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Chapter One

––––––––

Both of them sent her hormones into overdrive. Two best friends. One with dark-brown hair that swept over his forehead and ears, one with light brown. One with a husky build, one a runner’s lean build. One with chocolate eyes, one with piercing green eyes. One clean-shaven, one with a neatly trimmed beard.

Andre D’Amato and Nathan Turner.

Michelle Cooper told her overactive hormones to behave so she could finish the interview. She was in charge of hiring new escorts for Coopers’ Companions, the business she and her two brothers owned. Normally occupied with spreadsheets and flower bulbs, she’d taken over the job while her older brother, Brent, recuperated from a nasty bout of bronchitis. She would’ve passed the job along to her oldest brother, Zach, but he’d left four days ago on his honeymoon and wouldn’t be back for two more weeks.

What rotten timing for Brent to get sick at the same time as they’d advertised for more escorts.

Gathering her courage, Michelle sat straighter in her chair. Despite wanting to drool, she had to present a professional image. “I’m going to tell you what Coopers’ Companions expects, then I want y’all to answer some questions. Agreed?”

Both men nodded.

“Good.” Michelle interlocked her fingers and rested her hands on the desk. “Coopers’ Companions is an escort service. We hire men to accompany women to dinners, business functions, parties...wherever they might need to go. Our employees are companions. They are not prostitutes. We do not hire men who are simply looking for easy sex. If that’s why y’all are here, we have no reason to continue this conversation.”

She looked from one man to the other. They both remained silent. Taking that as a sign that the job still interested them, she continued. “Whatever you do on your own time is your business. If a client decides she wants to spend more time with you after her business function, that’s up to you. Our escorts do not make the first move. It’s up to the woman if she wants a more...intimate ending to the evening. Many of our clients are in their fifties and sixties, divorced or widowed, with high paying, executive positions. They only want an escort, nothing more.”

Once again, she looked from one man to the other. She still held their attention. “Other women may ask you for sex. Again, that is up to you. As long as you are courteous, charming, and attentive to our clients, you need not take the evening any further than you wish. Our clients hire our escorts knowing all the rules. A woman will not be angry should you decline her offer for sex. If she did become angry, she would never be able to use our services again.”

“But if we accept,” Andre said, “that is not against your rules.”

The sound of his accented voice sent a shiver down her spine. Italian perhaps? Or maybe Greek. Combined with that gorgeous dark-brown hair and chocolate-brown eyes, it made her want to lie down and spread her legs.

Damn David for breaking up with her last month. She hadn’t wanted to move in with him. That wasn’t a reason for him to break up with her, not in her book. She’d gotten used to regular sex. Finding another lover wouldn’t be easy with her busy work schedule.

She again told her randy hormones to behave as she shook her head. “Your evenings are your own after you’ve fulfilled your obligation as an escort.”

“Is there a rule about tips?” Nathan asked. “Are they offered, and if so, do we accept or decline?”

“Yes, the women often tip, Nathan, and they’re very generous. Anything you make on top of your fee is yours.”

Michelle pushed her hair behind her ears. “Those are the most important rules, and they’re set in stone. Any questions?”

They shook their heads.

“I have a question. Why do y’all want to work for Coopers’ Companions?”

“We have recently moved to Fort Worth from Chicago,” Andre said. “We did not want to experience another snowy winter. Nathan and I have been friends for years and wish to work at something together. He saw your ad in the newspaper. It sounded like something we would enjoy.” A teasing smile turned up his lips. “What man would not enjoy spending an evening with a lovely woman?”

Everything inside Michelle turned to liquid when Andre smiled.

If his smile affected her so strongly, she wondered how she’d feel if he kissed her.

“I agree with Andre,” Nathan said. “We both enjoy the company of women. Being an escort seems like a natural job for us.”

“You sound like my brother, Zach. He believes every woman is beautiful in her own way.”

“Your brother is an intelligent man,” Nathan said, also smiling.

Ohmigod, his smile is as sexy as Andre’s. Life simply isn’t fair.

