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      When I go back to college to prove my worth to my pop, the hot, grumpy professor in my first class is a temptation I can’t resist.

       

      Matteo D’Angelo is also straight, in a position of authority, and a widower, but those three reasons he thinks he’s unavailable are irrelevant.

       

      He’s my Prince Charming come to life.

       

      I manage to weaken his stubborn defenses against the magnetic draw between us, giving him a taste of what could be.

       

      But one of EEMM’s past clients threatens to release damning photos, doubling my workload and stress. I’ve never been the best behaved or the brightest, and I quickly spiral to my breaking point.

       

      Will Professor D’Angelo relent to the pull between us and be the oak I need to help me stay the course?  Or will I have no choice but to once again show my family that I’m nothing but a failure?
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      Mr. and Mr. Chesterfield welcomed me into their hotel suite in downtown Boston. The younger was giddy and smiling like sunshine, and the older had downturned, full lips I could envision wrapped around my cock.

      But I was there to serve them. I loved being a willing hole or offering my dick in return for a client’s night of debauchery. Being the head of Elite Escorts MM was a dream come true, the money simply an added perk of the job.

      Only once before had a married couple booked with Elite’s gay branch, and I’d jumped at another chance for a little triple M action. I’d yet to be in the middle of a beef sandwich and had high hopes for the night ahead.

      There could never be enough tight holes and hard dicks to slake my hunger for sex. I’d been insatiable from the morning I’d woken to a mess in my underwear and realized what had happened due to a hazy dream where I’d kissed another boy.

      From that day on? I’d taken care of my morning wood without embarrassment. Made out with every gay in the school, closeted or otherwise. I’d sucked cum from countless cocks, swallowing my first load at age fourteen. Took a hole or gave mine over whenever time and location allowed after my first flip fuck at sixteen when I figured out I was vers.

      I’d been called it all because of my openly sexual lifestyle too. Flirt. Immature fuck boy. Slut. I didn’t give a shit how people saw me. I wasn’t ashamed of loving sex or the fact my lucrative job included getting laid a few times a week. Acting as the top or bottom, I looked forward to blowing customers’ minds in the bedroom and satisfying their every need.

      The latest of which came as a seriously non-matching, major size-differenced pair.

      The younger Mr. Chesterfield wore lace panties, and the sight of his small cock trapped in the feminine scrap of cloth made my mouth water. Bare of hair from the neck down, he proved to be a tempting treat I imagined sampling from throat to toes. He smelled like a delectable slice of strawberry pie I wanted to gorge myself on.

      His stern husband?

      A total bear with a dad bod I hoped to rub myself all over before night’s end. Maybe even cuddle once we finished with the good stuff.

      But they’d made other plans prior to my arrival, which first had me stripping to my skin for the smaller’s viewing pleasure.

      I’d always been a confident bastard—yet another name I’d been called and couldn’t deny. More lithe than bodybuilder, I carried the perfect amount of muscle. A six-pack rippled my core along with the V men loved to lick down toward heaven. I waxed my groin to better showcase my more than ample dick size. My blond stubble I kept permanent to leave behind beard burn when eating out an ass. Hair in an artful freshly fucked look, I was ready to face the clients EEMM allowed me to enjoy.

      “My present is pretty, Daddy,” the younger stated with a sexy British accent that sent a shiver through me.

      Fuck, did I love hearing praise. Made me preen like a goddamned peacock.

      He circled around my back, not touching but close enough I felt the heat of his slight body. While some might consider me twink-ish due to my youthful appearance, the boy rounding my left ticked each and every box. Maybe five-foot-four. Baby face. Curly light brown hair, big innocent blue eyes that ate me up with a hunger I could appreciate. He was thin and pale like a spoiled little boy used to lounging on cushions all day long, and that goddamned lace with a darker wet spot…

      I bit the inside of my lip and clenched my hands at my sides to keep from reaching for him. Sucking on his dick. Tasting his sweetness on my tongue. Swallowing down every pulsed shot of spunk I could coax from his smooth balls.

      My dick already strained toward my belly button without the help of a little blue pill, and I was ready to go no matter how or where the couple wanted me.

      The twink’s daddy made a low rumbled noise in his thick chest at his boy’s appraisal of the goods they’d purchased for the evening.

      I turned my focus on the naked man looming a few feet in front of me, wanting his approval as well. Easily topping my five-ten height, he absently stroked his thick cock, studiously obsessed with his husband checking out his birthday gift.

