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About the Book

 

It isn’t every day a gorgeous stranger shows up in my bedroom wearing not much more than an arrogant smile. When I discover he’s a high-priced escort and a surprise birthday present from my sister…now she’s gone too far.

 

Except I haven’t been able to stop kissing him long enough to tell him to leave.

No one has to know he’s spent the night. And when we’re done, he’s gone and out the door. Never to be seen again.

 

Well, not exactly.

Because for some crazy reason, I can’t quite forget Archer Strong.

 

It’s a job like all the others. Another evening of million-dollar seduction and fake desire that’s made me the most exclusive escort in New York City.

But after one kiss from billionaire real-estate mogul Madden Steele, I’m not pretending anything.

And when he wants to see me a second time, I break my rule of one and done.

Because just one night with Madden isn’t enough. I want to see him again.

 

And again.

 

Now he’s asking for something more. Something that could solve all my problems, and his. But it’s something I can’t give him.

Or can I?

 

With an enemy from inside Madden’s family scheming to take control of his company and destroy me, we’re in for a fight. Holding on to each other might be the biggest risk of our lives, but it’s the only way to reap the greatest reward—love.
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Chapter One

Canali suit that fit like a second skin.

Hermés silk tie. I smoothed the luxurious material through my fingers.

Thomas Pink bespoke shirt without a single crease. I had a closet full.

Brunello Cucinelli shoes so bright and shiny, my smile gleamed in their reflection.

Now that I was ready, I slid a fold of condoms—just in case he forgot—into the inside pocket of my trench coat, and with one last look in the mirror, I called for my car early. I couldn’t afford to be late. There was bound to be traffic uptown to The Pierre, and one thing I always promised my clients was perfection—in the bedroom and out. When they hired Archer Strong, they knew they were getting the best.

In the limo, I spent the time studying Carl Dixon, tonight’s client, a thirtysomething software company executive with a few hundred million in the bank.

My favorite kind of man.

He’d booked me for an overnight stay in his suite. At five grand for a regular appointment, Dixon hadn’t blinked when I’d told him I charged double to stay until morning. He was accepting an award at a dinner, but I wasn’t there to share in the prime rib and tiramisu. I was there to suck his cock and fuck him into oblivion.

One might think not being listed anywhere would be to my detriment—the only way to hire me was through personal referral—but my calendar was full.

My Patek Philippe vibrated with the fifteen-minute warning I always set for myself. A glance out the window showed us to be only a block away.

“Good. Better early than late,” I muttered to myself and slipped my phone into my pocket. The car glided to a stop, and I stepped out to the warmth of the early October evening. I stood on the sidewalk for a moment, watching the elite of the computer world walk through the golden front doors. Tall, short, Black, white…none of it mattered to me.

If they had enough cash, they were welcome.

Strolling into the lobby of The Pierre, I scanned the faces of the men and immediately spotted Carl Dixon, who was checking his phone. Pale as early morning sunlight, five foot four, and weighing about one hundred thirty pounds, he stood with a defeated slump to his shoulders that held the weight of past promises broken. Being that I wasn’t paid to psychoanalyze the man, I placed a half smile on my face and crossed the space.

“Carl?”

His brows shot up, and his face reddened. “Oh, uh, hi.”

“How are you this evening?”

Carl’s eyes ate me up. “Better now.”

“Aren’t you sweet.” I brushed the back of my hand against his cheek. “Should we go upstairs?”

“Y-yeah.” He nodded so fast, I wondered if he’d ever gotten laid. It had been a while since I’d popped someone’s cherry, and usually they were nervous eighteen or twenty-year-olds, not successful businessmen running billion-dollar companies. I took his sweaty palm in mine.

“Good. The elevators are this way.”

Once inside the suite, I waited for him to tell me what he wanted, but he remained silent, so I took the initiative. Sometimes clients were shy and needed me to talk them through what I had in mind. But for ten thousand a night, Carl could do almost anything he wanted.

I shrugged off my trench coat and suit jacket and folded them neatly, setting them over the dining-room chair. Carl’s breathing sped up slightly, and I slowed.

“Do you want me to get naked?” I murmured, my fingers resting on the knot of my tie.

“Um, yes, please.” Carl set his coat on the chair and kicked off his loafers. His eyes never left mine.

