
	There are seven rhymes and seven reasons to win the heart of Mister Goshevens.

	 

	 

	Mister Goshevens is a self-made multi-millionaire who’s shrouded in mystery and judged purely on speculation. Remi was expecting nothing more than a fun holiday in New York with his friends, but their plans get changed when they discover Mister Goshevens is looking for something his fortune just can’t buy—love and happiness. Remi and his friends are sent a series of cryptic rhyming clues that lead them one step closer to Mister Goshevens. There can only be one winner, and Mister Goshevens decides who leaves his game, and when. The chosen man finally gets to meet Mister Goshevens and sample his charm and the euphoria he can inject. But for all that he gives, he expects something in return, and the stakes are high, as the winner doth learn.

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	 

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	Mister Goshevens

	Copyright © 2018 LJ Collins

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-1897-7

	Cover art by Angela Waters

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Mister Goshevens

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	LJ Collins

	 


 

	 

	Dedication

	 

	 

	This book is dedicated to Tina Churchill. For almost five decades you’ve proven yourself to be a very dear, true, loyal and supportive friend who has helped enrich my life in so many ways. We’ve celebrated the good times together and been there to pick each other up in times of need. What we’re left with is an album that’s full of rich and diverse memories that will stay with us forever. Recently you’ve proven yourself to be a brave and courageous woman, wife, and mother, who confronts challenges and fear head-on with a bright and optimistic personality that lights up the worlds of all those around you. Don’t go changing, babe. Love you always, and there’s still plenty of space left in that album we’ve yet to fill. I’m looking forward to doing that. LJ. xxx

	 


Chapter One: Never can say goodbye

	 

	 

	Even though he didn’t feel overly tired, Remi put himself to bed just before midnight, because he knew he had to be up early the following morning. He lay in bed tossing and turning while doing his best to clear his mind so he could get some sleep, but he had more than one reason to be restless. He was filled with a mixture of excitement and sadness. The following morning he’d be meeting up with two of his best friends, Jordan and Aaron, and jet-setting off to New York for a much welcome break, distraction and fun. But in the back of his mind, he wished his ex-partner, Eden, was still alive and that they were the ones jetting off to enjoy the holiday they’d always planned and dreamed of.

	It seemed almost impossible that Eden had passed on nearly three years ago. The memory of him and the love he felt for him was still so fresh and raw in Remi’s heart and mind, and he felt bitter, sad and lonely.

	Why did Eden have to be taken from him at such a young age? Why hadn’t he left for work at his usual time? Why did Eden have to be on the train that was the target of a terrorist attack? Why had he chosen to sit in the carriage where the bomb had exploded? Was there absolutely nothing the paramedics could have done to save him?

	There were so many if’s, why’s and maybe’s, but none of them served any purpose, because none of them could bring Eden back. Fate had dealt them a fatal blow, and Remi had to deal with the consequences.

	To try and change his mindset and distract himself from his torturous thoughts, Remi tried to imagine what might be awaiting them in New York. He was still a bit apprehensive about going on a ten-day holiday with Jordan and Aaron. Although they’d been close friends since college, they’d never spent more than a night out together or had the occasional weekend away. Ten days seemed like a long time to spend with two people he knew, but he didn’t know well enough to see if they’d grate on each other’s nerves or upset each other over a more extended period.

	Remi was pretty relaxed about spending time with Jordan. He was laid back, responsible, and never got drunk, just a bit tipsy now and again, so he always kept an eye out for the others. He’d worked in corporate banking for most of his career, and he prided himself on being one of the few black men who’d been elevated to a senior management position at such a young age. But he’d studied hard, and worked even harder, to achieve what he’d earned, so he thoroughly deserved to be where he was.