      A mat of hair expanded over the older guy’s pecs and belly, and a full, untamed patch covered his groin too. While that area could use some tidying up, I didn’t find fault with his girth or the heavy balls hanging low. He would stretch me good, and his sac would make a nice slapping sound against my body while he railed my ass.

      Or maybe I would get to nuzzle and tongue those balls. Nose over his taint and breathe in his musky scent while his boy attempted to swallow my dick.

      My mouth watered again while I waited to be told what to do, excitement fluttering in my stomach and lust twitching my cock.

      Twink boy once more stood behind me. Soft hands grasped my cheeks, pulling them apart.

      My back arched on instinct.

      “Can I have his hole, Daddy?” the boy asked, breathless with enough lust to cause pre-cum to ooze from my shaft.

      “You may, sweet cakes,” the man murmured his reply, adoration in his tone even though he continued to frown.

      I got the feeling he wasn’t keen on sharing his boy but had hired an escort out of love for his sweet cakes. Oh, to be spoiled like that.

      If only.

      While the whole daddy thing wasn’t a kink of mine, I could appreciate their dynamic and the trust between them. They communicated openly, the younger taking charge and directing me onto the bed. The twink ended up the meat in our man sandwich, the lucky dog, rocking between me and his daddy to get the best of both worlds.

      I could admit to being jealous. His hole filled by his daddy’s thick cock, his own dick encased in the tight heat of my ass, being in control of the fucking in every way…

      “Fuck yeah,” I groaned, reaching back to hold onto the boy’s hip as he shoved his little dick in and out of me. I’d come prepped as requested in their file, not caring that the misters didn’t want anything more than a hole. Zero kissing. Zero foreplay. Zero intimacy.

      The best type of connecting—nothing but lust, fucking, getting off, and a thank you before I strolled out the door.

      I couldn’t imagine trying for a relationship with one dude let alone two, but a threesome sure as fuck would be a fun fantasy to live out.

      Maybe with the next couple I would be crammed in the middle.

      It wasn’t like I could go looking for an orgy outside work, or I would have. Elite Escorts, owned by my older brother Micah, didn’t allow fucking on the side. Our bodies were contracted to please customers, and even though I’d managed the gay branch of the business for the previous two-plus years, the rules applied to me as well.

      But hey…easy hookups and even better pay? I had no complaints.

      The twink’s daddy didn’t lay a finger on me or even acknowledge the fact I shared the bed with them, which I was fine with as well. He was all about his boy, gifting him the fuck toy he’d wanted. My hole was being used, and I had my own hand to get me off. The night would go down as a win in my book.

      I stroked my dick in time with the twink’s thrusts, his mewling noises a softer music in my ears to his Daddy’s grunts. I preferred a rougher tumble in the sack, but as long as cocks and spunk were involved, I was a happy boy.

      “Oh…” the twink gasped, his hips starting to stutter. “I’m c-close, Daddy.”

      “My sweetest boy,” his bear’s voice murmured, and fucking hell, that low timbre, those words, sent a shudder through me. “Come for me. Squeeze my dick with your hot, little hole.”

      My balls seized.

      I shot my load all over the sheets, cursing up a blue streak as my ass clenched around the twink’s cock.

      “Daddy!” the twink cried and shuddered, his dick pulsing in the condom while buried in my ass.

      “Good boy.” The deep, bear-like groan behind him in response to his husband’s orgasm sent another spurt of cum up through my length.

      “Oh shit,” I moaned, still stroking myself while coming down, my ears ringing from the bigger man’s praise even though it hadn’t been meant for me.

      Tonight’s clients hadn’t given me the climax of the century, but I’d emptied my balls, and my extremities tingled long after I’d been told I could dress and leave. I’d found release with hardly any effort on my part along with an extra tip in the form of a couple of crisp one-hundred dollar bills.

      Easy fucking money, pun definitely intended.

      Steps light and grin plastered on my face, I left Mr. and Mr. Chesterfield to their cuddle fest in a world of their own where no one else was welcome.

      I wasn’t bothered in the least.

      Unlike the twink boy, I had no desire for a sugar daddy to own and spoil me rotten. I loved my freedom and the variety of dick EEMM allowed me to sample.

      But I wouldn’t mind hearing those words like the older Mr. Chesterfield had spoken.

      Yeah, I had a praise kink, I’d recently learned, but I refused to be ashamed of that shit even though my insides wanted to cringe. It had taken a whole two minutes to recognize where it stemmed from.