I grinned. “I’m no Magic Mike, but I can do a passable striptease.” I undid the tie and flicked open the buttons of my shirt. When I was naked from the waist up, I beckoned him with a curl of my finger. “Touch me. Come on.” I ran my hands over my chest and pinched my nipples while keeping my hips gyrating. “I know you want to.” My brows rose at the obvious bulge in Carl’s trousers. “Is this your first time?” I undid my belt buckle and unzipped my pants.

He blushed and moved closer. “N-no, but I haven’t been with anyone in a while.” His gaze locked on my groin as my slacks fell to my ankles, and his breath hitched. “I-I didn’t want to be alone the night I received the biggest award of my life, but everyone I knew was busy.”

“And I’m the lucky guy who gets to have you for the night.” I hooked my fingers into the elastic of my briefs and drew them down over my hips. Freed from its restraint, my cock swung out. Carl let his breath out in a long whoosh. He wet his lips as I grasped myself.

“I, um, brought some things earlier and put them in the bedroom.”

I arched a brow. “Did you? Naughty boy.”

His eyes popped wide. “No, uh, I just meant like condoms and ooh…” Carl’s eyes rolled to the back of his head when I palmed his crotch.

“It’s okay. I wouldn’t mind. You could handcuff me to the bed if you wanted,” I whispered, and his dick jerked under my dancing fingers. “Ahh. You like that thought. Do you want me to tie you up?” I always brought a few things I thought might enhance my client’s pleasure, and hearing his moans, I guessed he did. “Tell me what you want. I’m here to give you your ultimate fantasy.”

“Being here with you is like a fantasy,” he breathed.

I led Carl into the bedroom and started to undress him. “Let the games begin.”

* * *

At eight the next morning I dressed while Carl slept. As expected, he’d proved to be passive in bed, requiring me to continuously ask, “Does this feel good? How about this?”

Agreeable and pliant, Carl had groaned and writhed beneath me, but it was still fucking exhausting. He’d been so caught up in his own orgasmic bliss, he didn’t even notice I failed to get off before withdrawing.

They never did.

At least he was pleasant and clean and didn’t want to talk about feelings, old boyfriends, or worse yet, his mommy issues. Not that he could have—I’d fucked him until he passed out, facedown in the bed, twitching from the last release I’d squeezed out of him. I’d finished myself off in the shower, eyes closed, thinking about…nothing. Some faceless, nameless man who gave me pleasure. Someone who didn’t exist.

In the middle of the night, I gave Carl a taste of his fantasy, and tied him to the bed with lengths of silk and licked him from head to toe, leaving no patch of skin untouched. It was only because the suite was so big that no one complained about Carl’s screams of pleasure.

I made sure I earned every dollar I charged.

I took a fifty percent deposit up front, and the other fifty percent was to be transferred to my account after we’d concluded our business. It was the only reason I woke Carl up with a shake to his shoulder.

“Good morning.”

He blinked and squinted at me, his cheeks turning red. “Oh. Hi.”

It was a look I’d become familiar with. Carl was as finished with me as I was with him, but he still had something I needed.

“You slept well.”

“Yeah, thanks.”

I managed a lazy grin. “You’re welcome. Before I leave, I just need to settle the balance.”

Carl flushed a brighter crimson and reached for his phone. “All taken care of.”

A check of my account showed the second five-thousand-dollar amount had been deposited. “Thank you. I hope you enjoyed yourself, and have a great rest of the day.”

The door to the suite closed behind me, and I strode to the elevator, eager to get home and out of my dress clothes. When I wasn’t on the job, I preferred to be casual—no one would guess the man in the three-thousand-dollar suits enjoyed his plain T-shirts and Levi’s.

Once in my apartment, I shed my clothes, and though I’d already showered, I headed straight for my luxurious bathroom, eager to get the scent of hotel body wash off my skin. Now that I’d finished with the job, I wanted no reminders of where I’d been.

Except the money, of course. That was nice as hell.

Relaxing in my tub, the scent of bergamot and black currant rising in the humid air, I checked my schedule on the iPad I kept nearby. This evening I had an unusual request, one I still was uncertain I should’ve accepted. My phone rang, and I grinned as I opened the video call and Christine’s face appeared on the screen.

