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Matt Dorning likes his life just the way it is. Escorting provides him with enough money to live in his favorite city, New York, and he’s been doing it long enough that he knows the rules: don’t give it away when there’s always someone who’ll pay for it; always leave them wanting more; and never, never lose your heart to a client.

Lucas Sawyer is about to challenge Matt’s rules. He’s a beautiful man who shouldn’t need to pay for sex, and yet Matt knows he’s the latest hooker in a long line. Lucas lives a life Matt can only dream of, but it doesn’t appear to make him happy: there’s something going on beneath that poised, self-assured exterior. And Matt also knows that his time with Lucas won’t last forever—escorts have a certain shelf life where he’s concerned.

So what happens when the man who doesn’t ‘do’ relationships, starts to question his life? Lucas is about to embark on a journey of self discovery...and Matt’s life is about to get messy...

Expect sex, silk, and sensuality.
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Lucas got up from the bed and strolled naked into the bathroom. Behind him he heard the telltale signs that his latest escort was getting dressed: the quiet metallic sound of a belt being fastened was as distinctive as one being opened.

This was the part he always hated.

Not the financial part. That was done and dusted the minute the young man had entered Lucas’s apartment. His money had been awaiting him on the small hall table, no way to miss it. No, what Lucas always hated was the part where the escort left, and he was left somehow... unsatisfied. Again.

He’d loved the sex. That wasn’t the problem. The problem was that he didn’t know what was wrong.

Lucas glanced at his reflection in the mirror, the remnants of spunk still coating his abs. He’d take a shower when the escort—Neil?—had gone. Yes, Neil. He recalled their first meeting a couple of weeks previously, the usual wide-eyed stare when Neil had first seen the interior of the apartment. But this had been their second meeting, and the last time Neil would feast his eyes on the spectacular view.

Because if Lucas hadn’t worked out what was missing after two bouts of sex, then a third wouldn’t make any difference.

The sound of a throat clearing.

Lucas turned toward the doorway, not caring in the slightest that he was still nude. Neil wore his jeans and white tank top, his black boots heavy and shiny. What drew Lucas’s attention, however, was the hopeful expression, one he’d seen many times before.

“So... could we do this again sometime?”

Lucas’s heart sank. Not that he’d betray any emotion. He didn’t do that.

He gave Neil a smile. “Thank you for this afternoon. I’m glad you were able to fit me in.”

Neil’s smile matched his. “I enjoyed our first time. I was happy to do a rematch.” Then his smile faltered. “Except there isn’t going to be another, is there?”

Neil’s come was drying on Lucas’s skin. He could feel it as he moved, a physical reminder of a couple of hours of good sex. But it wasn’t enough, and he was damned if he knew why. He didn’t want to say anything that would hurt the young man, who seemed like a sweet enough guy, earnest and hard-working.

Thankfully Neil got the message. “Okay. Well, thanks.”

Lucas walked over to him and kissed his cheek. “Good luck with your studies.” Yet another impoverished student, supplementing his income by escorting. New York was seemingly full of them, and most of them appeared to be providing sexual services to supplement their funds.

He saw Neil to the door. “They’ll let you out downstairs.” One of the benefits of living where he did was the security on the first floor. No one got as far as the elevator without Lucas’s say so.

The door closed, Lucas walked through the apartment to his bathroom and flipped on the shower. Seconds later he was under the jets, letting the hot water soak away all evidence of the last few hours. When he was done, he walked into his office, a towel wrapped low around his hips. His diary lay open on the desk, and he peered at it.

Time to do some work.

The days were long gone that Lucas needed to be hands on with his various enterprises. A parent company had control of all of Lucas’s diverse portfolio, and he made sure he checked in on all activities. He’d handpicked all his managers, but that didn’t mean he let them stray too far out of his sight.

Control was the one constant in Lucas’s life, the only way he knew how to cope. Variation was not an option.

His landline’s shrill tone pierced the quiet, and Lucas picked up the handset. “Lucas Sawyer.”

“Hey, Lucas. Sorry to bother you, but I need your help.”

Lucas frowned. “Who is this?” The male voice was vaguely familiar, but he couldn’t quite place it.

“Wendell Tate? Your company is in charge of the refurbishment of my hotel?”