      Micah had gotten all the affirmation in our household growing up—for his good grades, amazing athletic ability, and even better behavior while I’d been a terror who couldn’t focus worth a shit and always tripped over my own feet.

      I would never measure up to my big brother, but goddamnit, I’d put in major dedication and hard work to help build the gay branch of Elite. While I’d yet to be recognized for my effort outside my big bro’s occasional, “Good job,” I’d planned my next step that would take me to his level of professionalism.

      An MBA like the one hanging on his office wall. One sheet of paper declaring I’d finished a two-year college program and had accomplished something worthy of making our pop proud of his younger son, who’d only ever been compared to Micah and found lacking.

      Sure, I’d secretly failed out at my first attempt at college while fresh out of high school, more focused on cock and beer than classes, but I’d grown up since. Back then, I’d claimed to my family and friends that I’d dropped out to save my parents’ money. Some didn’t see how I’d matured from lying my way through life, so I would be stubborn as fuck and prove myself capable.

      I exited the hotel, taking note of the pink and purple streaks in the deep blue sky overhead as August’s muggy heat prickled my skin with sweat. My ass didn’t ache like I preferred after bottoming, but at least my balls had emptied.

      An early Saturday night for a change.

      Normally when off the clock at a decent hour, I would walk to the nearest bar and enjoy a few cold beers, but I could use a good night’s sleep. It had been ten years since I’d last stepped foot into a classroom, but Monday morning would find me sitting at a desk attentive and ready to take notes.

      It was time to prove I could stand apart. Be just as accomplished outside the bedroom as I was in. I dreamed of congratulations. Pop’s eyes shining with a sense of pride like he did whenever he looked at Micah, his firstborn son.

      Goal firmly fixed in my brain, I hopped in my car and headed home to my apartment. My future was so goddamned bright I was going to need another pair of Ray-Bans.
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      Sweat soaked my shirt and shorts. Hell, even my socks squished inside my running sneakers with every slap of rubber on pavement, but I pushed through the muggy air. Only one more mile lay ahead of me until I reached my destination.

      Katie’s grave.

      I no longer choked up at the thought of my wife’s name or how her strawberry blonde hair used to spread over our pillows while she lay lax beneath me. The memory of her gorgeous and sated green eyes peering up at me while we’d fought to catch our breath didn’t knife my chest anymore.

      Reminiscing of past happiness didn’t make me ache.

      It was the sense of emptiness and deep longing for what I would never have again that got the best of me.

      My feet pounded the road, my breaths harsh and lungs oxygen-starved. Running had become the way I punished my body until I was too tired to function. It also blessedly numbed my brain into quietness. A better choice than alcohol or drugs, but at forty-two, my knees sometimes complained about all the action. The only kind I’d gotten since losing Katie.

      The sun had begun to sink, but more than enough daylight hours remained for my weekly visit.

      I turned into the cemetery’s entrance, the black wrought iron fence open and as inviting as the meticulously groomed landscape. Towering oaks and maples lined the main road, the smaller branches curving off along either side dotted with shrubs.

      The scent of nature bursting with life, a cloying, sweet perfume of flowers, lay heavy in the humid air. My sharp inhales attempting to fill my lungs broke the stillness around me. No chirping birds, chittering critters, or sounds of the main road behind me reached the cemetery’s depths where my wife’s body rested.

      I slowed while rounding a bend, hoping for privacy. While I’d come into contact with her family a few times since her funeral, I preferred to keep my distance. Seeing my mother-in-law, a spitting image of my beautiful wife, and being reminded I hadn’t done enough for her precious girl intensified my guilt tenfold.

      Even though I panted for oxygen, my breath left in a thankful rush at finding no one near Katie’s corner of the cemetery. A white granite headstone marked where she lay. The bouquet of wildflowers I’d left the week before had wilted, no longer vibrant as she had once been.

      A vase of peach-colored roses sat atop the rectangular stone left by her parents. Fresh, so there was no chance they would show up while I visited, thank God.

      I sprawled atop Katie’s grave and attempted to catch my breath while staring into the cloudless sky overhead. Lush grass cradled my backside but would make my bare skin itch eventually. I didn’t care. Hands atop my chest, I rested as my inhales and heartbeat slowed until I felt sure my body could melt into the ground and join my wife wherever she’d gone.