“I swear you have ESP.”

“Thinking of me, darling?” she purred, a wicked smile curving her red lips. “I see I’ve caught you naked. Do you need to call me back?” She arched a perfectly groomed ebony brow.

“Nothing you haven’t seen before, sweetheart.” Yet I was still thankful for the froth of bubbles. In college, Christine and I had been best friends—I was her confidant and wingman in her attempt to lose her virginity, and she was my beard, as I hadn’t yet come out. She was the only one who knew what I’d been through and why I did what I did. Christine’s family owned one of the hottest makeup brands in the country, and she was married to the überwealthy and incredibly sexy Anthony Gigante. There were rumors he was connected to the underworld, which Christine insisted was gossip spread to undermine his successful restaurants and other business ventures. Tony and I were close as well, and he had helped me get started in my business by recommending clients.

“Mmm, true. How was it last night? The guy okay?”

“Same as usual. Nervous and quick. I think he was out in less than five minutes. But I put a smile on his face.”

“You always do, darling. Now, about Tricia’s brother.” Her voice turned brisk and businesslike. “I sense you’re not fully on board. Let’s discuss.”

What I loved about Christine—and one of the reasons we’d remained friends for so many years—was that she never judged me for my life decisions. When she’d discovered I’d been escorting to make money for all my expenses, she’d insisted I do it right.

“If you’re going to earn your living fucking men, my love, make sure they’re rich. And not the fly-first-class-on-points, buy their wives’ Chanel second-hand on The RealReal kind of money. I want private jets, houses in Europe, black-card, superyacht status. There needs to be enough zeros in their bank account that I lose track.”

And, she never lectured me about why I wasn’t getting a law degree, which had been my plan when we’d met. She’d seen my struggles and understood my desire, my need, to make money and lots of it. With her intuitive business sense and Anthony’s connections, they’d elevated me to the premier spot in what was a surprisingly crowded field in New York City. Who knew so many men paid for sex?

“It sounds complicated.” I wiggled my toes, smooth and silky from the bath oil. “Explain it to me again.”

Christine sipped her cappuccino, then blotted her lips before answering me. “It’s simple. I’ve become good friends with Tricia Pitano. We’ve served on some committees together, and she was talking to me about her brother—Madden is his name—and how he’s withdrawn from his social life and she’s sad for him.”

“Do tell.”

“I could see she was intrigued by the thought of hiring someone to entertain him for the night, so I mentioned you and explained how it works. She wants to give you to him tonight as a birthday present.”

I grimaced. A surprise birthday gift. Never my favorite assignment, and Christine read my facial expression.

“What’s wrong?”

“Does this guy—you said his name is Madden? Does he know what Tricia has planned? I hate going to a client and they’re blindsided and get pissed off.”

“Sweetie, if someone like you showed up and offered to fuck me, I’d drop my panties and bend over without a word. If I were single, of course. And a man. Who could resist you?”

My laughter echoed off the marble walls. “How the hell does Tony keep up with you?”

Eyes sparkling, she tapped her pale-tipped nail over her full lower lip. “He does very well. No complaints.”

I could only imagine. Tony Gigante was insanely in love with Christine and had been from the moment they’d met. They’d bumped into each other shopping at Bergdorf’s. Along with helping him pick a present for his mother’s birthday, she’d allowed Tony to pick her up, and after spending the night in his penthouse, never went home.

“Seriously now, I’m not sure. I’ve been thinking of taking a little break. Lately I’ve either had men in loveless marriages who for whatever reasons—money or family pressure—won’t leave their wives but haven’t slept with them for years, or nervous virgins or men who are done in two seconds flat and then are ready for more in five minutes. Rinse and repeat.” I stared at the water. “I’m ready for a change.”

“Maybe Madden is what you need to get the juices flowing again. At least he’s young and not a virgin.”

I rolled my eyes. “It’ll take more than a workaholic thirty-year-old to do that, sweetheart. Anyway, tell me something about him. I haven’t ruled it out.” Ten thousand dollars for a night with someone who most likely hadn’t had sex in a few years was my bread and butter.

“I’ve only met him a couple of times. Gorgeous, grumpy, and rich as hell—sound familiar?”

“I am not grumpy,” I growled.