Now he had it. But that still left a couple of questions unanswered. Number one being...

“Wendell. Of course. I was just caught out by you using this number.” Only his managers called him on this line, and for Wendell to do so was highly inappropriate.

Not that Lucas had any intention of cluing him in on that. Before Wendell could say another word, Lucas shifted gears. “Now, what can I do to help?” He wasn’t about to ruffle Wendell’s feathers: the businessman had brought a significant amount of business Lucas’s way.

“I’m sorry to have to resort to calling you like this, but I’m not happy about what’s going on. Your guys were supposed to show up this morning, with all their equipment and materials, ready to scaffold up the hotel. And what do I find? They finished early because they didn’t have all the materials they needed.” It sounded like Wendell was winding himself up to let off some steam.

Lucas wasn’t about to let that happen.

“Firstly, can I say how sorry I am? I have no idea what could have caused such a situation, but you can be sure I will be looking into it the second I’m finished with this call.” Of that, Lucas was grimly certain. “Secondly, seeing as this has delayed you, I’m more than happy to discuss a reduction in our final bill.” He gave Wendell a second or two to digest that one. “And thirdly, I will ensure that the men are going to be there bright and early tomorrow morning, with sufficient equipment and materials to complete the job. Now, does that sound like something you could live with?”

Lucas was willing to bet Wendell had been ready to battle it out, but that was not Lucas’s way. Always make your opponent do what you want them to do. It could have been Lucas’s mantra.

There was a pause before Wendell spoke. “Oh... well... yeah, that sounds great. Thanks, Lucas. Sorry if I disturbed you.”

“That’s fine. We got it all sorted out in the end, that’s what matters.” Lucas disconnected the call, then took a deep breath. Good cop, bad cop. Time for bad cop. And right then he was pissed.

He dialed the number for Cameron Wade, the manager of his construction company.

“Hey, Mr. Sawyer. What can I do for you?”

Lucas counted to three before starting. “You can tell me how the hell you managed to turn up at Wendell Tate’s hotel this morning, without enough equipment to do the job he’s paying us for.”

“Aw, crap. He called ya, didn’t he?”

“It doesn’t really matter how I got to hear about it. What bothers me is that it happened at all. What the hell are you playing at over there?” A pause long enough to take a breath, and then he launched again. “I’m doing my job. Do I have to come out there and do yours?”

He swore he heard Cameron gulp.

“Carl quit.”

Lucas racked his brains. “Carl. Carl Fenmore?” He was the one who assessed each job and made estimates on its requirements. “When? And why?”

“A week ago. He said he had family commitments. Thing is, when I came to look for his figures, I couldn’t find them, so I had to calcul—”

“You screwed up. You should have checked out all his jobs right after he left, but you didn’t. So you screwed up.”

“Yes, Mr. Sawyer.”

“You need to send someone out to Wendell’s hotel this afternoon, and have them do the figures again. And then tomorrow morning, you’re going to have a crew there bright and early, all bright-eyed and bushy-tailed, ready to get the job done, with every last scrap of material that they need. You may not mind if this reflects badly on my reputation, but I certainly do.”

“I do mind, Mr. Sawyer.” Cameron sounded distinctly subdued. “I know how proud you are of the company.”

“Then make sure you don’t let me down again.” Lucas hung up.

He took a moment to breathe deeply.

There were days when having his fingers in many different pies sucked. When he felt pulled in several directions at once. That was normality. On those days when it seemed like no one listened to a word he said, Lucas did the only thing he knew that would let off steam.

He called an escort. It wasn’t something he allowed himself all that often, maybe two or three times a month. He could cope the rest of the time.

Of course he could cope. This was what he did.

That was what he always did.
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[image: image]


[image: image]

“Which one’s next, Si?” Matt Dorning called out, his gaze roaming over the multitude of brightly colored underwear, ranging from briefs to boxer briefs to jocks to scraps of fabric that were almost indecent.

Almost.

“The yellow Andrew Christian jock with the red waistband,” Simon Morris yelled back from the other room where he’d set up his cameras, screens and lights. “It’s still in its packet. Near the dark blue Speedos.”

Aha. “Got it.” Matt pounced on the cellophane-wrapped item and removed its packaging. “Hey, this one is see-through.”

“I know, so don’t go showing too much, if you get my meaning.”

