly, breaking the almost-silence of the office.

      He was tempted to ignore the call as it was after hours, but picked up the receiver reluctantly. “Williams.”

      His heart sank as he heard the brusque tone of his boss.

      “Good, you’re still here, Mr. Williams. Come to my office now.”

      “I don’t suppose it could wait until Monday morning, could it?” he asked hopefully. Okay, so it was pushing it a bit, but it was well after hours. He was only here because he hated leaving work unfinished for Monday. All his colleagues had long since left the office.

      “Now, Mr. Williams.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” he said dutifully, and put the phone down.

      Ethan cursed loudly, then mentally apologized to his momma and banged the desk drawer shut. Damn the woman. Cauldwell knew the party was tonight. Could this not have waited until Monday?

      Knocking on her office door, he waited for the “Come in,” before opening it. No one ever, ever made the mistake of just walking in. At least, not a second time.

      He took a minute to appreciate her view of the city skyline, lit up by the night lights, before realizing Ms. Cauldwell wasn’t alone. The man in the chair in front of the desk looked over his shoulder. Ethan almost stumbled but recovered in time to avoid making a complete idiot of himself—again.

      “Williams.” The drawl made the hair stand up on Ethan’s head and the heat bloom in his cheeks. The bastard had only said one word.

      His boss gestured to the empty seat next to the lawyer. “Sit down, Mr. Williams.”

      Ethan did as he was told, sitting next to Trenchard without acknowledging him beyond a nod. He was aware of the raised eyebrow, but he ignored it. He was not in the mood to be a chew-toy for a second time. The way Trenchard had played with him six weeks before was still etched in his memory.

      Ms. Cauldwell took a deep breath before she spoke. “Mr. Lines is no longer working for the agency. You are taking over his cases.”

      “Vince has resigned?” Ethan hadn’t seen this coming at all. Just two hours ago, Vince had been arranging a meeting with one of his clients.

      “No.” His boss pursed her lips, clearly not wishing to follow the line of the conversation.

      “Oh, for heaven’s sake, Lulu.” Trenchard sounded exasperated. He turned to face Ethan. “Lines was sacked because of his incompetence. You’ve got to sort out the clusterfuck.”

      “Mr. Williams doesn’t need to know the details.”

      “If you’re expecting him to pick up the pieces, yes, he does.”

      Ethan held up his hand to stop the conversation. “Why me? Any one of the team is more experienced than me.”

      Ms. Cauldwell gave him a tight smile. “Mr. Trenchard thinks you’re the best man for the job.” She forestalled Ethan’s objection. “I agree with him, Mr. Williams. Despite the fact that he’s trying to get into your pants, James is professional when it comes to business. Amazing as that may seem.”

      “Thank you, I think,” Trenchard said dryly.

      “I’m your fallback, then?” Ethan asked them both. “What’s the bottom line?”

      “We lose Lynwood and Noble, the three of us lose our jobs. The partners have made that very clear.”

      He stared at them in disbelief. “You want me to take this knowing that we could be out of a job by when? Christmas?”

      Trenchard swung around to face Ethan. For once there was nothing flirtatious in his expression. “If we do this together, I think we can save the situation. I’m afraid we’ll have to work through the night.” He paused and then said, “I asked for you because I saw the work you did on the MacFarlane case. Their account manager is singing your praises. You turned around a potential disaster and got some more business from them. I need you to do that here. Do you think you’re up to it?”

      He was mad to even think about taking on this job. Trenchard was overly generous in his assessment of the MacFarlane campaign. Ethan had been part of a team effort led by Donna, the account manager, even if the initial ideas for resolving the problems had been his. That had been an induction by fire to his new job. If he said no, there was nothing they could do about it, but why would he refuse a golden opportunity in his career? The bosses had come to him, therefore they believed he was capable.

      “Yes, I’ll do it,” Ethan said, and he could see the relief as both relaxed just a fraction.

      James clapped him on the back. “Good man, Ethan.”

      “Don’t get too friendly, James,” Ms. Cauldwell commented wryly. “We’ve got a long night ahead of us just formulating a plan. I need you thinking with your upstairs brain.”

      Winking at Ethan, Trenchard said, “Both of my brains can work at the same time, Lulu.” To Ethan, he said, “Never mind, big guy, you and I can get intimate when this is all over.”

      “In your dreams, Mr. Trenchard,” Ethan retorted and was pleased to hear a laugh from his boss. He nearly choked at Trenchard’s quick response.

      “I’d rather fuck you when I’m awake.”

      Ms. Cauldwell leaned forward and smacked Trenchard on the arm. “Ignore him, Mr. Williams. James, why have you never been sued for sexual harassment?”

      “Because I’m irresistible, my dear Lulu, you know that.” Trenchard blew her a kiss.

      “And yet somehow, Mr. Williams manages to resist you. Now, could we get back to business?”

      Ethan was amused by their byplay. She and Trenchard were obviously good friends. Ethan wondered if there was a history between them, but judging from her acerbic comment, it seemed unlikely.