“And according to Tricia, he’s not the type to go out and party.” She gave me her cat-that-ate-the-cream smile. “Like I said. Remind you of anyone?”

“No,” I answered shortly. “What does he do?”

“What does anyone who’s obscenely rich in New York City do? It’s either real estate or finance. The story is, Madden’s great-great-grandfather left the city in the early 1900s and made a killing in the early days of movies with one of the first talkies. He bought tons of land out in California, then moved back to New York City after one of the big earthquakes and bought half of downtown. Now the Steele family builds all over the city.”

I whistled. “I’ve heard of them.” Frowning, I rubbed my jaw. “Any reason he’d be receptive to having me show up to fuck his brains out? He obviously can have the pick of whomever he wants.”

“That’s the point. He doesn’t want anyone. Tricia says he’s practically married to the job and has zero social life. He had a boyfriend for years, but one day it was over and the guy married someone else, after suing Madden for palimony or whatever they call it now. According to her, he’s not exactly someone who confides in people.” I gave a brief smile at her pointed stare, and she continued. “I know if anyone could give him a night he’d never forget, it’s you.”

“I can’t promise anything if the man isn’t receptive. And if I show up and he throws me out, they still owe me my fee.”

“Sweetheart, ten thousand to the Steeles is like ten dollars to most people. They make that in interest in an hour. But in any case, she said she’ll pay the full amount up front, so there’s nothing to worry about.”

“He might not even let me into the building. How does she propose to handle this?”

“She’ll alert the doorman to let you into the apartment. Madden goes to the gym every evening straight from work. When he returns, you’ll be there waiting in all your glory. Surprise!” She cackled.

It was a plan that could go very wrong, but who was I to turn away a guaranteed ten thousand dollars?

“Why the hell not? What’s the worst that could happen? He’ll turn me away? Not a big deal.”

“Fabulous. Have to run, darling. I’ll let Tricia know, and we’ll talk afterward. You can give me all the juicy details.” She paused. “He really is rather gorgeous. I can see the two of you together. All those hot alpha hormones.” She fanned herself. “Now I need to go find Tony.”

“You’re a bad girl. And Tony’s about to be a very happy man.”

I ended the video call, and intrigued, did an investigation of Steele Properties and Madden Steele’s bio. Oh, yeah. Madden Steele was very good-looking—piercing gray eyes, a strong nose, and a sharp angular jaw. Tense as hell. No pretty smile for the camera. Steele portrayed the epitome of uptight corporate executive, and there was little online about his personal life, the scarcity of information indicating he’d had it wiped clean.

The perks of being a billionaire.

All of which made me—like Alice in Wonderland—curiouser and curiouser about the man. For the first time in years, I relished a new assignment.


Chapter Two

“Well, that was a day I don’t care to repeat.”

With a sigh, I hung my jacket up and lowered myself into my office chair. Immediately, my assistant, Clyde, appeared with a hot coffee and an ice-cold towel.

“It didn’t go well?” His sympathetic eyes met mine as he handed me both items.

I sipped and hummed with satisfaction as the freezing cloth met my overheated skin. “Eh. I think we’ve passed muster with the city, but who knows with them. They always think we’re trying to put one over on the government, and because of that they make us jump through hoops. All of which means more meetings and lawyers.”

Clyde made a face, and I could sympathize. The last thing I enjoyed was sitting in a boardroom filled with people citing dry-as-dust rules and regulations, but I’d promised my father I’d take over the business, and I always kept my promises. Unlike others I’d met in my life, my word meant something. When I spoke, people knew they could count on me.

The phone rang, and Clyde moved to answer it, but I waved him off. “It’s personal.” He retreated, and I waited until the door closed to pick it up.

“Hi, Tricia.”

“Mads, happy birthday. Why are you still at the office?”

“First, it’s only five o’clock; and second, you know I don’t give a shit about birthdays and haven’t since I was ten.”

“You’re such a party pooper.”

“That’s me,” I deadpanned. “But thanks for the birthday call. Now I have to get to work.”

“Oh, come on, Mads. Even you can let loose a little. Thirty is a big number. No turning back from adulthood anymore.”

Grimacing, I let my gaze fall on a picture of my father and me taken at his seventieth birthday party—a private, family-only affair at his town house. It had been the last time we’d all been together celebrating before he became ill.

