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Welcome, dear connoisseur of spicy, cozy literature, and thank you for choosing my writing!

Hi, I'm A.E. LeMercier. I’ve been crafting earnest queer love stories for over two decades. I have a passion for telling deeply emotional tales where high-heat intimacy and protective devotion take center stage. A believer in the infinite capacity of the heart, I frequently explore polyamorous and multi-partner dynamics. I hope you enjoy this tale and many more in the future!

Want more reading? Visit aelemercier.com and sign up for my mailing list for an exclusive, steamy ebook - free for subscribers - and to keep connected on new releases and future Audiobooks. Or join my author patreon on Ream for open access to my full (non-exclusive) back catalog of MM romance, plus new release sneak peeks, spicy extras and more.
Happy Reading!

A.E. LeMercier
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Isadore Ashton

The morning that my whole life changed started with waking up in bed with an underwear model. Which meant I was already winning at life.

The fact that Calvin Clarke was also my best friend of five years and frequent coworker didn't diminish the achievement. When we'd first hooked up, I'd picked him up in a New York bath house on my nineteenth birthday. The moment I saw him I'd been entranced by his shock of red hair and gorgeous, dick-sucking mouth. Fortunately my blustering attempts to pick him up had amused him. Or at least he'd been attracted enough to my killer cheekbones and hot ass not to care. 

He'd been the one that got me into modeling, inviting me to go with him to a shoot the next morning. When one of the other models hadn't shown up. I was more than happy to get paid to show off my ass in boxer briefs for some upscale Manhattan boutique. I'd enjoyed it - and him - so much that I'd stuck with both of them.

The sound of his voice woke me, low and warm. It took me a few minutes of sleepy confusion to realize that Cal was talking on the phone and not to me. "Hey, Jon. Yeah, I'm free today. Yeah, Isadore's with me."

Indeed I was. I wiggled closer to him and slid down his delightfully naked body to nuzzle his half-hard cock. Our agent calling always meant work. Normally I'd be all for it, but calling this early in the day probably meant same-day work, and I was entirely set on only getting out of bed if it was to have sex somewhere else in Cal's apartment.

Hoping to remind my friend of our debaucherous plans, I took his half-hard cock in my mouth. I barely had to suck to make him twitch harder. I groaned, starting to put my considerable talents to good use. Working my tongue against him, I stroked the base of his cock, coaxing him harder.

Cal, aggravatingly, continued the conversation like I wasn't even there. "What time does it start? Shit, that's barely an hour and a half! No, no, I can get us there."

I tried to grumble something to the contrary around his cock. Surely he'd at least let me finish? I'd gotten hard just from sucking him, and thrust shamelessly against my mattress. Cal was delightfully erect also, hard and thick against my tongue. I started to bob on him, relishing in the rub of his hard shaft over my tongue.

Cal tangled a hand in my hair. His response to our agent was aggravatingly calm. "Yeah, I'll make sure he arrives on time. Thanks for the heads up, Jon. Bye."

I gave a disgruntled grumble, pulling off his cock. "Ugh. Why the hell is our agent calling you at six in the morning?"

Calvin chuckled. "It's nearly eight, Isadore. And the call's worth it. We need to get up and showered. You're coming with me. Can I borrow fresh clothes from your closet?"

I frowned, my mind trying to catch up with him as I sucked at the seam of his cock, still idly grinding against the bed. "Yeah, yeah, you're lucky we're the same size... sex first?"

"Don't tempt me, handsome. It's a job and we have to be there by nine." Cal tugged at my hair as if to pull me away from his cock.

I fought against his grasp. "Oh come on, Cal. At least let me blow you?" Pushing his hand away, I slid down the length of his cock, taking him into my throat.

"Fuck..." Calvin tangled his fingers in my hair, though this time it was to hold me in place. He bucked up deeper, groaning as I swallowed around him. "Jesus... you Incubus...."

I pulled back to catch my breath, laughing. "Yeah. I'm going to suck all your sex appeal out through your cock."

Cal pushed me back to his dick, groaning as I started to apply myself with vigor. "You know it's only gonna make me hotter," he chuckled, sucking in a sharp breath through his teeth as I deep throated him again. "Fuck.... You better be jerking off down there. We - mmm - we really have to go - "

It was a compromise I was willing to make. "Better fuck my throat how you like it, then," I shot back, getting to my knees so I could wrap a hand around my dick.

"Whore." Warm and affectionate, Cal didn't hold back. In moments he was fucking up into my throat, groaning as he used me. 