      She looked at the clock on the wall. “We’d better get started. I have to leave at eleven. The work is spread out in conference room one, the pizza is ordered, and the coffee is made. Sorry, Ethan, it’s industrial strength, rot your insides style, just like he drinks it.”

      Ethan noticed the softening of formalities. What did he call her? Somehow he couldn’t imagine being allowed to call her Lulu.

      “That’s all right. It’ll be drinkable with sugar and creamer.” Ethan grinned at the look of distaste on the lawyer’s face.

      “Do you need to call anyone about missing tonight? I’d appreciate it if you kept the exact circumstances quiet in case Mr. Lines is there.”

      Digging out his cell from his shirt pocket, Ethan stood up, trying to ignore the way Trenchard was checking him out. “I’ll call Paul. Give me a moment and I’ll join you in the conference room, Ms. Cauldwell.”

      “Call me Leanne—for tonight,” she added. “Don’t, for God’s sake, call me Lulu. He’s only allowed to get away with it because he’s my cousin.”

      Ethan’s eyes opened wide. Cousins? He took a good look at both of them. Once it was pointed out, he could see the family resemblance. Ms. Cauldwell—Leanne, he corrected himself—had the same large eyes and soft lips. Of course, normally he didn’t spend time staring at his boss.

      “Distant cousins. My side of the family is sane. Again, that is not to be bandied around,” she said sternly, and he nodded obediently.

      “You’ve got them well-trained,” Trenchard said to Leanne and laughed at the dark look Ethan shot him.

      “Go make your call,” Leanne said to Ethan. “I’ll smack this idiot upside the head and we’ll see you in the conference room.”

      As Ethan went to leave her office, she added, “Mr. Williams?”

      He stopped in the doorway and looked back. For the first time, Ethan noticed a streak of mascara down her face.

      “Thank you,” she said.

      Trenchard nodded. “Yes, thank you. You didn’t have to say yes.”

      They both looked so serious and grateful that Ethan inclined his head as he went off to call his friend. He was going to have to do some fast talking to explain why he was ditching the office Christmas party.

      

      Seven hours later, they were exhausted from talking and scheming, but they had an outline of a plan to save the account and their jobs. Once James had outlined the legal implications, it was Ethan that spotted a potential solution. At some point during the evening, Trenchard had morphed into James. Probably when he took his jacket and tie off, and Ethan could see a tantalizing glimpse of bare chest sprinkled with a few golden hairs as Trenchard undid the top button of his shirt.

      Their voices grew raw from arguing and yelling at each other as they tried to save the campaign and the client. After a particularly long argument, Leanne got to her feet.

      “Hell, I need something stronger than coffee.” She left the conference room, returning a few minutes later with a bottle of Jack.

      At Ethan’s raised eyebrow, she told him not be an old prude. The sip of Jack went up his nose rather than down his throat and he choked and spluttered, tears running down his face. James thumped his back, which stopped the spluttering but left him gasping for breath.

      “Stop!” he rasped out as James went to thump him again. “M’okay now.” The coughing gave lie to his words.

      “Sure about that, Ethan?” James’s hand landed on his back but with a rub rather than a thump.

      “You are old enough to drink, aren’t you?” Leanne asked pointedly.

      Ethan wanted to be offended. Hell, she knew how old he was. “I’m twenty-five, plenty old enough, boss.”

      “I can see that,” James said with a leer, and his hand had gone from gentle rubbing to frankly groping Ethan’s back.

      Leanne sighed. “For God’s sake, Jim, put the boy down before he hits you.”

      Ethan was about to make a swift retort. It died on his lips as he saw the expression on Leanne’s face. There was pity and apology, and it was aimed at James. Trenchard had lost the cheesy smirk, his expression strangely blank. He removed his hand from Ethan’s back with a muttered apology.

      Ethan wanted to say it didn’t matter and that maybe he had quite liked being felt up by a hot man, but something he didn’t understand was happening, and the moment had been lost.

      “Shall we get on?” Leanne suggested. “I’ve got to leave—” She looked at her watch. “—two hours ago. Shit!” She swore viciously as she dug out her cell from under a pile of files.

      “Missed your date?” James asked, with a pale imitation of his normal irritating demeanor.

      Checking her messages, Leanne sighed and scrubbed at her eyes. “Doesn’t matter anymore.”

      James whistled. “You got dumped by text? Nasty. Do you want me to kill him?”

      It was oddly touching, this protectiveness, but Ethan’s boss shook her head.

      “There’s no point. It wasn’t the first time I’ve worked through our date.”

      “I’m sorry, Leanne.” Ethan placed a hand over hers as it rested on the desk. Monday morning she would be Ms. Cauldwell, his ball-breaking boss, but tonight she was a woman who had just been dumped by her boyfriend.

      She smiled at him gratefully. “Thank you, Ethan.” Then her expression changed to a more familiar stern one. “I don’t expect a word of this to get out to the other executives.”

      “Cross my heart.” He gave her an impish smile.