“I’ve been an adult since Dad died and I took charge of the company, in case you don’t remember.”

“I do. It’s why I worry so much about you. You’re my little brother. I love you.”

I worked my jaw. The last thing I had time for was recollections and recriminations.

“I’m fine, and you have Victor and the kids. Now, I have to go. Talk soon.”

Anticipating her protest, I ended the call. While I loved my sister, I couldn’t stand listening to her begging and pleading for me to “go and have fun.” Fun, like sex, I thought bitterly to myself, was something I barely remembered and discovered I had little use for. I’d learned the hard way that people only stuck by you when it benefited them.

My mother had been the first example. My former boyfriend the most recent.

I drank my coffee and tossed aside the now-clammy towel. I had another hour and a half’s worth of work, then home to change and hit the gym. There would be no celebratory dinner with sycophants telling me how wonderful I was in the hopes I’d take them all out for a night of partying at the most expensive places—on my dime, of course.

It was precisely why I didn’t tell anyone it was my birthday, and even though my assistant knew, he was forbidden to mention it to anyone else. A beep from the computer directed my attention toward the screen, and scanning the email, I smiled for the first time. We’d gotten the go-ahead on the purchase of another development that had gone belly-up, meaning they’d be only too happy to sell for pennies on the dollar to get out from under contracts coming due.

The next time I checked the clock, it was after six thirty. I needed only ten minutes to get to my apartment in SoHo to change and hit the gym, and after saving my work, I grabbed my suit jacket and left, catching the relieved look in Clyde’s eyes. The man would never complain, but he also knew he couldn’t leave before I did.

“Good night, Clyde. See you Monday.”

“Good night, Madden.”

I gave him a brisk nod and walked into the warm October air. The streets teemed with people ready for the weekend, and I was surrounded by the hum of energy. I fed off it, and that put me in a good mood when I entered the gym and I was able to focus on my workout, hitting a personal best.

Forgoing cleaning up in the health club, I decided that a sauna, and then a long, refreshing shower would be the perfect way to end my evening. I sauntered home. Would I have liked to be celebrating my birthday with someone? No. Steven’s betrayal had damaged my fragile ability to trust and validated what I already knew: People will only hurt you. Money and power were all I could count on.

My sister lived in a happiness bubble and thought everyone should as well. But we were half siblings. She didn’t have a mother whose objective in life had been to become a trophy wife, a woman who’d married a much older man still in the depths of grieving the death of his first wife. Tricia’s mother hadn’t been the one caught cheating on her husband with multiple men. But being a good-hearted, trusting man, our father had brushed aside the possibility that I wasn’t his son and refused his sister’s demands to prove I was his.

“Madden is my son. I know it, and I don’t need a test to tell me it’s so. Anyone who contests the will be cut out, so think long and hard before you take that step.”

Impatient with myself for the memory, I rubbed at my burning eyes as I entered the building. I greeted the concierge, then used the private elevator leading up to the top floor. It opened directly into my apartment, and I instantly relaxed at the view the wall of windows provided. On nights when I couldn’t sleep, which were most nights, I’d sit on the balcony and watch the lights and occasional boat gliding on the water.

I set my keys down and stiffened, stopping in the center of the room. An unfamiliar scent hit me, not unpleasant, but not my usual aftershave. Doing a circuit of the living room, dining room, and my office, I saw nothing amiss and decided it must be something from the gym I hadn’t noticed until I was home and not in the fresh air. Grimacing at my wet and sweaty clothes, I stripped them off and strode naked into my bedroom.

And stopped dead in my tracks. Brandy in hand, a bare-chested man sat in the club chair. He raised a dark brow. “Happy birthday, Madden.”

The clothes in my hand fell to the floor. “Who the hell are you, and how did you get in here?” I sputtered. I was unused to being surprised, and he’d caught me off guard. Not only because I wasn’t expecting a stunning, half-naked man in my home, but at the instant desire that leaped through me, setting my blood on fire.

“Your sister sent me.” He stood, set the brandy on the table, and in two long, smooth strides met me at the center of the room. “She figured you wouldn’t want to go out for your birthday, so I’m here to help you celebrate. All night long.”