      While I didn’t believe her spirit was there in the cemetery with me, I hadn’t yet been able to let go of the physical. Knowing her bones rested deep in the earth beneath me gave me a bit of comfort I hadn’t been able to find anywhere else. But I hadn’t been looking, much to my parents’ and sister’s disappointment.

      Heaving a sigh, I rolled onto all fours then sat back onto my heels. Crouching in such a position would be a regrettable offense to my legs if I sat for too long, which I usually did.

      Katherine Evelyn D’Angelo.

      The sight of her etched name didn’t move me as much as the truth of her too-short life in the dates below. Only thirty-six years of age. Taken from my side by bone cancer that had been diagnosed too late to save her. I’d had no choice but to hold her hand as she faded away, her final months nothing but pain and heartache for both of us.

      But she’d left me for either peaceful darkness or light, and I was alone to grieve the loss of my sunshine.

      I picked a blade of grass and tore it into tiny pieces, each bit of green fluttering quietly to the ground in front of me as I considered the afterlife she’d believed in and the comfort it had given her while she’d lain on her deathbed. No such assurances made my existence without her easier.

      Grief counseling had gotten me through the worst, but I still couldn’t find my footing.

      Swallowing hard, I glanced around the cemetery, my aloneness intensified by the lack of others visiting the final resting places of their loved ones. How had they moved on? Drawing breath came easily—instinctively. Choosing to get out of bed, to face another day did not.

      Some mornings proved a hard struggle.

      “Summer is finally over, and classes begin again tomorrow,” I murmured to Katie even though she wouldn’t hear me. “A new semester to fill the hours with the job I still enjoy and my mind with thoughts outside missing you.”

      Guilt rose inside me as it always did whenever I took comfort in knowing something would distract me from lingering sadness.

      A part of me wanted to live again, but I didn’t have the right to.

      Katie’s illness and passing hadn’t been my fault—fuck cancer—but I should have done more, especially after her mother had outright spewed that exact accusation over my wife’s casket. I should have noticed her sickness sooner or at least encouraged her to see a doctor long before she’d made the decision to do so on her own.

      Katie had been my world, and I should have taken better care of the one I’d been lucky enough to have by my side.

      “Wherever you are, love,” I whispered as I always did, “I hope you find happiness. I hope you find peace. I hope you remember our love as I do.”

      What we’d enjoyed had been perfection. A true connection of like-minded souls with vulnerability and honesty. We’d learned how to be self-aware and open to growth.

      We’d shared the type of love found only in fairytales.

      A lone tear slid down my cheek, but I didn’t bother swiping it away. The feel of it, a mere droplet’s presence, was yet another reminder of my missing half I desperately clung to.

      Near the end, I’d promised Katie that I would live, squeeze out every bit of joy I could before I joined her in the afterlife she’d believed in.

      But I’d done nothing to keep my word.

      I merely existed, going to work, which gave my life purpose, and running myself to exhaustion every day. I attempted to meditate while doing the yoga poses I used to tease my wife about, but at night, I lay in bed, staring through the darkness that matched the vast solitude in my chest.

      Heaviness settled over my shoulders, bowing my head as I emptied my lungs with a weighty sigh.

      I’d been sitting and stewing for far too long. Pushing up to my feet, I grimaced at the ache in my knees I’d expected and hadn’t done a damned thing to avoid.

      “I’m getting too old for this shit,” I told myself what I did every time I sat too long on the ground, wanting to experience a little bit of pain to help me remember her. “That yoga isn’t doing jack for my bones.”

      Katie didn’t reply, nor did a breeze sent by her cool the sweat clinging to my overheated skin.

      Shower, food, and sleep, I told myself while readying to once more punish my body on the run home.

      Then wake up and greet a new classroom full of college students interested in learning about financial accounting, something I was still passionate about.

      Turning away from my wife’s grave, I headed back the way I’d come, feeling no better than when I’d arrived. Not that I’d expected anything different. Reminiscing and thinking about the what-ifs rarely helped me rise from the ashes of grief.

      I longed for a break in the clouds of my mind. A ray of light to caress my face while peacefulness from having my person at my side welled inside me. Katie used to sit at my feet, sweetly submitting in tender love.

      Hands clenched, I focused on the next step, the next stride. My exhausted legs ate up the miles back to a house that was nothing more than a place to exist in my misery from every reminder of her in every room.

      But my continued breaths meant that her memory lived on. As long as my heart beat, Katie would remain in the world and in my mind.

