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“I knew he was trouble the minute I saw his beautiful face, that body, and the way he strode up to me, extending his hand. However, he fascinated me and I had to have him.”
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Chapter 1

Jeremy
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“No fucking way?” I murmured into the empty silence, just as I’d planned to pour myself a drink of Scotch on the rocks after I stepped out of the shower and dried off. I needed something strong. I placed the bottle down after pouring a slug. I closed my eyes for a moment, then I collected my thoughts. I wasn’t about to reach for a robe. If whoever had the nerve to show up at my door, they’d get what they were looking for—a naked ass with a hard cock.  

After a quick sip, I placed the much-needed drink on the table, and sauntered over to the intercom to call security. Where the fuck was security and what the fuck were they doing? Giving each other a blowjob? I questioned.  

Wasn’t it their job to scrutinize my guests and at least ask if I wanted to be bothered tonight? Or tell them I’m not here. Which wouldn’t be a lie. I glanced over at the clock. I wasn’t supposed to be here. I was supposed to be dressing so I could go over to that fucking country club. This was the third ring. 

“I explicitly left orders for security to say that I’m out for the fucking evening,” I huffed, raising my finger to hit the button. Then came a loud knock. 

Now I wanted to see just who had the balls to knock on my door.  

I enjoyed my privacy. Everyone who knew me knew I didn’t want any company, especially since I’d been home for only a few days. Everyone except Max Gold that was. He didn’t respect my boundaries when he wanted something. I looked down at my watch sitting on a table with my keys, and saw it was later than I thought. “Fucking jet lag has my body all screwed up.”  

I didn’t expect anyone today, must be a package, I rationalized. I inadvertently turned the lock, opening the door without looking through the peephole.

“What the fuck do you want?” I barked. I peered at the man in black with wide eyes and open mouth. Now I was shocked. My eyes locked on the six-foot, blue-eyed, black sheep of the Westbrook family. There’s always one in the family, and Jack Westbrook my twin brother was the one who now carried that title. Once it had been me, when my family wondered if I’d ever get married. I’d been postponing that for far too long, and everyone—especially my brothers and their wives —had started gossiping about me behind my back.

I’d been suspect of being gay, and my older brothers with their wives had questioned me at every turn. 

“When are you going to marry Annalisa?” They’d corralled me at a family gathering in front of her, just to ask that question, hoping to get me to commit to something. 

I did—my freedom. 

They’d asked me too many times, and I’d forgotten what my excuses were. I’d finally given them different answers until even I became nauseated at the sound and thought of my voice, and the idea of marriage. The only one who didn’t appear to care had been my youngest brother, Carter, and Jack.  

However, Thomas and Jarrett were wearing me down to the point that I was willing to give up my freedom, say, “fuck it,” and do the right thing—whatever that was.

Jack, nevertheless, had the balls to admit that he was gay and owned it. With me I couldn’t. I couldn’t admit that I loved men, wanted to be with one, wanted to spend the rest of my life with a man whom I loved, and turned me on in the worst way. That was my one and only desire—to find a man I could hold in my arms, look him in the eyes and say that I loved him. 

I wanted to spend the rest of my life inside his hard body once I found him, go to sleep at night with my cock inside his hole. That was a dream of course, but it would never come true, because I had yet to meet anyone that incredible, who would hold my attention for more than a minute, and would make me want him the way I’d envisioned. 

Besides, I was supposed to be straight and I couldn’t see starting over and having to endure what Jack had suffered by our family. A family of five fucking men, all straight and one gay. I’d say that was a good ratio. Out of five boys only one was gay—if you took me out of the equation.  

“Aren’t you going to invite me in, big brother? How long do you expect me to stand out here while you gawk at me as if you’ve never seen me before?” Jack questioned as his glance wandered to his right and left, and then over my shoulder. “Don’t tell me you have company because I know you better than that, Jeremy.” Jack uttered with a weak voice. I reached for my robe on the hallstand and shrugged my arms through the sleeves, then tied the belt as I watched Jack, and I wondered what it could be this time.  

“Since you know me so well, then why are you invading my privacy?” 

Jack’s eyes met mine and then he pushed past me. I turned to see him march over to my glass and bottle on the table, reach for the bottle, then pour Scotch into my glass after emptying the ice into the butler’s sink, then filling the short glass to the brim, he guzzled down my expensive liquor. 

“What the fuck is it this time?” I asked, standing behind him. “Who are you running from?” I met his glare as he turned, his brow furrowed making a V. Then his closed mouth curled up to the right into a tight smile. 

“No one. Can’t I show up at my brother’s apartment without insinuations about my past?” Jack poured himself another drink, which fed my suspicions about him. There was something he wasn’t telling me. Someone or something had him on the run. 

“You know why I asked you, Jack.” I sat and observed his body language. Maybe that would tell me something. “You’re my twin and whatever the fuck you’ve gotten yourself into now, I need to know about it.” 

Jack slid down heavily on the sofa across from me as if he’d been up for days, and by the looks of him, dark circles around his eyes, and his soiled clothes with coffee stains, that left only one question in my mind.  

“What is it this time? A disgruntled lover or two, the Russian mob, or both?” 

He aimed a quick smirk my way. “It’s neither. I just missed you and wanted to see you. Can I stay a few days?” Jack asked. 

What the fuck was I to do? If he came to my door, it must have been something serious and I couldn’t turn my brother away. And if it was a serious matter, he wasn’t going to tell me. 

“You can stay as long as you need to, but if you stay past a week, you will have to tell me what you’re running from. I’m your identical twin remember, and I need to know, because someone might mistake me for you.” 