An image flashed through her head. All three of them naked and sweaty, writhing on her bed. Or on the floor. Either place would be fine. Nathan sucked her nipples while Andre licked her clit.

Mmm, nice fantasy.

But one that wouldn’t come true. She didn’t believe in mixing business with pleasure, even with all the seriously hot guys working for Coopers’ Companions. A healthy young woman couldn’t help but be affected by all the testosterone in the air.

Besides, she’d never been involved in a ménage à trois. It sounded like fun when she read about one in a book, especially when it included double penetration. In real life, she wasn’t sure how all the body parts...fit.

Michelle cleared her throat. “As for your salary, the client pays for the evening with her credit card when she calls to hire one of our men. I write out paychecks on Monday. You’ll receive a set fee for each woman you escort. I start all new escorts at our lowest fee, but that can quickly rise depending on how many clients you take out and their comments. Happy customers mean more money in your pocket. Courtesy has built our reputation. We won’t accept an escort hurting or disappointing a client. Too many complaints and you’re unemployed.”

Nathan nodded. “We understand.”

She looked from one man to the other. Although not as classically handsome as Andre, something about Nathan pulled her. The women would fight each other to hire these two escorts.

A trickle of jealousy crawled up her spine. How silly. Michelle had never become involved with one of the escorts and never would. As the only woman in the business and with twenty men working for her, she couldn’t take the chance of any of them believing she showed favoritism to one man.

Or two.

“So, any questions?” she asked.

“Just one,” Nathan said. “When do we start?”

“I’m willing to set up a couple of dates and see how things work out. Is that acceptable?”

“That’s fine with me.” Nathan looked at his friend. “How about you, Andre?”

“A trial is acceptable to me also.”

Michelle smiled. “Great. I try to give my escorts plenty of notice so they can plan their schedules, but last minute things pop up.” She checked their applications to be sure they’d listed their cell phones, then placed the papers into a folder and stood. “I’ll show you around the house. My brothers remodeled it. They tore out the wall between the kitchen and dining room and made a large meeting room.”

Leading the way, Michelle walked down the short hall and into the meeting room. An oval oak table surrounded by twelve chairs sat in the middle of the room. “We rarely have all the escorts here at one time, but I have folding chairs if there are more than twelve.” She gestured toward a large, yearly calendar on the wall that showed all the months. “If there’s a particular day you need off, you write it here on the calendar. If you don’t request a day off, I’ll assume you’re available and schedule you if you’re needed. The weekends are naturally our busiest times. I ask my escorts to be available Fridays and Saturdays if at all possible.”

No arguments. Michelle didn’t think she’d ever interviewed two more agreeable men.

“This,” she said, touching a wooden organizer hanging on the wall by the calendar, “is the message center. Each of my guys has his own cubbyhole. I’ll put phone messages here, your paychecks, anything that is yours. If you’re busy on Monday, your check will be here when you do come in. I’ve never had anyone take anything that didn’t belong to him.”

“You are lucky,” Andre said.

“We have good guys working for us.”

Standing this close to them, Michelle caught a whiff of woodsy cologne. She didn’t know if Nathan or Andre wore it. Or perhaps both. The scent didn’t overpower, but enticed.

Damn you, David.

“Well, if there aren’t any other questions, we’re done. As soon as I get proof of your physicals, I’ll arrange for each of you to see a client.”

Andre took her hand and kissed the back. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Michelle. I look forward to a long and satisfying relationship with you.”

Michelle had to concentrate to keep her eyes from crossing. Gorgeous, a sexy accent, and old-world manners. A woman couldn’t ask for more.

She looked at Nathan. He winked at her. Well, okay, he’d work, too.

Clearing her throat, she gently pulled her hand away from Andre. “I’ll call as soon as I arrange a date.”

* * * * *

“So what do you think?” Nathan asked once he and Andre sat in his SUV.

“I think she’s gorgeous.”

“That’s a given. I mean about the job. What do you think about fucking some woman as part of your job?”

“Michelle said not every evening ends with sex. I believe that’s true. Besides, it’s no different than meeting a woman at a bar and taking her home.”