      James leaned over Ethan’s shoulder, his breath warm on Ethan’s cheek. “Careful, Lulu. He’s got ammunition now.”

      “Yes, but is he brave enough to use it?”

      “Not if I want to keep my balls intact.” Ethan resisted the urge to cover his privates. There was something about his boss that always made him fear for their safety.

      James was still close enough that Ethan could smell his cologne, overlaid with spicy pepperoni from the pizza and a trace of sweat.

      “She’s always been scary, even when we were kids. My father is terrified of her,” he confided.

      “And you’re not?” If Ethan turned his head, he could brush James’s lips with his cheek. He found it really hard to keep looking ahead.

      “Of course I am, but Lulu likes me,” James said, smug.

      “Keep telling yourself that. One day it might be true. Now back to work!” she said with alacrity, although Ethan could tell she was pleased with the admission.

      “Yes, ma’am,” the two men said in unison, and then burst out laughing

      “Men!” Leanne rolled her eyes and pointed at the files. “Get working!” she ordered.

      The two men did as they were told.

      Somehow though, James found a way to be close to him, without actually touching, their heads close together over some storyboards, fingers almost brushing as they passed a file. It was like a subtle form of torture, and Ethan had the feeling James knew exactly what he was doing to Ethan.
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      TWO DAYS before Christmas found Ethan still with a job, a kind-of promotion to account executive with sole responsibility for MacFarlane (the pay increase inversely proportional to the level of stress) and hammered out of his skull at a local gay bar, watching the laughable attempts of his friends to hook up for the night. Chris and Milo weren’t helped by the heckling from Tommy and Mikey. It was the last place he expected to find James Trenchard. He knew, in theory, James was at least a two-beer queer. Nobody could flirt like he did and be all straight, but somehow he hadn’t expected to find the lawyer in a gay bar with a kid plastered to his front. The boy was skinny and pretty, just as James must have been a decade earlier. Ethan hated him on sight.

      It wasn’t jealousy, Ethan decided, as he watched the two of them together, Trenchard’s arm around the kid’s chest, pulling him in close. Ethan wasn’t jealous of the way the young man looked at Trenchard as if he was the best thing the kid had ever felt. Course he probably was the best thing the kid had ever felt. And Ethan was… jealous as hell. He wanted to stride over, unpeel the kid, and stick his own tongue down James’s throat and his cock up James’s ass. Or the other way around. He wasn’t fussy whether he was the pitcher or the catcher.

      Ethan tried not to watch them. He was there with friends, and they were loud and demanding enough that he couldn’t pay attention to the couple as he’d have liked. Still, he hadn’t been as subtle as he’d thought.

      In a lull in the raucous laughter, Tommy nudged him. “Who is he?”

      Feigning ignorance, Ethan said, “Who, what?”

      Tommy rolled his eyes. “The man you’re pretending not to watch.”

      “I’m not… okay, okay,” Ethan protested loudly as Tommy punched his arm. “He’s the lawyer at my office. Y’know, the dick?”

      “He’s that one? Ethan, oh baby, why are you not in there? Dick or not, he’s gorgeous.” His eyes widening, Tommy took a long look at James. Ethan elbowed him in the ribs, desperate for him not to attract James’s attention.

      “True,” conceded Ethan, “but I like my men to have some manners and Trenchard is all brute and no manners.”

      “Jesus Christ, you’re a fussy bitch. If he was after me, I’d have bent over the desk as soon as I met him.”

      Ethan punched Tommy’s arm, and not lightly. “You’d drop your pants for anything that has a cock and a pulse.”

      “True. I’m not even that fussy about the pulse.”

      Ethan pulled a face. “Ugh! That’s disgusting, even coming from you.”

      Shrugging, Tommy took another swallow of beer. “Whatever. He’s been watching you all evening, even with his hand down the kiddy’s pants. He’s putting on a show for you.”

      It was really hard not to turn to look at James just to prove Tommy wrong. Trenchard hadn’t even glanced in his direction.

      “Ethan, darling,” Tommy crooned, “that stud is strutting his feathers for you and if you don’t go over there and take it, you’re an idiot.”

      “He’s got his hand wrapped around the other guy’s prick,” Ethan pointed out. “He doesn’t need me. You think he’s a stud?”

      “You are such an innocent.”

      Tommy reached over to Ethan and kissed him hard, tongues and teeth clashing. He took his time about it as well. Ethan was too shocked to pull back.

      In his own sweet time, Tommy glanced over Ethan’s shoulder. “Now look at him,” he said with satisfaction.

      Ethan shuffled around as if he was about to talk to someone else, chancing a look in James’s direction. He nearly dropped his beer bottle at the dark, angry expression on Trenchard’s face as he stared at Ethan. It didn’t last long, though. When he caught Ethan’s gaze, James tilted the twink’s head and gave him the same sort of kiss that Tommy had given Ethan. Ethan swore he saw the boy’s knees buckle.

      “You’re both idiots,” observed Tommy as Ethan deliberately turned his back on James.

      The beer was almost gone, and suddenly Ethan didn’t feel the inclination
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