	Jordan was a grounded person and not the flirtatious or sleazy type. Despite continuous efforts to get together with a cute young West Indian guy who he’d carried the torch for since he’d met him at his gym a couple of years prior, he’d always been rejected. Based on the guys Jordan’s little West Indian beauty was seen with in the bars and clubs, it was obvious to Remi that Jordan’s fantasy man only liked older white men—very rich older white men, so Jordan didn’t have a lot going for him. Despite his constant advances and rejections, Jordan lived in the hope that one day his little cutie would change his taste in men and come running to Jordan when he had. Unfortunately for Jordan, Remi suspected he was going to have a very long wait.

	Aaron, on the other hand, was entirely the opposite. He dropped out of college before he’d graduated, and it was only on account of his wide-boy image, smooth talking tongue, and bullshit promises that he’d managed to land himself a job as a trader with a stockbroker firm.

	Aaron thrived on working in a fly by the seat of your pants environment which was full of adrenaline and pressure. He also enjoyed the mind enhancing perks that came with it even more. Fortunately for him, but more often than not, unfortunate for others, he earned more money than was healthy for a man of his mentality and maturity. It was wasted on somebody who put most of what he earned up his nose or spent it on champagne.

	So as not to be undermined or mocked by his colleagues, Aaron maintained his act of being straight, and he was always seen to be a jack-the-lad when he was with his colleagues or out clubbing. He managed to get away with it with most people, but to a trained gay man’s eye, he showed signs of his true colours and sexuality. It only took the occasional slip of the wrist or an exaggerated facial expression to give him away. But that was the way Aaron lived his life, and Remi was in no position to criticise or judge him.

	What concerned Remi most about spending ten days with Aaron in New York was that he was a loose cannon. Once the alcohol and whatever mind enhancing substances he’d taken had kicked in, he was invariably wild and unruly. He enjoyed nothing more than feeding his inflated ego by chasing men or getting them to chase him.

	Remi couldn’t ever recall Aaron having had a long-term and stable relationship since he’d known him. He constantly flitted from one temporary fling or moment of lustful pleasure to another. He just wasn’t the settling down type of guy.

	The more he thought about the holiday, the more Remi questioned whether they’d made the right decision to go, but it was too late to change anything. The flights had been booked, the hotel had been reserved, and he suspected Jordan would be disappointed if Remi didn’t go, given the whole purpose of the holiday was to celebrate Jordan’s thirtieth birthday.

	Remi chuckled to himself when he thought about what an unlikely bunch of friends they made. Jordan was black, and he broke any outdated and bigoted stereotypical image of black men being thugs, drug dealers, pimps, irresponsible, unambitious, and only making their money through crime.

	Aaron was white and the craziest, most outrageous and egotistical character out of the three of them. Beyond that he was a lot of fun to be with, providing he managed to keep himself out of trouble.

	Remi was a relatively normal mixed-race guy who’d inherited his blonde mother’s skin tone and chirpy outgoing personality, and his Jamaican father’s quest for life, love, peace and harmony. Remi suspected that both of their bubbly and caring characters were responsible for him choosing a career that involved looking after the elderly and sick as a caregiver. Not that it had helped him at all dealing with the premature loss of the one and only true love of his life, Eden.

	Whatever other people made of them, they somehow complemented each other and managed to strike the right balance.

	Remi gazed across at the clock on his bedside table. He huffed and pushed the quilt away from his body. It was one-thirty in the morning, and he had to get up at six so he’d be ready when Jordan and Aaron picked him up to go to the airport.

	After staring at the ceiling for twenty minutes, Remi got up and went into the lounge. He needed a stiff drink to numb his mind and senses. He grabbed a glass and the bottle of cognac on the drinks trolley. After pouring a glass, Remi raised the glass, tipped his head back and took a giant slug.

	Remi told himself the burning sensation in his throat would pass quickly, and the soothing effects would be worth the pain—the pain. How much longer would it last? Would he be able to cope with it? Would his heart and mind ever recover? Was there something he could do to rid himself of the pain?

	He didn’t know the answer to any of his questions. As opposed to solutions, he was plagued with more issues.