“I guess.”

Andre shifted in his seat and faced Nathan. “We’ve already decided this is what we need to do. The pay is good. Working in the evenings will give us time during the day for your photography and my writing.”

Nathan started the ignition and turned on the air conditioner. “It’s a lot different here than in Chicago. The climate, the people, the way they talk.”

Andre smiled. “Ah, yes. I love her accent.”

“You’re one to talk about an accent. You left Italy when you were fifteen. Poured it on a bit thick, didn’t you?”

“I wanted to charm her.”

“You did. She was drooling.”

He shrugged. “American women are suckers for a foreign accent. And I’d say she was drooling over you, too. I saw the way she kept looking at your chest.”

Grinning, Nathan ran his hand over his chest and stomach. “She recognized prime when she saw it.”

“Mmm, yes.”

Nathan’s grin faded. He watched his friend’s gaze travel over his shoulders, his chest, and down his stomach to his groin.

Andre licked his bottom lip. “Prime indeed.”

Nathan’s cock responded to the heat in Andre’s eyes. It only took one look, one touch, for Nathan to get hard. “Don’t start something you aren’t going to finish.”

Andre’s gaze snapped back to his face. “Who says I’m not going to finish?”

Suppressing a groan, Nathan put the gear shift into “drive” and pulled away from Coopers’ Companions. “We can’t do anything while I’m behind the wheel.”

“I remember a few times when I’ve sucked you off while you were driving.”

Nathan couldn’t suppress the groan this time. He clearly recalled Andre’s warm lips wrapped around his cock, his tongue tickling the slit. He’d loved it. The chance that they could’ve been seen at any time had only made it more exciting.

The few times Andre had sucked him off in a vehicle, they’d been on less populated roads. A blow job while driving down an interstate at seventy miles an hour wouldn’t be a good idea.

“Hold that thought until later, okay? We have to meet the real estate agent in twenty minutes.”

“Twenty minutes is plenty of time.” Andre slid his hand between Nathan’s thighs and caressed his balls. “I haven’t had your cock down my throat in almost two weeks.”

Between the move from Chicago, getting settled into an apartment, and looking for a house to buy, sex had ended up at the bottom of the to-do list. Nathan’s cock reminded him of that fact, growing longer and harder with Andre’s stroking. He lifted his hips so Andre’s hand could slide farther between his thighs.

“Yeah, that’s the way,” Andre said, his voice husky. He lowered the zipper on Nathan’s jeans. “You know you want my mouth on you.”

Nathan never bothered with underwear, so it only took Andre a moment to pull his shaft through the zipper’s opening. He tensed as he waited for the first swipe of his lover’s tongue.

It came across the crown...warm, wet, with a promise of more. Nathan lifted his hips higher. Concentrating on driving the SUV had never been more difficult. He’d rather drive his cock all the way down Andre’s throat.

“Take it,” he rasped, holding the back of Andre’s neck. “You wanted it. Take it all.”

Nathan gripped the steering wheel to keep the SUV in the lane when Andre slid his lips all the way down Nathan’s hard flesh. He knew this was insane. He didn’t want to cause an accident and possibly hurt someone. He had to stop Andre before...

His lover began sucking hard.

“Aw, shit!”

Nathan’s need was too strong to stop Andre now. Taking the next exit off the freeway, he pulled into the parking lot of a large warehouse store. He threw the SUV into “park”, grabbed Andre’s head, and fucked his mouth.

Four years together had taught Nathan exactly what Andre liked, and vice versa. Nathan closed his eyes and leaned his head back, absorbing the warmth of Andre’s mouth. His lover knew how to drag out the pleasure, or to quickly bring him to a climax. Two weeks of abstinence meant Nathan’s orgasm wouldn’t take long, no matter what Andre did.

It built in his balls, whooshed up and down his spine, and exploded out the end of his cock.

Nathan had to wait for his heart to stop pounding in his temples before he could open his eyes. He watched Andre lick the last drop of cum from the slit before he sat back in his seat. A smug smile crossed his lips.