      It would be enough, seeing as I had no other choice.

      My lover was gone, my chance at happiness in my lifetime ripped away from me along with her last exhale.
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      I gave a courtesy knock before letting myself into my parents’ home. Micah had bought it for them a few years earlier, receiving a shit ton of accolades while I’d stood off to the side, ignored as usual. Their side entrance let me into the kitchen where Mom would be getting our Sunday night dinner ready, since it was her turn to host.

      Once Micah and Jasmine had married, we’d started flip-flopping our monthly get-togethers between them and our parents. The condo I’d bought was “too far away” for Pop, so I hadn’t been invited to host. Not that I wanted to cook or serve my father’s negative ass anyway.

      While the time mostly consisted of sports talk and not much else, I enjoyed picking on my sister-in-law and the fact she was older than me. A mere three months, but still. At least she knew how to relax and just have fun, regardless of my grumpy pop.

      Since he’d given up hard liquor, he’d been a little more bearable, but enough damage had been inflicted when I’d been young for me to ever really like the guy. He and Micah got along well, but what else was new? Micah could do no wrong.

      I didn’t dislike my big bro for having a better relationship with our father, just envied the praise he got. I’d managed to gain attention, just never in the right way. But as a kid, having my parents’ undivided focus felt good regardless of it bringing consequences.

      I was probably ADHD. Definitely hyperactive. In my own little world, Mom had always stated.

      But I’d made do. Barely managed to graduate from high school and worked odd jobs throughout my early twenties while still living at home. That failed year of college? I didn’t discuss it except when bragging about being an out-and-proud frat boy. It’d been fun while it lasted.

      It had taken me years to get Micah to open a gay branch of Elite to keep me busy and balls deep in either hot mouths or ass. By then, he’d already become successful as fuck with a mansion and a few cars.

      Eventually, my nagging got under his skin. Being persistently annoying had gotten me what I’d wanted as a kid, and I’d been called spoiled too many times to count. Pop enjoyed shutting me up by giving in, so I’d manipulated the hell out of him.

      Sure, I was a brat, but a kid had to do what a kid had to do in order to get ahead.

      And I finally had. Financially, anyway.

      Now, I just needed that degree, and Micah wouldn’t have shit on me.

      “Sean,” Mom greeted me with a smile, and I leaned into her cheek to kiss her where she stood at the oven, mitts on her hands.

      “Hey, Mom. What can I do to help?”

      “Nothing.” She pulled a covered pan from the oven and set it atop the stove. It smelled like pot roast. “Everything is ready. We’re just waiting for your brother and Jasmine.”

      “Are her parents coming today?” I asked and popped an olive from the small cheese tray Mom had placed on the island into my mouth. Salt burst on my tongue, and I hummed my approval.

      “No, they had plans.”

      I nodded and snagged another olive. Jasmine’s parents, while conservative to Mom and Pop’s liberal outlook on life, had become close friends after their kid’s wedding. The lack of alcohol in their home and their influence had helped Pop get sober.

      Almost three years later, and Pop still avoided the hard stuff. While it was too late for his liver, he wasn’t quite the bastard he used to be.

      “Is the grump watching football?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

      “He’s in the den.”

      A quiet knock sounded from the front door—Micah, no doubt letting himself in a second later. Seeing as how he didn’t have issue with Pop, he wouldn’t mind greeting the old man first. I’d always preferred Mom, but that was because she tended toward kindness rather than negativity. Even when she would purse her lips and give me a disapproving look, I never doubted she at least loved me.

      Pop?

      Yeah. A whole other story.

      I tossed two more olives onto my tongue as Micah rounded the corner into the kitchen. He glanced at the cheese tray.

      “You little shit—save me some of those,” he muttered, setting a boxed pie alongside the tray.

      I grabbed the last two olives and chowed down, grinning and chewing with my mouth open just to get on his nerves.

      Jasmine laughed, rounding the island to say hi to Mom. While my sister-in-law had healed a lot from her touch issues, I still took caution when approaching her. She kissed Mom, and I watched her, waiting to see how hesitant she would be.

      Smiling, Jasmine gave me a little wave rather than getting too close.

      “Hey, Sis.” I didn’t reach for her since she’d set her boundaries of no touching for the day.

      “Hey, brat.”

      I stuck out my tongue, and she laughed.

      Micah elbowed me, and I turned to give him a bro hug, slapping his back. “What’s up, old man?”