“No one would make a blunder like that. Look at you. Mr. Straight Arrow. Mr. Designer-Suit-Wearing Straight Guy. A robe out of one of those old movies with your initials embossed on the pocket.” He traced the gold letters on the pocket of my robe with his finger. “That’s the picture you want to give to our brothers. By the way, how are the rest of the family?” Jack groaned, holding on to the bottle of Scotch and pouring another drink. 

After Jack placed the bottle of Scotch down, I pulled the bottle nearer to me. “Don’t you think you’ve had enough to drink?” 

He gazed at me and wiggled his brows.  “I think you’re right.” Jack looked up and aimed his baby blues my way. “What happened to that hot boss of yours?”

“Max?” I furrowed my brows. I didn’t get it, Jack asking about Max after all these years?  

“Yeah. Maxwell Gold,” Jack said, his voice deepened as he pronounced each part of Max’s name separately. 

I rose from the sofa, took a few steps to get a glass to pour myself a drink, then I looked over at a clock on the table under the lamp and realized that I was going to be late. 

“Look, Jack, you can stay here. I promised Max that I’d do something for him. He’s depending on me and I have to be there. As much as I’d like to stay here and entertain you, I can’t.”

“Still dancing to Max’s music I see. I guess you’re going to marry that girlfriend of yours and be like Max. Completely miserable. Completely fucked up.” Jack chuckled, as if the joke was on me. Maybe it was, but who was he to talk? He didn’t appear as if his gay lifestyle had brought him the fun he’d been chasing, or he wouldn’t be at my door.  

“Max isn’t miserable any longer,” I interjected.

“What? He finally divorced that gold digger? I won’t be so crass as to call her a bitch, but you and I know what she wanted from Max, and it wasn’t his magnificent body or his cock.”

“And I know what you wanted from him too, Jack. The problem was that he wasn’t willing to declare his love for anyone, especially you.”

“He loved me. I know,” Jack insisted as he leaned, reaching for his empty glass and holding it up.

“Just one more drink that’s all you get, and I have to go,” I scolded him. “When I leave, take a shower, and get some sleep in one of the guest bedrooms. There are clothes in the closet.”

“No fucking way. I’m not wearing a suit.”

“No one is asking you to,” I replied. “There are clothes in the closet fit for your behavior, like jogging suits and sneakers,” I teased, hoping that it wasn’t lost on him. It wasn’t, because as drunk as Jack was, he raised an eyebrow, smiled, and saluted me with his full glass of Scotch. 

“If you need coffee, there’s some in the pantry. Or, you can warm up the morning coffee. Looking at you, you won’t be able to find the coffeepot or cup. Aw, fuck. I’ll brew you some before I go.” 

I turned, planning to go and get dressed, but Jack grabbed my arm. He did that because he wanted to talk. 

“You didn’t finish telling me about Max?” Jack had been in love with Max from the first time he saw him, but after a one-night stand with Max, Jack had left the country. I thought it was a one-way love affair where Jack found Max at a vulnerable time, the night of Max’s wedding when he had caught his new wife, Paige, fucking someone in the garden. 

Jack went to his knees in front of Max, and offered his mouth to him, but instead of Max falling in love with Jack, it was Jack who had fallen in love. He admitted that much to me.  

“Are you still crazy about Max?” I questioned. 

“No. I’ve had many a Max in my life. Too many to count, and I don’t intend to get my heart broken again. If you aren’t man enough to own up to what you are, and be comfortable with it, then why the fuck would I waste my time with anyone like that?” I didn’t know if Jack had meant what he’d said, however, I thought I should tell him, and I did. 

“Max is married now... and his husband is trans.” 

“What the fuck? Are you just telling me this to hurt me?” he barked, slurring his words.

“Why would I want to hurt you, Jack? You’re just like me. We’re twins. It would be like hurting myself if I were to try.” I think he understood. 

We were always alike, and desired the same men when we were in college, but I was in the closet as I realized that I didn’t want to be ostracized by my brothers and society. I wished I’d been as courageous and fool-hearted as Jack, but I didn’t have the courage he had.  

Jack aimed a sad glare and tight lips my way. He stared at me. “We look alike, sound alike, and may want the same type of men, or women, but we’re not alike. I’m a fucking foolish man who hoped one day that I’d find the man for me... and I did, but now that man has gone.” 

He meant Max without calling him by name. 

“In that way, Jeremy, you’re not like me. And I’m willing to say to the world I’m gay and fuck it, and you aren’t, dear brother. I know you love me, and I love you. I would die for you, Jeremy.” 

“I don’t want you to die for me, Jack. I just want you to take care of yourself, so I don’t die mourning the loss of my twin.” 

Jack aimed his big sad eyes at me and smiled. “That’s fair.” Then, his head fell to the right and he passed out on the couch. I stood longer than I should have watching my twin, and thinking that if I’d come out about being gay that would have been me. 

He looked dejected and lost, especially since he’d found out about Max. I knew they once loved each other, but Max had been married to Paige, and at the time he wanted to please his father. I couldn’t see this coming with Max. Now Max was happily in love with Jami, and there was no reason to mention to Max that Jack was back in the States, and at my condo, no less.

I rushed to dress in casual clothes, because I didn’t have time to put on my suit, shirt, and cufflinks, so I grabbed my shoes, my shirt and suit, placed them in a suit bag, and hurried to meet the limo that Max had waiting for me. 
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Chapter 2

Jeremy
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“Remind me again why I’m standing here in my jockstrap getting ready to make an ass out of myself.” I stared into a floor-length mirror attached to the back of a closet door in this small room to the rear of a banquet hall, which could be mistaken for a closet. Maybe the room wasn’t as small as I’d imagined, because I stood alongside Max who filled the space.

I struggled to dress. “You and I have closets bigger than this shit. Couldn’t you have given me the larger room? I’m the best friend of the wealthiest man in Seattle and this is your club.”