“Delicious as always.”

Nathan barked out a laugh. “Shit, man, you’re trying to kill both of us.”

“I didn’t hear you complaining.”

Scraping one hand through his short hair, Nathan glanced at Andre’s crotch and the apparent outline of his hard cock. “What about you?”

Andre pressed his hand against his fly. “You can take care of me later. For now, we have five minutes to get to the real estate office.”

“Right.” Nathan stuffed his softening cock inside his jeans and zipped them. “Let’s go find a house.”

Chapter Two

––––––––

“Coopers’ Companions, this is Michelle.”

“Hey, Chelle.”

Michelle smiled at the sound of Zach’s voice. “Hey, big bro! How goes the honeymoon?”

“Incredible. Jade is... Ah, Chelle, she’s everything I could ask for in a wife. She’s charming, gracious, funny, sexy. Make that very sexy. God, I love her.”

“I know you do. So why are you talking on the phone with me when you should be with her?”

“She’s taking a nap. We were up pretty late last night, then walked around most of Jamaica this morning. Jade is having a blast buying silly souvenirs for everyone.”

Michelle shifted the receiver to her other ear. “Where are you going after Jamaica?”

“Puerto Rico.”

“Then?”

“The Lesser Antilles. St. Croix, St. John’s, Martinique...and other islands I can’t remember right now.”

“Does she know?”

“Nope. I’m having fun surprising her.”

She knew that her brother had planned a special honeymoon for Jade. They’d started in Miami, but after that he’d refused to tell Jade where they were going. He’d told her to pack for three weeks in the sun and promised her a honeymoon she’d never forget. It sounded like he planned to live up to that promise.

“How’s the weather?”

“Perfect. Sunny, light breeze, highs in the low 80s.”

“You’d better be taking a lot of pictures.”

“Jade takes pictures of everything. She bought two extra memory cards for her digital. She’s almost filled one already. I’m probably going to have to buy more cards.”

“They’ll be horribly expensive on a tropical island, if you can even buy them there.”

“So I’ll buy her some disposable cameras if she needs them.”

“And never complain.”

“Of course not. I’ll buy her anything she wants. But enough about that. How are you doing? I talked to Brent before I called you. He sounds terrible.”

“He actually sounds better today than he did yesterday. I finally convinced him to go to the doctor and get drugs.”

“Good girl.”

“Things are great here. Busy, but I like that. I’ve interviewed several possible escorts who weren’t quite right. You wouldn’t believe some of the strange men who answered our ad.”

“Yeah, I would believe. I’ve interviewed strange men, too.”

“I did hire two new escorts yesterday. Major studs. Our clients will love them.”

“Major studs, huh? Do I hear a bit of yearning in your voice?”

Sometimes she wished her brother didn’t know her so well. “Of course not.” She swallowed hard after that lie. “I’m saying that from an employer’s point of view.”

“Uh-huh. I don’t remember you describing Rod as a major stud when we hired him.”

“That’s because Rod is like another brother. Heck, all our escorts treat me like a pesky little sister.”

“Everyone adores you, Chelle. Almost as much as I do.”

Warmth swelled inside her at his sweet words. She considered herself lucky to have a brother like Zach. She loved Brent, despite his fly-off-the-handle personality, but Zach was so special to her. “I love you, too.”

“Um, nice. Jade just kissed my neck. Since she’s up from her nap, I’d better go. Maybe I can convince her to go back to bed for something besides a nap.”

Michelle rolled her eyes. “Did you have to tell me that?”

Zach chuckled. “Call David. Won’t he take care of you?”

His comment made Michelle realize she hadn’t told Zach about her break-up with David. She hadn’t wanted Zach to worry about her while making wedding plans. “Nope. That’s all over.”

“What? You broke up with him?”

“Actually, he broke up with me. He asked me to move in with him. I said no.”

“Y’all have been together for several months.”

“I know, but I wasn’t ready for anything that...serious.”