	To try and shed some light on why he felt the way he did, he lit a candle on the coffee table in front of him, picked up the photo of him and Eden, and kissed it. “I miss you so much, my darling. I wish you knew how hard this was for me. Being on my own and having to live my life without you. I’m struggling, and I wish I could have you back, so you could take all the pain and suffering away, ‘cause I don’t know how much longer I can cope with it.“

	Remi placed the photo against his heart, reached for the remote control for the stereo and turned it on. His ears pricked up when he heard Change Is Gonna Come by Sam Cooke. He listened to the lyrics and held the photo out in front of him. “Is that you talking to me, darling? Are you trying to tell me that things are going to change for the better?“

	The flickering light of the candle illuminated Eden’s face, and his smile had never looked brighter, or so real, and Remi fantasised that Eden was sending him a message from Heaven, where he hoped he was resting in eternal peace.

	Remi took another sip of his drink, hoping it would wash away his painful thoughts and memories, help him think clearer and focus on the future and not dwell on the past so much. He had to change his mindset so he’d be ready and mentally prepared for their trip to New York.

	It was two-forty when Remi finished his drink. He was drowsy and mentally exhausted thinking about his loss and the way he felt. There was no other option but to put himself back to bed in the hope he’d sleep for a few hours.

	 


Chapter Two: The Big Apple

	 

	 

	The sound of the phone ringing woke Remi up. He sat up in bed and looked at the clock. It was a quarter to six. He knew it had to be either Jordan or Aaron calling to check he was awake and on target for them to pick him up at seven. Remi rubbed his eyes, yawned, braced himself for what was about to come, and did his best to be as positive as he could be.

	“Geezer! Wakey, wakey, rise and shine! New York is calling us, baby, and we can’t be late!“

	“Hello, mate. I’m surprised to hear from you first. I thought Jordan or I would be the ones having to get you out of bed.“

	“Nah, I’m singing along with the larks, and I’m buzzing. I’m all packed and ready to give those Yankees a run for their money.“

	“Oh, fuck. Now I know we’re all in trouble. You sure you weren’t up with Mark, or Mark wasn’t up you?“

	“Nah, geez, I spent the night with my mate, Charly. I haven’t slept a wink, but I’ll catch up on all that boring stuff on the plane. Come on, dude, drag yourself out of bed and get ready. We’re leaving on a jet plane. Don’t know when we’ll be back again, ha, ha, ha.“

	“Okay, I’m getting up as we speak. Have you confirmed the taxi?“

	“Of course. I just came off the phone to them. They’re picking me up first, then we’ll go and get Jordan, and we’ll be with you about seven. You’ll be ready by then, won’t you?“

	“Yeah, I just need to have a quick shower, a cup of tea, and I’m ready to go. I’m all packed, so it won’t take me long.“

	“Sorted. I’m like a cat on a hot tin roof. I can’t wait to get there.“

	“So I can tell. Right, get off the phone so I can have a shower.“

	“All right, geez. Catch ya later.“

	Remi did what he had to do, and having spoken to Aaron, he was in better spirits, albeit a bit concerned about Aaron’s state of mind. They were heading off to the city that never slept, and Remi was almost certain Aaron had no intention of letting them get much sleep with all the things he’d planned.

	By a quarter to seven, Remi was ready and waiting, and there was no turning back. In twelve hours’ time, they’d be in New York, where the bright lights, action and new adventures awaited them.

	Remi’s mobile phone bleeped. He looked at the screen, and it was a message from Aaron. We’ll be with you in five minutes, so wait outside for us. New York, here we come! Remi suspected Aaron’s date with his friend, Charly, hadn’t yet ended, and he was still in a party mood.

	Remi checked that all the windows were shut and then grabbed his case and walked toward the front door. Before leaving, he activated the alarm and closed the door behind him.

	It was light outside, and even though it was the beginning of September, the air was fresh and damp from the morning dew. The street was quiet apart from the birds tweeting and chirping to their own cheerful tune. Remi suspected that for most people it would be a regular day of getting up and going about their normal daily routines. It made him thankful that their trip to New York was going to provide a welcome relief from his monotony.