“It’s not that you’re planning to live in this room, so stop bitching and get dressed,” Max snorted. “I can’t show favoritism since this is for charity.” 

I glanced behind me and met the serious gaze of my friend. He wore an expensive black tux with all the accessories of a well-dressed man—luxurious white tux shirt, silk tie, black Italian shoes and a timepiece that cost more than any Mercedes I’d ever owned.  

“You’re doing this because you love me, and you love being seen by women who think you’re so handsome they’re willing to forget that one little flaw you have, and you enjoy being the center of attention, Jeremy, so you should admit it. If I’m wrong then why do you wear those obscenely expensive Italian suits?” 

He should talk, I thought.  

“Now get your pants on and stop cocking around. Get your fine ass on that stage and do me proud this once.” When I turned, Max slapped my ass.

“Does Jami know you enjoy spanking my ass and not his?” I joked. 

“He likes for me to stay in practice as long as I don’t stray.” 

I ignored Max because I knew since he’d been married to Jami, he wouldn’t look at another man, and he’d never look at Jack the way Jack wanted him to. With the absence of Jack, Max and I had become like brothers.  

“Why can’t I march on that stage like this, in just my jockstrap?” I teased, strutting over to a chair, reaching for my pants before someone entered and got the wrong impression. I couldn’t afford to give anyone the wrong impression, especially since I’d spent over twelve years cultivating this persona of a rich, successful, eligible bachelor even though there were rumors flying around about me. 

Some rumors were true, however, most were not. The worst you could do was let someone create lies about you. So, I tried to create my own, and failed miserably at that. For example, I had been engaged to my girlfriend for years and still hadn’t married her. I guessed if I’d found the time, or could be bothered, I could have prevented the rumors from flying around about my homosexuality, such as it was. 

A single gay man should have had men lined up ready to fuck him, or be fucked, and get his cock sucked or suck any number of cocks, but here I was pretending I’m someone I was not.  

I hadn’t had a man since I was in college, and I didn’t count that, because I was on the receiving end of that gay relationship. I’d been careful not to fuck anyone for fear of my brothers finding out. But it was this young twink who would chase me around and offered to suck my cock whenever I wanted, and being hot, I wanted that a lot. I was a young man and horny as fuck, so I let him suck me off, but when he wanted a relationship, I pretended that I didn’t know him. 

Wanting to move up in the world didn’t include announcing to everyone that I was gay. At the time everyone cared, and no one in my circle had enough money to buttress against the backlash of being gay, but Maxwell Gold. 

When Max took me under his wing and promoted me, because he’d gotten married to someone he wanted to be with, and couldn’t travel as much as he wanted, or his family allowed, finally I’d admitted to him that I too was like him. To which he’d replied that he knew. “You recognize your own,” he’d once said to me.  

“You have nothing to worry about, Jeremy, you can do this. You can prance on stage in front of a group of straight and closeted men and women. Pretend it’s like the back room of your own private gay bar. Now hurry, it’s almost time,” Max groaned, and tossed my shirt at me. I aimed my chin in the direction of a velvet box. He retrieved and opened the box, then handed me my gold cufflinks.

“What the fuck are you wearing those for?” 

“These are my signature cufflinks, and besides, Annalisa gave them to me. You know Anna. I talk about her all the time.”

“Oh yeah, the one who thinks you’ll eventually marry her. Does she know that you’re not the marrying type?”

“Well what man is?” I glanced over at Max while buttoning my shirt. Max tugged at my wrist and straightened my cuff, then clipped my gold cufflink with my initials on into place. I glanced up at him with a smile. “You’re good at this.”

“You mean a man’s man?” He chuckled and placed the other cufflink in the hole without looking at it. “I guess you could say that,” Max confessed.

“Is that what you do when Jami wears a shirt?” I didn’t let him answer without another question. “Where is he anyway?”

“Waiting for your entrance, and my husband rarely wears shirts. Don’t ask. It’s none of your business, and I know how your mind works, Jeremy.” 

I shot him a closed grin. 

He dropped my wrist and stepped back. “Just put your fucking pants on and get out there. I don’t want Jami coming in here and thinking he has something to worry about. He doesn’t know how you joke around with me.”  

I grinned and said, “You really think my ass is gorgeous?” I turned around and bent over, not expecting to tempt him. I knew Max only saw me as his friend, a friend who had known him since my first semester of college. 

Well, we thought we knew each other. At the time he was straight, and to my surprise he’d completely flipped after a few years of being married to his wife. No one knew at the time knew that his preference was men. At least I didn’t. 

I wished I’d had his courage and his money. I would have told the world that I preferred a face with stubble, and a hard body with a long cock next to me in bed at night.  

Until I met the right one, then no one living in Seattle and working with me, not even my family, would know my preferences, and I wasn’t sure I could tell them without some long-term consequences I wasn’t ready to deal with now. If that time ever came, I would have to tell Annalisa. I hoped she would forgive me, because I liked her a lot, and I didn’t want to lose her friendship.  

Max slapped me on the ass and disturbed my thoughts. “No, I don’t think your ass is terrific or special, or gorgeous, the way Jami gushes over you when I show him that picture of us in college.” 

I didn’t tell Max that Jack had bribed me to let him have his picture taken with Max, because Max didn’t know that Jack was alive, nor did he know at the time that I had a twin until he saw us together at his wedding. 

Max admitted, “Those descriptions of you aren’t my words, they’re Jami’s. I’d say that you’re selfish and narcissistic, but I like you too much, and besides, you’re doing me a favor tonight.”

“So he has a thing for me?” I winked at Max and he flipped his middle finger my way. I placed my legs into my pants and zipped up, then sat on the chair and looked up at Max. He strode around and stood in front of my chair as I tied my shoes.