Cal knew just how much I could take and how much I liked it. I let myself go to his control entirely, stroking the slick of my own precum down the length of my aching cock. Everything about being throat-fucked was intoxicating. I didn't even care that we weren't going to fuck. Cal's desire, his forcefulness, his wanton moans... each push of his cock drove my own pleasure higher.

"Fuck, you suck cock like a pro," Calvin panted, pushing deep again and pressing my face to his groin. He groaned as I swallowed around him, milking his cock. "Fuck yeah, just like that - suck it - you beautiful whore... fuck, gonna make me cum so hard - !"

He pulled back long enough to let me breathe. I fought his grip on my hair, though, diving in again. My fingers sped over my cock, pleasure surging. Gasping, I choked myself on his cock again. Nothing mattered but his pleasure and mine.

"Fuck - !" Calvin stuttered up under me, pulsing thicker in my mouth, and it was all I could handle. Swallowing reflexively, I took his climax as my own overwhelmed me. I spurted hot and slick against my palm, twisting my fingers around my shaft and coating myself in my spend as I came, the world blacking out around me to everything but pleasure.

"Jesus Christ, Isadore." Calvin pulled back sooner than I wanted, though it meant shooting in my mouth. I suckled at him as I gasped for breath, coaxing the last shivers of pleasure from my own cock. 

Finally he pulled me off him, sliding down to claim my mouth in a messy, breathless kiss. "You're incredible. And insatiable. And now we have to fucking go."

"But - "

"Save it for later, sexy." Calvin pulled out of my handy grasp, getting out of bed and heading for my door. As always, he was delightfully unconcerned about his nakedness or the tousled sex-mess of his thick red hair. "I'm going to put the coffee on and use your shower. Think you can crawl out of bed and pour us to-go cups when it's done?"

"Sex is better than coffee at waking up," I grumbled. I crawled out of bed anyway, kicking my boxers from the night before towards the laundry basket.

"I'll give you a rain check on the sex, green eyes," Calvin promised, tugging me close for a yearning kiss. "Money and fame await."

I stood in my kitchen waiting for my brain to start working as the coffee maker brewed and listened to the sounds of Cal in my shower. I would have much rather been in it with him. Then I checked my phone, scrolling through text messages until one from our agent's assistant caught my eye, with an address attached.

'Model try-outs for the Men's Designer Showdown start this morning. Get your pretty little ass over here, Isadore. We're gonna get you on TV.'

Well. This job could be very interesting indeed.
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Calvin and I took a rideshare down to what looked like an industrial warehouse. It was obvious from the steady stream of arrivals that there was something going on inside. Our agent, Jon Bradford, was waiting at the door of the car, his young assistant at his heels. "You're here ten minutes early. I'm impressed."

Calvin grinned. "Told you I'd get him here on time, didn't I?"

"You did."

"And that's why I'm your favorite?"

"Hey!" I complained, though it was more on principle than anything else. Even though I'd never had another agent to compare him to, I liked Jon. He tried to act like a hardass, but I knew how hard he worked for us, and he'd always come through for Calvin and me.

"Come with me, and read over the job information while you do." Jon ignored our habitual teasing as his assistant, Theo, handed us each a folded paper with a warm smile. 

I smiled back, giving him a wink. Theo was adorable and kind, sexy in a very boy-next-door kind of way. Very much my type when I wanted to top. We'd had sex on a couple of occasions, and I was always down for another round. He was always far more fixated on his work than any potential relationship, though, so I hadn't tried to make it anything serious.

Pulling my attention back to the task at hand, I scanned the sheet. "...wow, this is really good pay. Even for non-episode days? And room and board?"

Calvin gave an appreciative whistle.  "Not bad. That's more money in a day than even a high-end runway show."

I grinned at the thrill of excitement the idea sent through me. "And we get to be on TV?"

"If we pass the audition." Calvin glanced back over his shoulder at me as we followed Jon toward the building. "Make sure to bat those pretty green eyes of yours, Isadore."

"And you wiggle your hot little ass. How the hell do you look better in my jeans than I do, anyway?"

Calvin laughed, folding the piece of paper and sticking it in his back pocket. "Come running with me tomorrow and you'll find out."

"I happen to employ much more entertaining methods of working out, thank you." I shot back. I gave his ass a swat and smiled as the paper crinkled.

"Hey, enough." Jon turned back to give us both a disapproving glare. "You two finished reading the spec sheet? It's as much a competition for the models as it is for the designers. If you win, you get fifty grand on top of your pay, and a paid spread in GQ. Money can't buy that kind of publicity."