	After a couple of minutes, Remi saw a car approaching his house. As it got closer, he could see Aaron sitting in the front seat. The car stopped beside Remi, and Aaron waved his hands frantically and blew kisses at him. The taxi driver got out of the car, walked to the trunk, and opened it. Remi pulled his suitcase behind him, and when he reached the driver, he kindly took it from him and put it in the trunk, on top of the other suitcases.

	 

	It was ten-thirty when they’d boarded their flight to New York, and Remi calculated they’d arrive at six-thirty in the evening London time, which would be one-thirty in the afternoon New York time.

	During the first two hours of the flight, the three of them chatted excitedly about all the things they wanted to do when they got to New York. It came as no surprise to Remi that Aaron’s priority was to go to as many gay bars and clubs as they could while they were there. Jordan was happy to go along with Aaron’s plans, but he insisted they spend at least a few hours a day sightseeing. He wanted to visit the Empire State Building and go up in a helicopter. Remi insisted they go to the Statue of Liberty and take a ride in a horse-drawn carriage around Central Park.

	Considering they were only going to be staying in New York for nine nights, Remi suspected there was never going to be a dull moment, and every day would be filled with new and exciting experiences.

	They jointly agreed that once they’d checked into their hotel and unpacked, they would have some lunch, and then a disco nap before their first night out in the Big Apple.

	Aaron excitedly announced he had a surprise for them—he’d bought VIP tickets for a one-off event that evening that looked cool, from what he’d seen on the internet. The club organisers had hired an old church to host The Limelight Club. Given it was a one-off event, and Aaron had already paid for the tickets, Remi and Jordan agreed they had to make the effort to go, no matter how tired or jet-lagged they felt.

	Once the wine they’d had with their meal had taken effect and they’d run out of animated conversation, one by one they closed their eyes and let the humming of the plane’s engines lull them to sleep.

	 


Chapter Three: London lads at lunch

	 

	 

	As they de-planed, they felt refreshed and animated, both from their snooze and because they’d finally arrived in New York. When they left the terminal, they walked toward the taxi rank, and the wheels of their cases trundled behind them. They got into the first available taxi and told the driver where they wanted to go. As they drove through the streets of New York toward the epicentre where their hotel was, they sat in virtual silence, apart from the odd murmur, comment, or sign of surprise and appreciation. There were far too many new and exciting things to see, and there was way too much going on in the streets to waste time on small talk and risk missing something.

	They were surrounded by so much movement and energy the atmosphere was electric. The streets and its people were the veins and cells of the city that carried its lifeblood to every distant part and remote corner. New York had a pulse which gave it an engaging and irresistible vibe. Remi heard and felt the heartbeat of New York around him, and he welcomed it with an open mind and arms. It was if magical sparkle dust sprinkled down on everything and everyone, bringing it to life, and it had a rejuvenating, energising and infectious effect on Remi.

	The taxi stopped outside the Nomad Hotel. Remi turned to Aaron and Jordan and nodded his approval. From the outside, it looked like a luxury Beaux-arts property, and being on Broadway, it was nice and central, so they wouldn’t have to travel far to get to most of the places they wanted to visit. Remi and Aaron commended Jordan on his choice of hotel, and he politely accepted their compliments.

	A bellboy attentively put their cases on a luggage trolley and assured them they’d be taken to their suites. Jordan tipped him, then they entered the hotel and walked toward the reception desk.

	While the receptionist was activating their key cards, an exceptionally handsome Hispanic looking man joined the receptionist behind the desk. Remi looked at Jordan and Aaron and blew out air. Jordan winked at Remi and chuckled. The guy was stunningly good looking, with a chiselled jawline, accentuated by his perfectly trimmed dark beard and moustache, captivating hazel eyes, and carefully styled black hair that swept up and back.