Matt laughed. “Trying on underwear does not give me a hard-on. Now, if it was Casey.... ”

Simon’s groan was clearly audible. “Oh God, don’t remind me. Last time he modeled for me? I couldn’t post half the photos on my Facebook page. I’d have been reported in a nanosecond.”

Matt squirmed into the jock, adjusting the back straps until he was comfortable with it. He glanced in the full-length mirror Simon had set up in the bedroom, turning slightly to see how his butt looked. The straps pushed his cheeks up, rounding them even more than usual.

“You’ve been doing your squats, I see.” Simon leaned against the door, a camera in his hand. “That ass of yours is looking mighty fine.” He licked his lips. “Mighty fine indeed.”

Matt wagged a finger. “It’s free to look. Eating it will cost you, as will licking, kissing, fingering and fucking it.” He grinned. “And we both know you’re too much of a cheapskate to pay for it.”

“Damn, you know me so well.”

“Uh huh. Now show me where you want me.” Before Simon could fire back at him, Matt gave him a piercing look. “For the photo, Si.”

Simon let out an exaggerated sigh. “Do you have to play hard to get all the time?” He went back into the other room and Matt followed him. A white screen was suspended from the ceiling, curving as it reached the floor so it could be stood upon. “Okay. Rinse and repeat. Let’s do this.”

Matt took up his position once more and went through his usual poses. “Goddamn, this thing is sheer.” Glancing down, he saw how visible his dick and balls were through the thin gauzy fabric.

“Looks great.” Simon clicked away, taking multiple shots of Matt, before zooming in on his groin. “Nice. Really nice.”

Matt shook his head. “Next time you ask me to do a photo shoot for you, I’m gonna make sure you get laid the night before. Then maybe you wouldn’t be eyeing my cock like it’s a popsicle in an August heatwave.”

Simon snorted. “Trust me, honey, I could get my rocks off all night long, and I’d still want a piece of that gorgeous dick.” He paused and lowered the camera. “Want me to take some shots for your escort page? Show off the merchandise?”

That was actually a great idea. “Sure.” Matt slipped his hand inside the jock and stroked his shaft until it had firmed up. Now it strained against the fabric, a darker spot appearing where he’d leaked a little pre-cum.

“Perfect. Okay, hands out of the frame.”

Matt did as instructed, and Simon took a few photos of his rigid cock.

“Right. Turn around, bend over and spread ’em.”

Matt chuckled as he did so. “You’re enjoying this way too much.”

Simon sighed. “I’m just living vicariously through my camera lens. I think my camera loves you.”

Matt listened to the click click click as Simon went about his business. It was always good to change things up a little. His present photos had been online for about three months, so it was time for a change.

“Wanna try on another pair? Your choice this time.” Simon had already had him in about twenty pairs. The new stock had come from an online store that had used Matt before.

He glanced at his phone. “Shit. I can’t. I’m late.” Matt hurried back into the bedroom, removed the jock and put on his clothes.

Simon tut-tutted. “Uh oh. Can’t be late for work when it’s your parents’ restaurant. But I suppose the good news is they won’t fire your ass.”

Matt snorted. “Don’t you believe it.” He knew Simon was correct, but that didn’t mean he wanted another lecture from his mom about tardiness.

Simon came into the room. “Are you going to be one of Russell’s models next month when he does his show?”

Matt nodded. “Yeah. He’s got me down for underwear, casual clothes and coats.” He snickered. “Coats, in the middle of August. Like New York isn’t hot enough.” The fashion shoot was for Russell Bianco’s new autumn and winter collection.

“I’ve got another shoot lined up next week for an underwear catalog. You available?”

Matt was always available when it came to making money. “Sure. Message me the time, and I’ll stick it into my schedule. And can you send me copies of today’s shots? All of them?”

“Can do. I’ll send you the dropbox link.”

One last glance around to make sure he had everything, then Matt kissed Simon on the cheek and hurried out of the apartment, heading for the subway. His parent’s restaurant was at W64th Street and Broadway, about twenty minutes away, and he was working the lunch shift.