His intimation that we’d be having sex both thrilled and freaked me out, and the enticing scent of his aftershave filled my senses. I swallowed. “I don’t know what game she’s playing, but I’m not interested.”

The man’s smile grew decidedly wicked, and another bright punch of lust hit me. “I beg to differ.” Without breaking his gaze from mine, his long fingers teased along my erection. The heat from his touch sent a shiver down my spine. Fighting the firestorm inside me, I wrenched away from him.

“This is ridiculous. I have to call her.” Watching him return to his seat and retrieve the brandy glass, I picked up the phone and called Tricia. I gave her the courtesy of a hello before snapping. “If you think this is funny, Tricia, you’re dead wrong.”

“I gather you’re home and you got your present.”

“Fucking hell. Who is this man, a hooker? And where did you find him, on a corner somewhere?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. He’s extremely exclusive and only takes on the most elite clients.”

“You mean the ones with the most money. So he’s a high-priced hooker, is what you’re saying.”

“And so what?” I could picture her—long, dark hair flowing over her shoulders, green eyes sparking, her jaw set in anger. “The friend who recommended him has known him for over ten years and can vouch for him. I hate seeing you stay home night after night, year after year, wasting your life because that fucking idiot hurt you.”

“That has nothing to do—”

“It has everything to do with it. Just because Steven cheated on you and had the gall to sue you doesn’t mean you give up on life. I thought you could have a little fun. No one has to know but you.”

“And you, and—”

“That’s all. Please, Mads. I can’t stand the thought of you all alone on your birthday. Please try, even if it’s pretend for just one night.”

I lowered my lashes to study the profile of the stranger in my bedroom. Put him in any boardroom in the corporate world, and he’d fit in—his face projected a domineering arrogance—and yet that stood in direct contrast to the simmering sensuality in his deep-green eyes. Late-evening stubble shaded his jaw and neck, and for one crazy moment I wondered what all that roughness would feel like against my skin.

“I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” I ended the call before she could respond.

“Do my credentials check out?” The man’s lips curved, and I caught the dimples in his cheeks. Why the fuck was I noticing this shit?

“This is ridiculous. You can leave now.” I stormed into my bathroom, slammed the door behind me, and turned on the shower. Even as I wondered if he’d listen to me and leave, I couldn’t help imagining what it would be like to be with him.

My shower was huge, with jets from all sides. When I had the apartment designed, it had been with the intention of Steven and me living here after getting married. I’d envisioned all the delicious sex we would have in this state-of-the-art shower, but that never came to pass, and I rarely spent more time in it than it took to wash my hair.

The hot spray beat over my tense muscles, and as I was soaping myself, the door opened. “I could go…but I’d rather stay here. With you.” The man, fully naked now, stepped inside and closed the door behind him. “Seems a pity to waste all that water. This is a beautiful shower.” He caught my arm and held me fast in his rock-hard grip. “You don’t want me to go home, do you?”

No.

My body screamed for him to touch me, but I couldn’t bring myself to admit it. I just stood there, the water pouring over me as my heart pounded.

His erection brushed mine, and my breath hitched. Perhaps sensing my conflict, he leaned in close and ran his nose down my cheek, and I couldn’t control the desire ripping through me. I trembled.

“No one has to know, if that’s what you’re worried about. I always have my clients sign an NDA, as do I. I’m not here to hurt you. I’m here to make sure you have a memorable birthday, and that’s what I plan on doing.” He touched my cheek, and I shivered, shocked at how badly I wanted his hands on me. “If you let me. If you truly want me to leave, I will. Just tell me. But if not”—he rubbed his cheek to mine—“I think we can be amazing together.”

Oh God, I think so too. I couldn’t believe I was considering this.

“Did my sister really hire you to sleep with me? You’re a prostitute?”

A lazy grin teased his lips. “That makes it sound so ugly. If you must call me an escort, so be it. What’s it going to be?”

I was so turned-on, I couldn’t think straight. That had to be the reason why I gave him a sharp nod. “Fine. Do you really have a legal contract?”

His smile was charming. “Similar enough. I prefer to call this a gentlemen’s agreement. Offer”—his smile broadened as he gripped my rigid dick and stroked up and down—“and acceptance.” He rubbed his thumb over the crown of my dick, and I had to bite my tongue to keep from moaning.