	The man looked at the three of them and smiled, revealing his perfect and illuminating smile.

	Aaron coughed and muttered under his breath, “Gorgeous.“

	Remi almost choked. He turned to Aaron, frowned, and waved his index finger in the air.

	Jordan stepped forward and held his hand out to greet the man. “Hi, I’m Jordan, and we’re a party of three that’s just arrived from London, and we’re very excited to be here.“

	“Well, welcome to the Nomad, and we hope you have a very pleasant stay here.“

	“Yeah, I’m sure we will. We’ve only just arrived, but the views, and erm... people, are so nice to look at and be around.“

	“Why, I’m pleased to hear that, sir, and I’m sure your impression of New York and its people will only get better with each passing day.“ The man reached out his hand to shake Aaron’s. “Oh, I’m sorry, my name’s Alexander, and I’m the hotel manager here at the Nomad, so if you have any problems or need anything, just let me or one of my staff know. Our aim is to please.“

	Aaron pointed at himself. “I’m Aaron, and I’ll definitely let you know if there’s anything—“

	“That’s very kind of you, Alexander. I’m sure everything will be just fine, but thank you for letting us know,“ Jordan interjected before Aaron had a chance to be even more suggestive.

	Alexander turned to Remi, held out his hand and smiled. “And what a pleasure to meet you also... “

	Remi took hold of Alexander’s hand and shook it. “Oh, I’m sorry. My name’s Remi, and I’m clearly the shy and retiring one out of the three of us.“

	“Oh really? Well, looking as fine as you do, I don’t suspect you need to make much noise to grab attention. Anyway, gentlemen, we have your key cards here, so you can now officially start to enjoy your stay. I hope your suites are to your liking and have a great time while you’re here.“

	The three of them nodded, took their key cards and made their way to the elevator. When they got in the elevator, Jordan pressed the button for the sixth floor. As soon as the doors closed, they looked at each other and started laughing.

	“Oh, mate, I would definitely go a few rounds with him. He’s bloody gorgeous,“ Aaron blurted out.

	“Uuf, I’m glad I’m black, man, so he couldn’t see me getting all hot and flushed,“ Jordan jested.

	“Yeah, well as far as drop-dead gorgeous hunks go, he’s pretty much up there with the best of them. I didn’t know where to look. His face and eyes are so mesmerising, I felt like a deer trapped in headlights.“

	The three of them chuckled and high-fived each other.

	“Lads, if he’s a taste of what’s to come here in New York, then we’re in for a real treat,“ Aaron joked.

	When they’d left the elevator and started walking toward their suites, Jordan suggested they meet in the bar once they’d all unpacked, so they could have a welcome drink before they left and had lunch. Remi and Aaron enthusiastically accepted his suggestion.

	Remi walked into his suite and was impressed by the Parisian-inspired decor. He particularly liked the old-fashioned free-standing white bath that gave the room a rustic and charming feel to it.

	Once he’d unpacked and hung his clothes up, Remi had a quick shower. Feeling more awake and refreshed, he put on a pair of jeans, a blue sweater, and grabbed his beige jacket.

	When Remi walked into the bar, he was immediately impressed by the opulent surroundings filled with antique furniture and rugs. He looked around for Jordan and Aaron but saw no sign of them. He walked toward one of the tables and sat down.

	Within a few seconds, a smartly dressed waiter approached him. Remi ordered a gin and tonic, sat back in his chair, and looked around at the other people as he waited for Jordan and Aaron to arrive.

	Although Remi wasn’t interested in what the couple sat near him were talking about, he intentionally listened to their conversation so he could hear their American accents. Hearing their voices made it seem all the more real and exciting that they were in New York.

	The waiter returned with Remi’s drink, and with perfect timing, Jordan and Aaron walked into the bar. Remi told the waiter that his friends had arrived and suggested he stay where he was, so he didn’t have to make another journey.