      “Shut up,” he muttered, and my grin widened. He had twelve years on me but still didn’t look a year over thirty-five-ish. Not one gray hair had made an appearance in the darker blond on his head or scruff. I could admit my brother was hot—but I’d gotten the best of our parents’ genes. My chest puffed up a bit at the knowledge I’d done something better than him even if I had taken no part in it.

      “So…college again,” he said, picking up a piece of Monterey Jack cheese and a cracker as Jasmine went back to Mom’s side to help her. “Are you ready this time?”

      Unfortunately, he was one of the few who knew why I’d really dropped out—or had gotten kicked out, rather. Shitty grades and a shitty attitude. I’d quickly learned professors and the dean couldn’t be manipulated like Pop.

      “Yep.” I folded my arms and leaned against the island.

      “Nervous?”

      “Nope,” I lied.

      “You shouldn’t be,” Micah said with an assured nod. “The almost three years working for Elite will give you a leg up in the classes you’re taking. There’s nothing better than on-the-job training.”

      I snorted. On-the-job training—sucking cock and getting dicked down were my favorite aspects of my employment, but I understood what he’d meant.

      Mom and Jasmine chatted quietly while finishing up with the dinner prep, but Micah continued to watch me rather than the woman he normally couldn’t tear his focus from.

      “Has Pop said anything to you about it?” my brother asked.

      I shook my head. “Not a single word.” And, he hadn’t. Not when I’d announced I was going to college and not even when Mom prompted him to converse about it.

      He’d grunted, not bothering to tear his attention off the TV rather than even offering me a good luck.

      A muscle ticked in my jaw.

      One day, I would prove I could be just as accomplished as his favorite son.

      At least Micah always had my back. Because of him and Mom’s affection, I’d managed to have a decent childhood regardless of Pop’s assholery. Some love was better than none, but the kid inside me would mourn not having that pop/son relationship I’d wanted as a kid.

      We sat down to a late dinner during halftime so Pop wouldn’t grumble more than usual. Still, he focused on the TV through the archway leading into the den more than he paid attention to the chatter at the table.

      He drank water, same as the rest of us since we’d agreed as a family to avoid my favorite beverage—beer—in their home. With him being sober, Mom’s stress had lessened. Her features were more relaxed than pinched, and I’d wondered over her happiness in the past. Had she stayed with my asshole of a father out of love? Or for me and Micah? Somedays, I wished she had left his ass and taken us with her. Being away from Pop would have been for the best for all of us.

      But she’d made her choice, and we lived with it.

      “Tomorrow is the big day!” Jasmine stated loudly, jerking her head my way, eyes wide as though she’d just remembered.

      “Yep.” I shoveled a bite of gravy-covered beef into my mouth and grinned.

      “Are you excited?” Jasmine appeared enough of that emotion for both of us. Fuck, did I love the woman. Yet another person who accepted me regardless of my wildness.

      I shrugged.

      “I think it’s incredibly brave what you’re doing,” she went on, her cheeks a pretty pink, her blue eyes sparkling. “I couldn’t imagine heading back to school after all this time. You’re going to do amazing—I just know it.”

      Pop snorted, but I ignored him as my throat tightened.

      “Thanks, Sis. I appreciate your vote of confidence.”

      She winked at me and turned toward Mom, jumping into the conversation they’d been having prior to her outburst.

      Micah met my gaze across the table. “I’m proud of you, kid.”

      I swallowed hard and nodded, ignoring the man at the head of the table same as he did to me. Pop had helped spawn me into existence but could care less about what I’d tackled in life. While I recognized the fact he only hurt himself by not having a relationship with his second son, his lack of interest in who I was still stung. Always would.

      “Thanks, Micah,” I choked out, longing for more of that damn praise.

      But I made myself content with what I had. Between the three loved ones at the dinner table and my handful of friends, I couldn’t ask for more.

      Even if my heart wanted it.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Matteo

          

        

      

    

    
      I used to love the summer months, all those long hours of extra time to spend with my love. We would travel for weeks around her birthday. We’d visited the corners of the US. One year, for our fifth anniversary, we’d jetted across the pond to visit Ireland, the land of Katie’s ancestors.

      But in the years since her death, summer on my own had proven the toughest to slog through.

      For that reason, the first day of classes brought a breath of fresh air regardless of the continued humidity laying over New England like a heavy blanket. My chinos chafed, and my dress shoes pinched. The short-sleeve button-down I’d donned restricted my biceps and neck that had thickened up a bit due to extra hours spent in the gym over the previous couple of months.