When he was finally sitting in the subway train, uttering a silent Thank You for the A/C, Matt got out his phone to check for messages. He smiled when he saw the first one. The Cuddler was in town. That was something to look forward to later that evening. He loved it when the middle-aged businessman came into the city. Matt didn’t mind for an instant that there’d be no fucking: he really enjoyed The Cuddler’s company, and their encounters were always an oasis of calm in Matt’s otherwise chaotic—but happy—life.

Quickly he messaged back, his thumbs flying over the keys.

That’s great. See you at nine.

The remaining messages were for meet-ups later in the week, and all of them were with regulars. That was fine by Matt. It wasn’t as if he desperately needed the cash—all his various jobs kept him afloat—but the escorting meant he could keep on living in his favorite city. At twenty-seven, he’d seen enough of the US to know his heart belonged to NYC.

By the time he got off the train at Columbus Circle, his calendar was up-to-date and he’d arranged to meet Trey for a drink at the Dakota bar after his shift. Matt hadn’t seen him for months, and by some miracle they both had time to kill. Matt wasn’t about to let the opportunity pass. He’d first met Trey in a bar three years ago, and it had been Trey who’d suggested escorting as a means of increasing Matt’s income. They kept in touch via text and Facebook, and it was a standing joke between them that neither of their profiles matched their real lives. Matt figured his parents would have a shit fit if they found out about the escorting. Hell, they didn’t even know about the underwear modeling, and he’d rather it stayed that way. That they’d accepted his sexuality was miracle enough. They weren’t happy about it, sure, but they weren’t about to disown him.

Matt ran along W64th St, turned left and headed for the back entrance. As he came through the door, a loud chorus of greetings assaulted his ears: some of the kitchen staff yelled hey, while his older brother Vin glared at him and tapped his watch.

“Get your ass into your uniform, then get out there. Pop has already been in here, looking for you.”

“Gimme a break,” Matt groused. “I’m only ten minutes late.” He dashed into the small back room, closed the door and pulled his T-shirt up and over his head. His black shirt was in his bag, neatly folded, and he hoped to God it wasn’t too creased. That always resulted in a hard stare from his mom. Then he grabbed an apron from the hook on the wall, and hurried out.

The restaurant was packed, the air full of lively chatter. The lunchtime clients were always a loud bunch, and the service was usually brisk, mainly due to time restraints. The restaurant served a varied menu, mainly of American staples, but produced to a high standard: his parents wouldn’t have it any other way.

“Hey, you made it.”

Matt gave his sister Angela a mock glare, but she merely grinned in response. He got on with his shift, and for the next five hours he waited on tables, taking orders, bringing food and clearing dishes. As usual, he took a break halfway through to gulp down some lunch of his own, then it was back to the grindstone. Not that he thought about it in those terms. He loved working there, the banter with the regular diners, the quips he and the other servers exchanged, and the whole process of getting to know the business. It was no secret that Pop was training him to take over the restaurant one day, and Matt loved the trust his father showed in him.

When four o’clock arrived, bringing with it the first signs of a slowdown in the number of people coming through the doors, Matt changed back into his own clothes, kissed his mom on top of her head, and headed through the kitchen to leave the building. Time enough to hurry back to his apartment, grab a shower and a fresh change of clothes, then meet Trey for a drink and a catch-up.

Matt loved his life.
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“Hey, you!” Trey grabbed Matt in an enthusiastic hug. “How are you?”

“I’m good. You?”

“Can’t complain.” Trey released him and sat back down on the bar stool where Matt had found him. Before Matt could say anything else, the bartender came over.

“What’ll it be, guys?”

Matt met Trey’s gaze, and they both said, “A Manhattan” in the same breath. Matt laughed and took the stool next to Trey.

The bartender laughed too. “Be right with ya.” She left them to reach for a bottle of Maker’s Mark.

“So, how are things?” Trey helped himself to a handful of bar snacks.

“They’re good, thanks. And you?” Matt knew Trey did a lot more escorting then he did, sometimes seeing as many as seven or eight different guys in one day.

“So-so. Some days are better than others. I’m still on the lookout for my sugar daddy. There has to be one guy out there who wants to take care of me.” Trey grinned, and then his eyes widened. “Did I tell you about this one guy from last month? God, I thought I’d finally found him.”

“Let me guess. He was rich.” Matt smiled. He loved Trey’s stories.