My legs wobbled, and I placed my palms flat on the tile wall. “Fucking hell,” I cried out, as he took both our dicks in his hand and began a long, torturous stroke that curled my toes. “Oh, God.”

“I like when you’re in agreement.” His hand moved quicker, and I tried to hold off, but my body had a mind of its own and my hips rolled at his touch. “That’s it, come on,” he urged, those deep-green eyes boring straight into my soul. “You’re gorgeous when you come. Look at you.”

I glanced down at my dick disappearing in and out of his fist, and I stiffened, fingers slipping along the wet tile. My orgasm crashed over me, and I shot endlessly into his hand. Trembling uncontrollably, I knew I’d end up on the floor, but he grabbed me under the shoulders and pinned me to the wall with his bulk, the rigid length of his cock thick against my belly. Too caught up in lust to care anymore, I hefted the heavy weight of his shaft in my hand.

“Turnabout is fair play.” I massaged the tip of his shaft before rubbing up and down its velvety length. He thrust hard into my hand, and he was coming in hot, long spurts. His eyes closed, and his breath hit my cheek. I held on to his broad shoulders.

After a moment, he straightened up and blinked. “All good?”

I had to remember he wasn’t a lover but a business arrangement.

“Fine,” I clipped out and stepped away. “I’m finished.”

We rinsed and dried off, and with towels wrapped around our waists, reentered the bedroom, where I slipped into a pair of boxers, immediately feeling less exposed.

“Why are you still here?” I crossed my arms and leaned against the dresser. “And how are you getting paid?”

He’d been sitting on the bed but now got up, leaving his towel behind as he approached. Even soft he was impressive, and I had to erase the thoughts of us rolling naked in the bed together. He stopped a few feet away, as if to give me space. “That’s been taken care of. Besides, you don’t ask someone how much your present costs.” He grinned. “That’s bad manners.”

Lectured by an escort. Something else that wasn’t on my birthday bingo card.

My brow furrowed. “I don’t even know your name, and yet you’re naked in my bedroom.”

“Most people prefer it that way. Anonymous. The less details the better.”

“I’m not most people. If you know my name, I need to know yours.”

“No, you aren’t most people.” His eyes kindled green flames. “My name is Archer.” He took a few steps forward, which brought his lips close to mine. “Now, Mads,” he whispered, sending my stomach into free fall, my dick hardening again. It unnerved me, knowing he could see what his mere touch did to me. “As I said, I’ll go if you really want me to. Or I can stay and make it a night you’ll never forget.” He caught my bottom lip between his teeth, giving it a slight nip before sucking it into his mouth. His pelvis arched into mine and began a slow, rocking motion. “What’s it going to be?”

Was that whimpering, groaning sound me?

Yeah. It was. Fuck my life.


Chapter Three

Oh hell, this was dangerous. If I were smart, I’d walk away and tell Tricia her brother had kicked me out. And of course, my fee still stood. Nonrefundable was my mantra.

But those wild-abandon sounds Madden made when I was sucking on his lip were like nothing I’d ever heard, and I wanted to hear him scream with pleasure—the pleasure only I could give him. His perfectly sculpted muscles quivered beneath my touch, and I traced his biceps and pecs with my fingertips, then followed with my mouth and tongue.

I slid my hand to his nape, grasping him hard and bringing him flush with me. “Let’s go to bed.”

Wide-eyed yet still possessing that air of arrogance that was a fucking turn-on, Madden shook his head. “I don’t think so.”

He walked out of the bedroom, leaving me in the unusual position of feeling frustrated. Frowning, I slipped on my briefs and pants, and set off to track him down. The apartment was huge, at least five thousand square feet, and with a killer view. It made sense—if you had more money than God, you’d live in the closest thing to heaven.

I saw him on the balcony, standing by the railing, and went to him. “It’s beautiful here. How old is this building?”

He inched away from me. “About ten years. But this space wasn’t renovated until two years ago.”

I’d read that his father died a couple of years earlier, so maybe that had something to do with the timing. What I didn’t know was why I bothered to ask him that, or anything else personal. It went against everything I stood for in my business: nothing personal, and certainly no in-depth questions about life. Kissing a client was a rarity, and yet I couldn’t stop staring at his mouth. I wanted to plunge my tongue past those soft lips and battle with his. Feel his hot breath stutter in my ear.