      Dress-up clothes were my least favorite part of my job.

      The best?

      Leaning against my desk and watching new students file into my classroom. I’d been a professor for twelve years, and the excitement of the first day hadn’t faded. I offered greetings and smiles to those who glanced my way, attempting to figure out personalities by their body language and where they chose to sit. Some would prove my assumptions about them wrong, but I still got a thrill out of guessing.

      A few studious kids—the ones who fulfilled my passion for teaching—went straight to the front row, readying laptops and notebooks. Most took to the center of the room, wanting to maybe hide a bit but needing to be close enough to avoid distraction. I eyed the three who ignored me entirely while slipping into the back row. Perhaps trouble, but definitely the ones I expected would visit my office toward the end of the semester looking for extra credit because they couldn’t be bothered to pay attention during class.

      I glanced at my watch, noting the time.

      Who would be the student to come rushing in a minute after we got started? There was always one⁠—

      Someone hurried in just as I straightened to officially greet my class, pulling everyone’s attention to my right.

      The lopsided smirk caught my eye first, but blue eyes swung toward me and latched onto mine, so bright with life I blinked. His grin widened, a twinkle glinting in his orbs.

      “Sorry I’m late, Teach.”

      “Professor D’Angelo,” I corrected him, my voice low and firm compared to his flirty tone.

      He two-finger saluted me with a wink, and I fought off a smile that caught me by surprise.

      His late arrival, the playful…sunshiny attitude radiating from him, promised trouble like those in the back of the room.

      I expected him to slink toward them and make himself comfortable, but he waltzed in front of everyone to sit directly opposite my desk. Like the others brave enough to claim that row, he rifled through his bag for his laptop, as though intent on acing whatever I threw his way.

      Upon closer inspection, I realized the man wasn’t as young as my other first-year students. While he still had a youthful appearance, he was more seasoned than the eighteen and nineteen-year-olds sitting around him. Mid-twenties, I expected, dressed nice in designer jeans and an ironed button-down. A Rolex was clasped around his left wrist and Ray-Bans tucked into his collar. Nicely trimmed blond scruff lined his strong jawline. Three earrings glinted in his left ear.

      Our gazes caught, and I realized I stared, captured by the open…warmth he radiated.

      Clearing my throat, I turned my focus off the conundrum of a young man who’d so quickly hopped out of the box I’d initially put him in. “Welcome to Financial Accounting,” I stated my old-as-time spiel about the core course I taught while retrieving the stack of syllabi on the desk beside me. I offered them to the student in the front corner and repeated my name, glancing at the latecomer once more.

      Rather than slouching like I’d expected, he sat forward, his attention flitting away from me only when the girl beside him handed over the stack of syllabi. He murmured a thanks, kept one, and turned toward his right to pass them on.

      Something about the young man kept pulling my focus his way while I gave my credentials and I went over my expectations for the class. Once finished with discussing the topics we would cover, I asked the students to share a bit about themselves since our class was on the smaller side. Their names, preferred pronouns, where they were from, and their life’s goals and how studying finance would help them achieve their dreams.

      While most of my co-workers didn’t do the whole meet-and-greet thing, I’d been encouraged to do so by my own freshman year. I hadn’t known a soul, and finding a handful of close friends because one professor had us go around the room to introduce ourselves had influenced my actions whenever a new group entered my classroom.

      We had two kids from Arkansas. A blonde girl from Georgia with a heavy southern twang drew more than one appreciative glance from the men in the room. Another girl hailed from Minnesota. And of course, a handful of students from Massachusetts littered the class, most with heavy Boston accents like mine.

      I’d started with the back row, making the potential troublemakers go first, but my awareness lay on the sunshine in my periphery. He fidgeted even though he fought the need. Or perhaps my senses were attuned to his every move, and I didn’t notice others weren’t that interested in learning about their classmates either.

      While the girl beside him gave her name and spoke about her hopes for the future, I struggled to keep my attention on her rather than glancing at the man on her right.

      His knee bounced, a distracting-as-hell movement, his fingers tapping on his thigh.

      “So…yeah?” The girl shrugged—I hadn’t even caught her name. “I guess that’s about it?”

      I smiled and nodded, turning toward the one I’d been too damn aware of for the previous fifteen minutes.