“When are you going to stop spending all your money on clothes and shoes? You’re nothing but a billboard for designer labels, aside from wasting way too much money on your suits, shoes and cars. Shouldn’t you spend some of that money on buying an engagement ring? How long are you going to string that woman along before she rebels? When you see what you want, you have to take it, or it could get away.” 

That’s the problem, I thought. I haven’t seen a woman or man I would want. 

“She must have some qualities that appeal to you, Jeremy. Does she like the way you dress? You wouldn’t have spent all your time with Annalisa unless you had plans for her. It’s been five years you’ve been dating her, off and on. Shouldn’t you give her a ring if you’re going to remain straight on the outside?”

I have plans alright. How to get out of marrying anyone. 

“Speak for yourself, Max. Look at you. Italian bespoke suits, ties and shirts. And I don’t need a lecture on marrying my woman, or my clothes. If I remember correctly you married one. How did that work out?” Max raised an eyebrow and aimed a telling glare at me. Warning me. “You catch Paige with another man and then you flip and marry Jami. A gay man... and trans.” 

“I couldn’t be happier. And as far as the money, I have more than you, and I can afford to have a husband, and an ex-wife and two kids. I live in New York where I have to dress like this and you’re living in Seattle for fuck’s sake,” Max exclaimed with a grin. “If you don’t decide soon what you need to do with your money or your life, you won’t be able to afford a wife, let alone a man on the side.” 

Some of what Max had said rang true, however, he couldn’t read the future and mine was just beginning. As soon as I got the fuck out of here, I was going to spend it combing the local clubs just to flirt and keep my game fresh. 

You never knew what life might throw your way, and if I couldn’t get a woman, then I knew I’d have some luck with men. If I got too old who knew I could be a Daddy. Fuck no. I shuddered at the thought. I wanted to grow old with a man I loved. I wanted to wake up and see a hard cock in the morning, fight over something trivial, then kiss and make up with hard punishing sex.  

“Look, Max, you choose how you want to spend your life and your money, and I’ll spend mine the way I want. Besides, I don’t have children, or a wife or husband. You really should cut back on your spending. Before you know it, you’ll be borrowing from me.” I chuckled, meeting Max’s eyes. “I’m still working on that agreement you have to produce a movie. I guess you can consider yourself a producer, Max, with all of the pitfalls and money-sucking ways those actors will find to spend money. That gay actor, the blue-eyed heartthrob, Peter, and his young twink what’s his name?”

“Chase,” Max said with a sigh, “Unfortunately, Chase has a doctored video of himself, on a jump-drive, floating around the internet.”  

“As I said, one flop and Jami will be taking care of your ass. But all’s not lost, there’s no such thing as bad publicity in your business unless—” I stopped when Max aimed a furrowed brow my way. I didn’t want Max to think about all the things that could go wrong and I was sure he must have thought about it, and didn’t want any reminders.  

“Yeah. How about producing your ass out on stage, and you can start by getting the hell out of here before I forget we’re friends and kick your ass. I love you more than a brother, but I don’t want to hear your shit until you’ve finished looking over that contract.” 

Max glanced over at me as I tied one shoe. “What’s with you and those fucking shoes? You’re going to be late.” He glared at his watch, then grabbed the lace from my shoe, stooping down and tied it. 

“Now,” he said standing up. “I don’t do this shit for my husband and I adore him, and I don’t want to hear about it again.” 

“But you love me,” I added, giving him an air kiss. 

“Only because you were taller and stronger, and I fell in love with your brother. And you hid your preference for men well, like you’re doing now.”

“And you paid for me to get tutors and never asked if I was gay.” I smiled at him, leaned in and ghosted his lips. He aimed his probing eyes at me and shot me a closed quiet smile.  

I didn’t want to broach the gay subject because Max knew my history and I knew his. He might have been the only one who knew me inside and out in Seattle. Not even my brothers knew me as well as he did. 

“I’m not taller than you. Maybe by an inch or two, and you did alright hiding your sexual preferences. I never hung out with gay men like you did even if you said you were straight, and you were, from what I knew at the time,” I added.  

“And from what I knew of you, you were like the guys I hung out with. We had an eye for women, but we yearned for a hard body under us. Maybe that’s why we’ve remained friends all these years,” Max whispered, and winked at me. It was the same caring gesture I’d seen through the years where he never crossed the line with me. Just a friendly kind of wink. 

I’d been attracted to him, but was afraid to let him know, and I didn’t want to cross a line with him since he’d never looked at me that way, and Jack would never forgive me either.

Knowing the type of man Max chose when he came out, he and I never would have made it. We were both too physical, and would have probably have beaten each other’s brains out. And it didn’t help that we were both tops. But, then, Jack was another story. Jack was fluid. He could be whatever a man wanted, or if he’d found a woman who he was attracted to, he’d let her fuck him as well with her toy of choice.  

I chuckled. “You’re too tense, Max. You should have your husband give you an old fashion blowjob, then you wouldn’t be back here fucking around with me. Let me get dressed in peace, will you? Give me a break. Go pester your husband for a change.” 

Max twisted his mouth, turned, then sauntered over to an open closet, where he reached for my jacket and held it up. After I’d buttoned my shirt, I shrugged my arms through the sleeves, then he straightened the collar, stood back and glanced at me, before handing me a tie. I grabbed the tie and flung it across the room. 

“I’d sooner go on that stage wearing a jockstrap than wear that bowtie. Where’d you get that shit anyway? Maybe they should see what they’re really getting, then those women might bid higher on me and you can get more money for your charity.”

“There will be women, oh yes,” Max said, with a long pause, “Men too, bidding for a night with you, and any of the men who agreed to this earlier.”