Jesus, get a grip. He’s no different from any other client.

“Well, it’s beautiful. Shall we go inside?” I slid behind him and pressed my mouth to the pulse pounding at his throat. “Unless you want people to watch us.”

He twisted away from me. “Look. My sister is crazy. This whole idea is. I’m fine as is. I’ll pay you whatever you were going to charge her, and you can leave. What do you want, a check or direct deposit to your account?”

Madden pulled away and strode inside, leaving me to scramble after him. Dammit. I should say screw it and leave. I had my money already, so there was nothing to lose.

Except knowing what it was like to fuck Madden Steele.

I found him sitting on the couch, checkbook out.

“If you’re embarrassed, don’t be. No one has to know.”

His brow furrowed. “Of course they do. Tricia hired you to come here and…you know…” He waved his hand in the air, and the fact that he didn’t want to say fuck me senseless was kind of sweet. Maybe it was his slight blush that did it, but I wasn’t ready to walk away.

“Anticipating you might not be amenable, she paid my fee.” The couch was wide and long, but I sat next to him, my leg brushing his. “You can tell her you kicked me out and nothing happened. No one has to know what happens here tonight except you and me.”

“I’m not sure.”

He jumped off the couch, but I was becoming adept at the chase and even a little turned-on. Unlike with all the others, there’d be no faking it with this man. I caught up with him near the bedroom and grabbed him around the waist. He was strong, but despite his resistance, I managed to press him up against the wall. His eyes were blazing and narrowed in anger, but he was hard as a fucking rock. I smiled, ran my knuckles down his cheek, and felt him tremble.

“You want me, but you’re afraid. Why?”

“Fuck you. I’m not afraid of anything.”

“I know that. You’re Madden Steele. And yet you’re trembling in my arms because you want a hired escort. A male prostitute.”

“You bastard,” he swore.

“Call me all the names you want. It’s only more of a turn-on when I get you on your knees.”

He glared at me. “I don’t get on my knees for anyone.”

“Really?” Palming his crotch, I watched desire rise in his eyes. “I beg to disagree.” On a chance, I took his chin in hand and covered his mouth with mine. He stiffened for only a second before opening to the push of my tongue and meeting it with his own. Fuck it all, this man’s kiss ran through my veins like hot liquid on a cold night, and I couldn’t stop drinking that sweetness. I held his face and plundered his mouth, determined to make certain that when I left him in the morning, he’d still taste me on his tongue.

Like I knew he would, Madden met me head on, his breath fierce, hands digging into my shoulders. His tongue chased mine, playing a game of cat and mouse until he caught it and sucked hungrily. My heart thundered, and I reached down to cup his ass. Madden broke away and stared at me with wide but wary eyes. “No one will ever know? How?”

Sensing victory, I shook my head. “No one. I’ll tell Tricia it didn’t work. You threw me out.” Triumph surged through me when he blinked and a faint smile touched his lips.

“That sounds like me.” Eyes sparking, his hand curved around my throat, thumb playing across my Adam’s apple. My pulse spiked, and desire such as I’d never known curled low in my belly. “How many men have you fucked for a living?”

I turned thirty-three this year, and I’d started my business when I was twenty-five. I might be discreet and discerning, but the number of men I’d been with wasn’t something I cared to share with anyone, so I said, “Tonight I’m here for you, Madden, and that’s all that should matter.”

He slid his hand through my hair and twisted it, now forcing my lips to his. “Get on the bed.”

“Usually I’m the one giving the orders,” I murmured, but I couldn’t deny the flutter of excitement at his words.

“I’m not anyone you’re used to.” He gave me a push. “Let’s go.”

“You’re the client.” I stripped off my clothes, climbed onto his king-sized bed, and waited. He eyed me and peeled off his boxers to reveal his erection but remained standing by the bedside. He held himself and tapped the head of his dick on my lips.

“Open.”

I understood what he was doing. It was his way of controlling the situation, and I had no problem with it. Eyes on him, I took the crown of his dick in my mouth, swirled my tongue around, and sucked. Aside from his breath picking up, I had no indication whether he was enjoying it, and that bothered me. My blowjobs had brought senators and billionaires to their knees. I flicked into
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