“Fuck, they’d have to invent a new word to describe this guy. I mean, he had to be loaded. He lives on Park Avenue.”

“Well, of course he does.”

Trey shook his head. “But not just any Park Avenue address. This has to be the tallest fucking building in Manhattan! Man, what I’d give to live there. The view from his bedroom was totally amazing.”

“You never know. He might invite you back.”

“Uh uh. Not this guy.”

Matt frowned. “How can you know that?”

“Because word gets around. He’s been using the escort sites for a while now, and apparently once is all you get, although I did hear recently that someone got a second bite of the apple. Lucky fella.”

“Just because he has money doesn’t mean he’s automatically a nice guy,” Matt remarked. “What if he’d been creepy? Or a psycho? What if he’s going through all these escorts ’cause he’s looking for a specific guy, or type of guy, and when he finds him....” Matt drew his finger across his throat with a hiss. He was joking, of course. It sounded like this john had been through a ton of escorts, and if something was off, alarm bells would surely have sounded before now.

“You’re a great help.” Trey helped himself to more snacks. When he’d finished his mouthful, he resumed the conversation. “And for your information, he was okay. Good looking, a real silver fox, with ink too. And man, those eyes. He had the most gorgeous blue eyes.” He winked. “They matched the sheets on his bed.”

Matt laughed. “So if I get a call to go to a Park Avenue address, and meet a guy with beautiful blue eyes that match his bed linen, I’ll send him your regards.”

“Honey, if you get that call, you’d better work that cute tush of yours and make it to a third call. You never know.” Trey winked. “He might have a thing for biracial guys.”

“Then he’d have found one before now. More than half the guys on Men4U’s pages are black or biracial. And the other sites are just the same. Any ethnicity you can think of, it’s out there.”

“There you go, showing off that college education, using those big words again,” Trey joked. Their cocktails arrived, and both took a sip. Trey let out a happy sigh. “It doesn’t get much better than this.”

Matt had to agree. “You got many more tricks tonight?”

Trey glanced at his phone. “I got one in an hour, about five blocks from here. Hence the choice of bar. Then maybe another before I turn in for the night.” He grinned. “Gotta make this bod pay, right?” Trey inclined his head. “Escorting still working out for ya?”

Matt smiled. “Most fun I’ve ever had on my back. Or all fours. Or standing up. Or—”

“Yeah, yeah, I get it.”

Matt laughed. “Oh, I gotta tell ya. There was this one guy last week. I could tell right off that he’d never done this before. I mean, he was visibly shaking. So, I figured I’d play it nice and easy. I told him my name and asked if he’d like me to strip for him. He looked kind of relieved at that, so I knew I was on the right track. Anyway, he sat on the bed, I grasped the hem of my T-shirt, slowly pulled it up to reveal my belly—and he came in his pants.”

Trey’s eyes widened. “No shit. Really?”

Matt nodded. “Quickest one ever.” He’d actually felt sorry for the guy.

“You still following my advice?”

Matt gave a sage nod. “If they’re drunk, I turn them down.” Drunks could get real nasty. “And if they’re just tipsy, I give them a good massage to send them to sleep, then I wake them up when their time is done.”

“Good boy.” He smiled after Matt gave his phone a cursory glance. “You got someone booked in?”

“A regular.” Matt had ten to fifteen regular johns. Some would call him once or twice a month, others more frequently. He liked the fact that he knew what to expect, but nothing beat the thrill of meeting someone new. And if Matt didn’t enjoy being with a particular client? They didn’t get a second look-in. He wasn’t doing this because he had to, after all.

Life is too short to put up with bad sex. Then he smiled to himself. Is there such a thing?
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Matt stood in front of the hotel elevators, waiting for the right opportunity. When a couple got into an open elevator, he seized his chance and followed them in, waiting until they had used their room key to choose their floor. When he got to the fourth floor and the correct room, Matt gave three sharp raps on the door.

It swung open and a dark-haired man in a white bathrobe stood there, smiling. “Prompt as usual. Get in here.”

Matt followed him into the bedroom, where the TV was on, and an ice bucket stood on the nightstand with two glasses next to it, both filled with white wine.