My mouth closed. I tightened my jaw, my expression turning from cheerful to serious. I raised an eyebrow and furrowed my brow. “You didn’t tell me that, Max.” I narrowed my gaze and bit my lip. 

“The hell you say.” 

“I don’t know if I’m going out there.” I shook my head. “I’ve built myself a good law practice in Seattle, and all the pussy I can handle. Now why would I put myself through even a hint of someone thinking I’m gay?”

“I’m not suggesting that a gay man looking for a wild night will bid higher for you. These men want a night on the town with a well-known lawyer, who has a successful law practice, and is friends with yours truly. They probably want to just pick your brain. And as for the women, you know they’re dying to get a date with a gorgeous man like you. It’s my law firm and I stand to lose a lot of money if you don’t get your ass out there.”

I’d never heard Max talk to me like that before. Maybe he was losing money with that production company he’d started in California.

“I thought it would be dinner and that’s it. You didn’t say that there was anything else involved. I don’t want to have a date with a man who’s fifty, bald, and unattractive, not unless he has a tight ass. No. Scratch that. If he’s fifty, bald, and unattractive, he probably doesn’t have a tight ass. I draw the line at fifty. I like my men young, and ripe for the picking, and who can keep secrets,” I joked. “If anyone gets me who doesn’t fit that bill, then I might drop out, or better yet, not go out on that stage because you didn’t tell me some loser might bid on me.” I knew Max well enough to know that I’d pissed him off. 

“The hell I didn’t tell you what to expect. You weren’t listening. You know how you behave when you want to ignore something or someone. You tune them out,” Max said, slapping me on the back. I turned and glared at him. Just as I thought, he and I would never make it as partners. I’m happy it didn’t take me long to find that out. 

“Like I’m doing now,” I barked. “I told you before, I’ve given up on men. I don’t have luck with men.”

“So, you just decided to fuck women? Don’t you think you’re being unfair?”

“I mean I decided to date only women. Not look for a partner. I realized that I’m not cut out for that settling-down shit, and lately I’ve been turned off by men.”

“Someone must have really disappointed you, or worse, fooled around on you, Jeremy. That’s it. You’re so wrapped up in how handsome you are that you didn’t think a man would reject you. So, get over it. Everyone gets rejected one way or another in their lifetime. That’s no reason to change. You’re being unfair to the women you date, and yourself. You can’t go back and forth. It confuses the brain not to mention the cock. You can’t fuck a woman like a man.” 

Max was just guessing about me.

“No shit. You should know,” I murmured, turning my head away from Max. “What if I pull out of this fucking charade?”  

“This is an auction, Jeremy. For a good cause, not to satisfy your ego. What you do tonight will provide shelter and food for the homeless in Seattle where you probably contributed to the housing crisis. But, that’s another story and we can talk about that later. Now get your fine ass out there and make the women swoon and the men wish they were gay.” I followed Max to the door as he opened it and turned to stare at me. 

I thought I knew what Max was thinking at the time. He’d said to me that he was happy now that he had embraced and loved himself as a gay man, and only then was he able to find the perfect partner. He sounded like Jack. I wondered if Jack had something to do with those words. 

Max spun around, and closed the door behind him. I leaned my head against the mirror, shut my eyes for a second, then stood back straight, and observed the man staring back at me. 

“Yeah...” I murmured. “...but I’m still looking, and as the rock group Queen once said, “Can’t anybody find me somebody to love?”

“The minute I spotted his handsome face, those fascinating blue eyes, I knew he was hiding something, but I wanted him nevertheless.” 
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Chapter 3

Dorian
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“Mr. Walker would like to see you in his office,” Kirsten said with a wide smile growing on her lips. I didn’t know how to take that. I’d known Phillip for years, we’d been friends before we became lovers, and I’d called him Phil for the few years we were together, yet now he was Mr. Walker. 

Nevertheless, I tried to avoid Mr. Walker as much as possible, but how much could you avoid a man who you had been sleeping with and who you worked for. The best friend to lovers hadn’t worked out, and we had both agreed that if we were to work together and stay friends, then we needed some space. What I didn’t know was that Mr. Walker had already made plans for his future.  

We did let each other down easy. It was either that, or I had to go work someplace else. Phillip Walker owned this architectural firm, therefore he wasn’t going anywhere—that would have been for me to do—but I loved my job, so the best thing was to stop sleeping together because Phillip loved to fuck around, and I didn’t. I wanted something and someone stable. 

What a fucked-up idea that was when we’d considered living together after I’d worked for Phillip for three years.  

This firm had given me a great living, especially since Phillip and I had been friends since grade school, and thought that we could change the world with our buildings. They were going to be eco-friendly, and we would install the latest techno gadgets, on and inside our buildings, that would make this planet a better place. Unlike some of the corporations in Seattle, who tore down buildings with no thoughts for the middle class, the poor, the elderly and the future, we were on a mission to save the planet, but at the same time we were trying to save ourselves from being overrun by men bent on destroying the planet and everything in it, and it appeared they’d won out.

Those men had more money and they bought what a small firm like ours couldn’t—half of Seattle.  

I strolled into Phillip’s office and expected to be chewed out, but instead he sat behind his desk with his feet up, wearing a broad smile. I plopped in the chair in front of his enormous wooden desk. “I know. I fell asleep and forgot to call and tell you that I couldn’t make it last night,” I said.

That was an excuse, and he recognized it for what it was—an old-fashioned lie. There was no way in hell I would sit and have dinner with Phillip and his new lover, or should I say his old lover and now partner.  

“It’s not like we’re committed to each other,” Phillip said, giving me an excuse as if I needed one. 

I’d thought our living together and a real relationship would be much more. I wanted a bond with him where I would know that I would come home and find a man waiting for me, maybe naked, food cooked, a glass of wine waiting for me after a long day, but I’d known deep inside that Phillip wasn’t the type, and neither were the men I’d been dating after Phillip and I said our goodbyes. 