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah. He’s a great guy, but I don’t love him. I don’t think he was serious about me either. He just wanted a live-in housekeeper with fringe benefits.”

Zach laughed, then moaned softly. “Uh, Chelle, I gotta go. Jade is... I gotta go.”

Michelle smiled at the husky sound of her brother’s voice. “Sure. Y’all have fun.”

Her smile faded as she hung up the receiver. She was happy for her brother, truly happy. Jade was perfect for Zach, despite their ten-year age difference. But she couldn’t help feeling a bit sad, too. Men had flitted in and out of her life since she was seventeen. Now, at twenty-six, the prospect of someone to love didn’t look any more promising than it had nine years ago.

Well, you’re just being silly, Michelle. Twenty-six is far from old.

Zach had been thirty before he found Jade. Michelle could wait. She enjoyed the company of a man. She enjoyed the pleasure they gave each other with their bodies. But she wouldn’t settle for anything less than the man of her dreams. She wanted that one man who made her heart pound with a single look.

Without warning, images of Andre and Nathan filled her mind.

They looked so different, but both were seriously hot. If she ever broke her rule about not getting involved with the escorts, they would be the reason.

And that would be incredibly stupid.

Work beckoned, even if she’d rather daydream about hunky guys. With a sigh, she turned back to her computer and opened her spreadsheet program.

She heard the buzzer, signaling someone had come in the front door. She wasn’t expecting anyone, but wouldn’t be surprised if one of the escorts dropped by, or her stubborn brother. It would be just like Brent to ignore his doctor’s advice and come to work.

Instead of her brother, Andre walked into the main office.

It was a good thing she sat in a chair or her legs might have buckled. David had been her lover for almost six months and she’d never reacted so strongly to him.

He smiled. “Good afternoon.”

“Good afternoon.” Michelle swallowed to erase the raspy sound of her voice. “What can I do for you?”

“Nathan and I picked up our lab results this morning. I decided to bring them to you.”

“Wow, that was fast.”

‘We did not want to make you wait.”

He handed her a manila envelope. Michelle waited until he sat in one of the chairs before the desk, then unfastened the clasp and withdrew the paperwork. She recognized the name of a large lab in the hospital district at the top of the forms. A quick glance over the results showed she had no worries about Andre’s and Nathan’s health.

“Is everything satisfactory?” Andre asked.

“Yes. Your lab work is perfect.”

“We take good care of ourselves.”

Michelle let her gaze slide across his shoulders and chest. Yes, they certainly did take excellent care of themselves.

Professional, Michelle. Act professional. “Thank you for bringing these by. I’ll set up you and Nathan with clients as soon as possible.” She slipped the forms back into the envelope. “I hope you realize requesting lab work in no way means Coopers’ Companions assumes you’ll be intimate with a client. I told you and Nathan that sex is not a requirement of your job.”

“You do not have to explain anything to me, Michelle. Nathan and I understand all the requirements of our job, but you do want healthy men escorting your clients. Any employer would want that.”

God, that voice. Deep, cultured, sexy. She could sit here and listen to his accent the rest of the night. And into tomorrow morning.

The telephone rang. “Excuse me.”

The gods had read her mind. Josephine Rowe, one of Coopers’ Companions regular clients, needed a last-minute escort for an important business function tonight. President of one of the large local banks, she often called at a moment’s notice. Michelle always did her best to accommodate the woman, even though Mrs. Rowe usually called late on Friday when Michelle had already booked her guys.

This Friday was no different. She’d booked all of her escorts for tonight and tomorrow night...except for her two newest ones.

“Just a moment, Mrs. Rowe.” She placed the call on hold and looked at Andre. “This is one of my regulars. She needs an escort tonight for a business function. Are you interested?”

“I will be happy to work tonight.”

Michelle smiled. “Great. Just a sec and I’ll give you all the info.”

Two minutes later, she hung up and pushed a piece of paper across the desk toward Andre. “Mrs. Rowe’s home address and the address where the event is being held. If you need help finding either, there’s a large map of the Metroplex on the wall in the meeting room. I’ll help you find
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