      His blue eyes ensnared mine again, and I swore the sun’s rays broke through the clouds, caressing my face with heat. I wanted to stand taller to bask in his presence and breathe the life-giving force emanating off him deeper into my lungs.

      The strange stirring inside me intensified as his lips quirked up in a knowing grin.

      Shifting on my feet, I crossed my arms over my chest, my lips tight, and lifted an eyebrow.

      “Sean Fox,” he stated at my silent prompt. “He/him. Proud gay member of the LGBTQ+ community.”

      No big surprise there with how his focus slid down over me where I still leaned against my desk. His perusal made me feel like a piece of meat—and strangely, I didn’t hate it.

      I sure as hell didn’t understand why that was though. Mr. Fox wasn’t the first student, let alone male, to check me out with interest in his gaze. In all my years as a professor, I’d had more than one student offer sexual favors in exchange for grade changes, male and female alike.

      I’d never been tempted, nor would I ever be. Integrity was something I prided myself in. So were loyalty and faithfulness even though my better half no longer waited for me at home.

      “It took me ten years to figure out what I wanted to do with the rest of my life,” Mr. Fox continued, his focus once more on my face, “but better late than never. I’m here to get my MBA. I’m looking forward to my first class, Professor D’Angelo.”

      At least the kid kept from outright flirting like I’d expected and addressed me properly, showing he could be taught.

      I forced my gaze onto the person on Mr. Fox’s right.

      “Hi!” They waved around the room. “I’m Jazzie Jones, they/them, and I’m also a proud member of the LGBTQ+ community.”

      Mr. Fox gave them a fist bump, and the two shared a smile, one of understanding and acceptance.

      The final student introduced themselves, and I stood to round my desk. Shuffling noises began as I turned my back. Students readied to take notes, and the introverted ones breathed a sigh of relief at having my focus off them. Those less interested in school itself settled in for what they would see as a boring last forty-five minutes of class.

      I dove into the introduction to our first topic of the semester, watching my students to see how well I’d categorized them. Like always, some would show their true colors immediately, others after a couple of weeks. A few would prove me wrong like Mr. Fox had already somewhat done.

      I… Hell, I didn’t know what to think. His presence caused my skin to heat and stretch thin. His steady stare on my face, were I an inexperienced professor, would have proven too much to ignore. Even still, I fought to be attentive to the others in my classroom while my gaze strayed toward the student in front of my desk.

      Part of me wanted to escape him.

      Another piece wished to linger and soak in the happiness radiating off him with addictive allure.

      Conflicting didn’t begin to describe how Sean Fox made me feel.

      Class ended sooner than I’d expected.

      “Remember—my office hours are listed on the syllabus. Stop in if you need to, or if it’s after hours and an emergency, I’ve listed my cell number as well. I want you all to succeed!” I raised my voice to be heard as my students rushed to pack up their things and leave. “Have a great rest of your day!”

      Refusing to glance at Sean, I settled behind my desk, readying for the next class that would be making their way in soon enough. But the awareness of his presence, how he lingered in my periphery proved too potent to ignore.

    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Three Reasons
      


      		
        1. Sean
      


      		
        2. Matteo
      


      		
        3. Sean
      


      		
        4. Matteo
      


      		
        5. Sean
      


      		
        6. Matteo
      


      		
        7. Sean
      


      		
        8. Matteo
      


      		
        9. Sean
      


      		
        10. Matteo
      


      		
        11. Sean
      


      		
        12. Matteo
      


      		
        13. Sean
      


      		
        14. Matteo
      


      		
        15. Sean
      


      		
        16. Sean
      


      		
        17. Matteo
      


      		
        18. Sean
      


      		
        19. Matteo
      


      		
        20. Sean
      


      		
        21. Matteo
      


      		
        22. Sean
      


      		
        23. Matteo
      


      		
        24. Sean
      


      		
        25. Matteo
      


      		
        26. Sean
      


      		
        27. Matteo
      


      		
        28. Sean
      


      		
        29. Matteo
      


      		
        30. Sean
      


      		
        31. Matteo
      


      		
        32. Sean
      


      		
        33. Matteo
      


      		
        34. Sean
      


      		
        35. Matteo
      


      		
        36. Sean
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Untitled
      


      		
        Elite Escorts MM
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also By Lynn Burke
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also By Lynn Burke


    


  


OEBPS/images/ee-mm-logo-233.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-3---ee-mm.jpg
EEIT

E ESCORTS MM

 USA TODAY BESTSE