After the last incident between us, I decided that maybe we should go our separate ways, or maybe it was Phillip who made that suggestion. It was a trying time, and I had been walking in a fog for days if not weeks, and I didn’t know who suggested what.

Major fucking bad idea to even fuck each other after breaking up, I learned. Phillip couldn’t give up his ways, and I didn’t love him the way I thought I should, especially when our dog, Cosmo, had gotten sick, and Phil took it to the vet, had an affair with the veterinarian, and let the vet convince him to put our dog to sleep. 

After that, Phillip sent me to New York to work on a project for him, at the same time he was having that affair behind my back, and when I returned, I kept asking for my baby and he kept telling me, he was doing fine at the vet. “The vet was taking good care of him,” I think Phillip had said.

The vet had taken good care of my precious Cosmo. 

I’d forgiven Phillip for many things since we’d known each other, except for our dog. I couldn’t find it in my heart to forgive that. Although I knew Cosmo had gotten old and had been sick, but Phil should have waited until I returned, so I could say my goodbyes to him. 

I couldn’t blame Phillip, but I could clock the vet, which I did when I found out. The vet sported that black eye for a week. I hit him, not because he put Cosmo to sleep, but because I didn’t like him. I didn’t blame Phil, because he was my boss and had been my friend and lover. That was my way of sending a message to Phil that I knew what had happened. 

After that incident with my dog and the vet, Phil and I were over. The whole affair was done with. 

It had been a mutual agreement that Phil would pack his clothes and leave. When he moved out, that turned out to be the best thing that we could have done. However, now working alongside Phillip, he’d managed to put a strain on our partnership when he bought the vet a larger posher apartment than the one we’d lived in.

After I’d gotten over the cheating, the separation, and my dog, things were going great at the firm. We no longer argued since we didn’t spend our time fucking and fighting over little things like dogs, men, and whose turn it was to cook or order out. 

However something clicked inside of me one day. He’d called me into his office just as he did today, and we’d argued about something insignificant, and in the middle of that argument about how to design a particular skyscraper, he’d crossed his legs, placed them on the desk, and showed me the soles of his shoes, dismissing me and wanting me to kiss his shoes. I’d been the submissive and bottom in our previous relationship, but no more. 

We worked together, that was all, and I’d deserved the right for him to listen to me.

My temper suddenly got the best of me, and I sauntered around to Phil’s desk, pushed his legs off of it, pulled him up out of his chair, bent him over it in a quick second, and unzipped his pants. I had one hand on his back as I placed a condom over my cock, pulled his pants down below his knees, spit on my hands and found his tight ring of muscles, and rammed the head of my cock into his hole, and fucked him good without lube.

I’d been his submissive then, and he’d let someone else make him theirs.  

He never forgave me for that, even as he said later that he’d enjoyed every minute of it. That was when he knew that I’d found out about the vet he was fucking, and my dog Cosmo’s demise at the hand of his lover.

Sitting and waiting for Phillip to say something, he glanced over at me when I suddenly took the lead and spoke. “I’m glad you asked to see me. To tell you the truth, Phillip, I think we should renegotiate our partnership here in the firm.”

“I thought I gave you enough money to keep you from going someplace else, and with all your patents, you probably could open your own architectural design firm, but I want you near. We’re trying to change the world remember?”

“Change the world, yeah, you and me.” I tightened my mouth. “I know you, Phillip, you want to make sure I don’t give you competition.”

“When I retire, it’s all yours. Don’t you want to see you’re name in the Seattle skyline? Dorian Hart, Leading Architect of the world. Think about it. I’m thirty-five and it’s been my dream to retire early. I’ll sell my business to you, everything, and all the clients that go with it. In five years, when you’re thirty-five, you’ll be set for life.” I glanced across at Phillip. I knew there was a catch and he wasn’t doing this for my sake.

“That doctor of yours, Dr. Kevorkian, must have made you a proposition you couldn’t resist. What did he offer you, one of his cheap plots in a pet cemetery? One next to Cosmo? Or is he giving you drugs to fuck him?”

“Be serious, Dorian, none of that. We may tie the knot.” 

I rolled my eyes and aimed them at Phillip. I needed him to see that I didn’t give a damn about him and that pet doctor, who was one cat from losing his license, and then Phillip would be left with bills he didn’t expect.  

“Like straight couples?” He shook his head yes. “You must be fucking kidding me. Weren’t you the one who said that you would never think of doing something that ridiculous when I proposed to you?” 

Phillip narrowed his eyes confused. 

I wasn’t jealous. That had long disappeared and the anger too. I thought Phillip had made a mistake with his doctor and would regret it later. I’d been operating on instincts, and these days, a healthy distrust of men like his pretentious doctor.  

“We were teenagers and I didn’t think you were serious,” Phil rationalized.  

“I wasn’t, but I wanted it, and I thought someday it would be with you. We came close, didn’t we? I thought it was something I needed with you until I found out... Never mind.” I didn’t like to live in the past, at least out loud, but in my mind I’d never left. “Then what are you two retired men going to do? Cruise the bathhouses looking for twinks to fuck and suck cock?” I taunted. 

“Not when I have you.” 

I raised my middle finger at him. “Fuck you, Phillip.”

“Be serious, Dorian. I need to talk to you. Let’s not discuss painful subjects until I’ve told you why I asked you to come to my office.” I waited. “I know this is short notice, but I need you to do something for me.”

“I knew this was coming. You never fail, Phillip, in all the years I’ve known you. You like to wait until the last minute to ask a favor of me. What is it you want me to do that you don’t want to face?” 