“Aw, that’s sweet. Thank you.” Matt waited until the man had disrobed and climbed into the bed, before leisurely removing his own clothing. He knew the routine well enough by now. Once he was naked, he joined the man in bed and snuggled up to his side, putting his arms around him and resting his head on the chest covered with a layer of salt-and-pepper hair. “So, how are you?”

“Can’t grumble. Business is good.” He put his arm around Matt. “Great to see you. So, tell me what you’ve been getting up to since my last visit.”

For the next hour, Matt talked and snuggled, occasionally pausing to drink some wine. The man listened, asking questions or making comments as Matt went along, now and again stroking up and down his arm. Then he shared about his day, Matt listening intently.

Matt liked the fact that he felt safe. He had no clue why the guy didn’t want sex, but then he didn’t have to know.

His job was to provide what his client wanted, and as long as it didn’t break Matt’s rules, he’d do just that. He didn’t have many rules, but he stuck to them.

Condoms, or it doesn’t happen.

If a client has bad body odor, they have to shower first. On their time.

There is always someone who will pay for sex, so never give it away.

Always leave a client happy and wanting more.

And his final, most important rule—never lose your heart to a client.

Three years since he’d started, and so far, all his rules remained unbroken.

Matt had every intention of keeping it that way.
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Chapter Two
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Lucas poured himself a glass of whiskey and took it over to the window to gaze out at the Manhattan skyline. His laptop sat open on the couch, his emails taken care of and his agenda brought up to date.

Well, almost up to date. Lucas had a few hours to fill the following day, provided he could find a guy who ticked his boxes. Not that he had all that many. Good looking was top of the list, but he wasn’t into the brawny types, all muscles and eight-packs. Lucas smiled to himself. I remember when a six-pack was all the rage. Proof of evolution? Or body building gone mad?

He went over to the couch, put down his glass and refreshed the screen. One click later, and he was on his current site du jour. He scrolled through the images, not bothering about filtering the guys, beyond their location. Quite a few familiar faces stared back at him, and he scrolled past them. If someone had asked him what he was looking for, Lucas wasn’t sure he could have come up with an answer.

Maybe I’ll know when I see him.

God, there were so many to choose from, and so many labels: White, Black, Asian, Latino, European, Fetish, Vanilla... Lucas reached for his glass. He never looked at the labels anyway: he was more concerned with his initial impressions. Sometimes one glance was enough to have him scrolling past, and yet at other times, he’d keep going back to a particular profile.

Like this guy. Matt, twenty-seven. The photo was nothing out of the ordinary. Matt wore a black tank top and briefs, revealing firm looking thighs. Eyes like ebony, dark and sexy. It could have been a photo straight out of a catalog. Come to think of it, Lucas was certain he’d seen that handsome face somewhere else. And of course, that meant he had to find it, because otherwise it would drive him nuts. He put the laptop aside and grabbed the pile of magazines from the coffee table. He knew it was recent.

Fifteen minutes later, he’d found his guy, in an ad for underwear. Lucas smiled appreciatively. Great body, obviously took care of himself, and thank God, he wasn’t doing that ridiculous pout that every model seemed to have in their repertoire nowadays. Matt simply gazed at the camera, a faint smile in evidence.

Lucas went back to the laptop, and reread the profile. Okay, why do I keep coming back to you? It was little more than a hunch, some instinct that prodded him, the hope of chemistry ever present. More than that? Lucas had no idea why that particular guy drew him, but he was always one to follow his instincts.

An hour in the sack with Matt. Just what the doctor ordered.
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Matt took off his apron and hung it on the hook provided. Another shift done, and a long one at that. The dinner crowd was always busy, especially on a Friday night. He couldn’t wait to get home, kick off his shoes, strip off, and soak in the tub. Maybe a glass of Baileys and some music too.

Vin trudged into the room, rubbing his hand over his head. “At this rate, by the time the wedding day comes, I’ll be too exhausted to stand at the altar. You’ll have to hold me up, bro.” He collapsed into the chair and put his head in his hands. “God, I’m tired. And Vanessa wants to go shopping tomorrow. Oh, joy.”

Matt chuckled. “Look on the bright side. It’s not that long till the wedding, and all the big, important stuff is out of the way, right? The church, the dress, the flowers, the reception... Hey, what about the cake?”