	Jordan and Aaron sat down beside Remi. Aaron looked at Remi’s drink and pulled a face. “Oh, brov, I hope that ain’t water you’re drinking?“

	“No, it’s a gin and tonic. Why?“

	“Oh forget that, mate, we’re on holiday, so there’s only one thing for it.“ Aaron looked at the waiter and smiled. “Can you bring us a bottle of bubbly, please?“ The waiter politely nodded and walked away from the table.

	“Okay, that’s a good call, and very apt before lunch,“ Jordan stated.

	“I’m glad you agree, Jordan. Lads, or in your case, Remi, ladies, it’s time to get in the spirit of things, and what better way than a nice drop of bubbly?“

	“Right, so has anybody got any ideas about where we’re going to eat? I haven’t got a clue,“ Remi announced.

	“I’ve got that covered,“ Jordan said. “That’s why I took so long. I was looking at some places on the internet, and the Gramercy Tavern looks really nice, and it’ll only take us about ten minutes in a taxi.“

	“Yeah, that sounds all right. So what kind of food do they have?“ Aaron asked.

	“Hmm, I couldn’t find a site with their menu, but I read some of the reviews, and they were all good. And it has a Michelin star, so I think we’ll be more than safe there.“

	“That’s cool. In the absence of being able to recommend anywhere else, I’ll go along with that idea. Do you think we’ll need to make a reservation?“ Remi asked.

	“Oh, I took the liberty of calling and making one for us. It’s one of their quietest times of day now, but I thought it might be prudent.“

	“That’s cool. So what time’s our reservation for?“

	“At four, so we’ve plenty of time to enjoy our drinks.“

	 

	When they arrived at the restaurant, they were escorted to their table, and a friendly waitress, Carrie, introduced herself and presented them with the menus. After perusing what was available, they all jointly agreed on the five-course taster menu, which came with a different glass of wine to complement each dish.

	The atmosphere in the restaurant, and particularly the bar area, was buzzing as people talked excitedly and joked among themselves. Remi suspected they’d all been animated by the wine they’d had with lunch and the cocktails they were enjoying at the bar.

	It could have been the wine, the ambience in the restaurant, or the sheer excitement of being in New York, but it wasn’t long before Remi, Jordan and Aaron were chatting excitedly, joking and laughing among themselves.

	Soon after they’d finished their meal, Remi started to yawn, and he reminded himself that in reality, it was eleven at night for them, and he needed to rest before they hit the town and discovered what the New York club scene had to offer.

	Jordan and Aaron didn’t take much persuasion to go back to the hotel, so they paid the bill and took a taxi back to the hotel.

	When Remi arrived at his suite, a thought occurred to him. If they had VIP tickets to The Limelight Club, it would make it even more special if they arrived in style. He remembered seeing something about the hotel providing a limousine service on their website, so he phoned down to reception to see if one would be available to pick them up from the hotel just before midnight.

	After a couple of rings, the call connected. “Good evening, the Nomad Hotel. My name’s Rosemary. How can I help you?“ Remi recognised her voice. It was the same woman who’d checked them in.

	“Hi, this is Remi in suite sixty-two. I was just wondering if a limousine might be available to pick us up just before twelve to take us to The Limelight Club?“

	“If you wouldn’t mind holding for a moment, sir, I’ll check to see if it’s available.“

	“Thank you.“

	After a momentary silence, the call reconnected. “Hello there, sir. I’m pleased to confirm the limousine is available, so would you like me to confirm that reservation for you?“

	“Erm... that’s fine. Can you just let me know what the cost is, and how I need to pay?“

	The receptionist giggled. “Well, I’m pleased to inform you, sir, that there’ll be no charge on this particular occasion. It’s compliments of the hotel manager.“

	“Oh, right. Sorry. I’m kinda lost for words. Please pass my thanks, erm, our thanks, to the hotel manager for his kind gesture and generosity.“

	“Of course I will, sir. Have a great evening.“

	Remi placed the phone in the cradle and stared at it. Why had
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