“You’re better at this than I am, Dorian,” Phillip continued, resting his hands behind his head, trying to appear calm and relaxed. But, I knew Phillip. He’d never relaxed in his life, until I came to this company, and decided to move in with him. Now he didn’t have me any longer and I could see the tension in his eyes, and the lines playing around the corners of his once-smooth face. However, even now with a small beard he had an amazing complexion, and the laugh lines hadn’t taken a toll on that handsome face.  

Maybe his vet was giving him problems, but then that wasn’t my concern anymore, and I’d tired of being his confidant and fool.  

“Better at what? Saving your ass?” I groaned out a curse under my breath. “Fuck you, Phillip.” He acted as if he didn’t hear me, but then he always pretended he didn’t hear things he didn’t want to, like the time I’d packed my clothes and said that I was leaving. He claimed the next day that he thought I’d said I was going out of town to a conference. 

“To be honest, yes. I admit you’ve saved me more times than I care to confess to you, and you know how I hate saying I’m sorry, and I hate parties,” Phillip stated, rising and strutting around the chair I was sitting in. He stood behind me, placed his hands on my shoulders, then kneaded his fingers into them slowly, then he rubbed his large hands up and down each arm. I closed my eyes and let him work his magic.

“Does this sudden massage have to do with a party?” 

He didn’t respond, he kept rubbing my shoulders as I leaned my neck to the right and then the left. I felt relaxed to the point where I almost fell asleep. Unlike when he got me ready for sex.  

“Feels good doesn’t it?” He leaned over and questioned softly near my ear. 

“Yes. Don’t stop.” I placed my palms over his hands. I’d been tired lately with all the work Phillip had turned over to me, so he could spend more time with his new boyfriend. “You, Phillip Walker, hate parties? A one-man wrecking crew, who’s known to have turned the lights out at any gay bar you enter, and take the most handsome bottom or top home, and keep him there for days doing who knows what. Oh, I know how you don’t like to party,” I said sarcastically and rolled my eyes, then peered up at him when he looked down at me. 

“Will you do this favor for me, Dore?” I hated when he called me Dore. “Dorian, stop with the ‘walk down memory lane’ shit. I’ve put that behind me.” 

“You haven’t said what it is you want me to do?” I blurted. 

Phillip took in a breath, then walked away from me, and sat back in his chair behind his desk. I thought that was a strange reaction to my question. Maybe he’d walked away because he thought he should keep some distance between us after he’d said what I had to do for him. Maybe he thought I’d hit him, or worse, pull down his pants and fuck him again without lube. 

“I need you to go to a benefit tonight.”

“No fucking way,” I groaned. I answered that before I’d even thought about it. It must have been a reflex. “I’m tired with all that shit you had me doing for you while you laid up with the vet who got a climax every time he put someone’s puppy to sleep.”

“Come on, Dorian. You know you’re just being mean because you’re still angry about Cosmo.”

“I don’t want to talk about him.” 

“I told you I’d send you to counseling.”

“You should send your boyfriend, he needs it more than I do.”

“Let’s not talk about him. I’ll buy you another dog.” 

“No. Let’s not, and I don’t want another dog from you,” I said, fidgeting with my hands, not wanting to reveal how hurt I still am.  

I met Phillip’s eyes. “It’s Saturday evening already, and now I have to go to a benefit? I just came back from a fucking trip to England, where I had to give a presentation to clients. I still haven’t gotten over the jet lag. It’s brutal. Why don’t you take what’s his name? That blond Viking dog killer.” My voice sounded bitter as ever. 

“Eric,” Phillip uttered.  

“I don’t have a date, Phillip, and you know how I hate going anywhere alone. There are no friends I can call at the last minute to go with me. You’ve seen to that. What the fuck am I going to do sitting at one of those fucking stuffy parties with your arrogant friends. You know I can’t stand them with their airs. And by the way, you can tell your society friends that they can stop setting me up with every twink, gay, or straight guy they know, because you and I are just friends now. Tell them to back off. And I’m making it official, don’t come to my apartment when Eric can’t be bothered with you. I’ve put in too much community service to add you to the list.”

Phillip had no expression when I stared at him. He just stared back at me, then a wide smile broke across his face. 

“I was hoping you’d see that we were friends, and I didn’t have to tell you that anymore. See you’re better at this than I am. Now will you go? You owe this to me after hurting my feelings.” Phillip never listened, nor did he take no for an answer.

I stood. “Me, hurt your feelings? That’ll be the day. Fuck you, Phillip, and yes I’ll go, but next time I need more notice, or I’m finished with you and your company.” 

“Our company.” 

“Fuck you. What is it I have to do? I hope I just have go there, show my face, and when everyone asks where you are, I can say you’re under the fucking weather.”

“Just say I’m sick, and leave out the word fucking if you don’t mind. Some of my friends’ wives and husbands aren’t used to that kind of talk.”

“Yeah, well, they’d better get used to it. They’re married to men, aren’t they? Now if that’s all...”

“That’s not all,” Phillip admitted. I turned around and gazed at Phillip’s amber eyes which used to mesmerize me, and once held my attention, but now, not so much.  

“What did you say?”

“There’s more. Why don’t you sit?” That didn’t sound right, but I wasn’t about to sit. 

I tucked my hands in my pockets to keep from rushing over to Phillip’s desk and strangling him. There was more than one occasion that I’d felt that way, and I hoped this wouldn’t be another one. 

“Tonight’s benefit is an auction.”

“Oh, that’s rich.” I’d hoped he wouldn’t ask me to be one of the stooges standing on stage, nervous and having someone bidding fifty dollars on me at a million-dollar auction. 

“And you have to bid on someone.” 

I let out a breath of relief. I didn’t need that pressure. “Tell me it’s not a woman?”