Vin jerked his head up and stared at Matt. “The what? Oh, the cake. Vanessa’s grandma is taking care of that. No, she wants to go look at gifts for the bridesmaids and our moms.” He folded his arms behind his head. “Sometimes I think you got the right idea, staying single.” Vin lowered his voice. “Unless you’ve found someone and you’re keeping him a secret ’cause you think Mom and Pop have enough on their plate without worrying they’re about to get a son-in-law.”

Matt snickered. “Trust me, I’m not about to spring any surprises on them. No secret boyfriends.” His phone pinged, announcing the arrival of an email, and he peered at the screen. Hey, a new guy. Lucas. Matt smiled. He loved it when his routine got shaken up a little.

“You sure about that? ’Cause that is one mysterious smile you got going on there.”

“Yep, I’m sure.” Matt scrolled through the message. Tomorrow afternoon. Thank God he had a Saturday off for once. His thumbs flying over the keys, he messaged back to tell Lucas they were good to go. Seconds later the address flashed up. Park Avenue? Something sparked in Matt’s brain, a recent conversation.... Then he grinned. Oh wow. Trey’s Mr. Blue Sheets? Had to be a coincidence. There had to be a ton of guys on Park Avenue, and the chances of this being Trey’s would-be sugar daddy were extremely remote.

There was only one way to find out.

Matt pocketed his phone, grabbed his bag and changed into his T-shirt. When he was ready to go, he rubbed his knuckles lightly over Vin’s head. “See you Sunday?”

“Sunday. Wait—what? You not in tomorrow? Jeez. Some guys get all the luck.”

Matt arched his eyebrows. “Says you, who was off last Saturday.” He strode out of the room with more energy than he’d thought he possessed after such a long, tiring shift, and headed out into the alley, and across the street to his favorite bar. Minutes later, he had a Manhattan, a bowl of olives, his phone was out, and he was texting Trey. The bar was his usual way to unwind after work, and he didn’t want to wait until he got home to talk to Trey. He had to know now.

It took five minutes for Trey to text back. Hey. Whassup?

That guy you told me about. Blue sheets? Rich as fuck? What was his address?

Another couple of minutes passed. Midtown. Park Ave. In the 400s. Why?

Matt smiled gleefully to himself. It had to be the same guy. Coz he’s booked me for tomorrow.

When five or six minutes had passed, Matt got the feeling something was wrong. He put in his earbuds, clicked on FaceTime and waited for it to connect. At first, he wasn’t sure what he was seeing, then he worked it out. He was looking at a ceiling, the end of a bed just in view.

Then he caught the noises. Unmistakable noises.

What the fuck?

Trey’s head bobbed into view, over the edge of the bed. “Oh, yeah,” he moaned, before disappearing. He reappeared seconds later. “Yeah.” When he bobbed in and out of sight more quickly, his noises and speed increasing, Matt had to stifle his laughter. From the background came loud grunts and groans. Trey winked at Matt, rolled his eyes, then turned his head slightly. “Oh God, yeah, fuck, yeah, that’s it. You’re amaaaaazing!” It was enough to have Matt biting his tongue to keep himself from laughing out loud.

He waited until whoever was fucking Trey had finished. Trey raised his head. “Yeah, fine. You go get cleaned up.” He peered at Matt and grinned. “Now, as I was trying to type before someone started reaming my ass... Get. The. Fuck. Outta here! Seriously?” His face grew bigger as he picked up the phone.

Matt was still trying to get his head around that one. He’s FaceTiming me, with his phone clearly on the floor—while getting fucked. That was definitely something Matt had never tried.

He returned Trey’s grin. “Looks like I get to have a bite of the apple too.”

Trey snorted. “Make the most of it, savor the flavor, because one bite is all you get. So don’t go falling in love with his silk sheets, y’hear?”

Matt laughed. “Cross my heart. Now go deal with your john.” He disconnected the call. Trey’s words finally registered. Silk sheets?

Matt couldn’t wait to meet this guy. Lucas sounded interesting.

[image: image]

Matt recalled Trey’s description of Lucas, so he knew what to expect, but when the door to his apartment opened and he saw the guy up close...

Wow. Yeah, Matt liked what he saw. His original message had contained a few details, so he knew Lucas was forty-five, but at first glance he appeared younger than his years, even with the mix of silver and gray hair on his head and in his beard. The few lines around his
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