“It’s not a woman. They’re all men who will be auctioned off for a good cause, of course.” 

“Tell me he’s not bald and over fifty.” I moaned and closed my eyes when a long silence clouded the room. 

“My bad,” Phillip whined as he hunched his shoulders and angled his head to the left. That was his tell that it was just as I suspected. 

“Oh shit. No way,” I said, sucking in a deep breath ready to turn and walk out, and let Phillip take care of his own shit.  

“All you have to do is bid on him and win. Then you take him to dinner, and hopefully not to bed.”

“You’re fucking right I’m not going to bed with anyone. I’m not going to bed with one of our prospective clients. That’s why you didn’t want to go, so you’re sending me out to do your dirty work.”

“It’s just to stroke his ego.”

“I bet he was hoping something else would get stroked,” I grunted. “If this client of yours puts a hand on me without my permission, and it’s not to tell me to watch my step, you will read about the outcome in the local papers tomorrow, so do you still want me there?” 

Phillip narrowed his gaze, then tightened his mouth in a smile as if he didn’t believe that I would do anything to harm another individual, and he was right, but I had to let him know that there would be no funny business. 

I had scruples and I didn’t want anyone getting the wrong impression of me. Besides, I had my name to protect.  

“Here are the tickets,” Phillip chuckled, handing them to me after reaching inside his desk drawer. When I wasn’t eager about picking the tickets up, he placed them on his desk, then pushed them near me. “You can take Kristen with you if you need someone to hide behind. She thinks you’re hot anyway.”

“I don’t need to go with Kristen. I can tell that client of yours to go take a hike and suck his own cock if it comes to that.”

“It won’t. The man is straight.” That’s all I needed, to spend my night with a man who needed his ego stroked and he was straight. 

Well, this loser will discover that the world isn’t like that. You can’t buy your way into things. Who the fuck was I fooling? That was exactly the way the world moved. If you had enough money you could buy anything—except love. You couldn’t make a person love you. You could make him adore you, and lie to you, but not love you. 

You had to earn love or fall into it, and so far, I’d never fallen enough where I would want to say, “I love you.” Even with Phillip, I never said that word—love.  

“Fuck you, Phillip, for doing this to me on this of all nights. I bet you’ll be fucking some twink with your significant other, Eric, and I’ll be fighting off some over-the-hill Daddy and my jet lag.” 

“One man’s Daddy is another man’s...” 

I turned on my heels and headed for the door before he could complete his sentence. When I reached for the doorknob, I turned around to face him.  

“Spare me, Phillip. And don’t think I’m fooled with that straight man shit.” And I strolled out of his office, slamming the door behind me, clutching the tickets in my hand.
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Chapter 4

Jeremy 
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Max left me in the dressing room to collect my thoughts and my courage to walk out on that stage. I remembered the last time I’d been this nervous and felt like a piece of meat. I’d found this gay nightspot in Europe, couldn’t remember the country, but I did remember getting my cock sucked through an opening in the back of that club. 

At the time my plan was to remain anonymous, become an unknown gay who fucked an ass in the back of clubs because I couldn’t get the satisfaction I craved being a straight man. 

That was in my youth, and it appeared at the age of thirty, I’d have grown out of that. I should have taken the road my twin, Jack, took. Come out and admit that I was gay and tell my family to go fuck themselves if they weren’t comfortable with any of their brothers being gay.  

It wasn’t anyone’s fucking business who I fucked or dated, except the women I’d occasionally seen. There were probably no men from college, or in Seattle who knew who I was anymore. If they did, they would never connect the boy in the back of a darkened room with the man of wealth and respectability.  

I sucked in a breath, shook my hands, and released it. Before today, I’d been used to standing in front of a group of people, relaxed because I was the co-owner of the law firm, where I’d bought into a partnership with Maxwell Gold when he presented the offer, because he needed to spend more time with his husband and children. 

Being a lawyer had its perks, and Max recognized it, hiring the best from around the world, and I had been lucky that he’d chosen me to head the company, and eventually offered me the chance to buy into it. 

I assured myself that Max never would have considered me if I didn’t have the credentials and right background for his company, no matter that we were college friends, and he’d taken an interest in Jack. 

Furthermore, I didn’t fuck around at bathhouses and underground clubs anymore, where my name would be out there, and the world would know that I was gay. Well, not so there could be a scandal. One reason for my discretion was I didn’t want my brothers to find out, or my mother and father, God rest their souls.

I’d been their favorite over Jack, and my father liked to puff out his chest and say he had all sons including twins. My mother on the other hand, would tell me I was her joy, but she loved all her boys, and she wasn’t fortunate enough to have daughters. That never bothered me, I’d just smiled and given her a kiss. She died of breast cancer shortly after we’d had that talk.  

Even as the questions about my sexuality became the topic of conversation during holidays when my brothers had drunk too much, I still maintained a good relationship with them, where we would have dinner when they were in town. I even brought along Annalisa, on one occasion, to mitigate the questions about me and what I thought about Jack being gay.

When I wasn’t working and hanging out with the other three of my brothers, there were the women. At first I dated two at a time, but when I brought different ones to their dinner parties and fundraisers, then confused their names, they asked when I was going to make an honest woman out of one.  I knew I had to do something. I dropped one of the women I’d dated.  

Now that I’d hit thirty, it was harder to have a talk with my brothers about Jack, or any part of my life. I just wanted to keep things as they were for now. Hiding in the closet, and hoping that I didn’t do anything stupid, like falling in love with a man.  

So far so good. I hadn’t met anyone that would make me want to come out, and at thirty, just getting my business going, with no scandals in this uptight community, and my straight, tight-ass brothers running for office, I’d say everything was going great for me now.  

However, I didn’t know how long I could keep this charade up, or
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