"Oooh, GQ. Nice." Calvin looked impressed. "Anyone else from the agency coming down, Jon?"

He shook his head. "Zhehan is still on location in Florida. Yuuichi's in Barcelona, and he's too well known for this kind of thing anyway. The producers want up-and-comers."

"You know they have a porn series called that," I pointed out before I could think the better of it. It earned me an impressive eye roll from Jon and a snicker from Theo.

"Doesn't Tony do Runway?" Calvin asked.

"Too short," Jon replied, pointedly ignoring my comment. "They want AMA standards, six-foot to six-two only. Now I have to pray to god that you two nitwits can keep your smart mouths shut long enough to convince people you can be respectable runway models."

"I'm perfectly respectable," Calvin replied. With his wide grin - slightly lopsided and entirely infectious - I was sure he'd be able to convince anyone.

"Of course you are," Jon replied with a sigh, taking us inside. 

Calvin and I hung back as our agent strode ahead to the front desk, giving the receptionist a smile that was all charm. "Jon Bradford, Debonair Modeling. I have two for the open auditions. We sent over their files this morning."

"Just one moment, Mr. Bradford." The receptionist turned away to grab two manilla envelopes from a box of files, handing them over with a nod. "These are copies of the contracts we sent out to be reviewed. Please read over them, and if you and the models agree, fill them out. There will be a model orientation in the main studio at the end of the hall in half an hour. You can sit in the foyer or any of the small dressing rooms along the hall to do your paperwork."

"Thank you." Jon handed the packages off to Theo, giving us a nod and starting along the hall. "Here's the gist of it. If you pass the audition, you belong to the studio for the next two months. And this is reality TV, so you're getting sequestered. You'll have the rest of the day to get your affairs in order, and then you report to the model's apartments."

The four of us were herded into a small dressing room. It was empty apart from three chairs lined up along a brightly-lit vanity. Theo grabbed the far one, opening one of the packages to begin filling out papers. 

"You'll be living with the other models for the course of the two months, or until you're eliminated from the competition," Jon told us. "You'll sign your life away on a confidentiality agreement, and you'll also be under contract to the studio during fashion week. If you're eliminated from the competition, you're still contracted to come back for additional episodes if they need you. Though the pay rate goes down."

Calvin pulled up a chair. "You think this is a good idea, Jon? I mean, the money's good...."

I settled in the third chair, turning it to look down the line of mirrors towards Calvin and Theo. "Can we survive being celibate for two months?" I wondered, smiling innocently at Jon's long-suffering sigh.

"Look. Even with fashion week coming up, this is very well-paying, steady work, and the publicity’s even more valuable," he told us. "It is a bit risky, of course. They've never done a Designer Showdown for men's fashion before. But even if the show gets canceled, you'll still get paid for what you’ve filmed. If you two think you can deal with the invasion of privacy...."

"And lack of sex," I added.

"... then I'd recommend taking the job," Jon finished, taking the first stack of papers from Theo and shoving them at me. "Sign the damn contract, Ashton."

"Will you look after my cat?" I asked, to which Jon looked rather pained, glancing at Theo.

"I'll stop by every other day and grab your mail - both of you - and make sure Cleocatra is fed. And the same for Calvin’s place and his fish," Theo replied with a smile. "Don't worry, Isadore. Just have fun. We'll take care of everything else."

It sounded like a hell of a deal, and Jon hadn't steered me wrong yet, so I took the papers and signed.

Once they'd both left with the paperwork, there was nothing to do but wait. I stood, restless and unsure of what to do with myself. Turning my chair back towards the mirror, I sat down on it cross-legged, staring critically at my reflection. Did I look like a TV quality model? I wished I'd been able to put on a bit of makeup for the audition. Playing up my eyes made me far more interesting on the runway. At least the metric fuckton of product I'd used in my dark curls had tamed them into appropriately sexy ringlets. "Do I look too ordinary? I do, don't I?"

"With those cheekbones?" Calvin leaned on one elbow on the makeup counter, smiling at me. "Isadore, you know you're devastating. They're going to love you."

"Runway doesn't want 'devastating'. Runway wants 'interesting'. Like you and those lips."

Said lips turned up into a teasingly self-deprecating half-smile. "Hey, just 'cause I can rock 'ugly-sexy' doesn't mean we can't share a runway, beautiful."

"Fuck off, nothing about you is ugly," I shot back, though I could understand why he tried to make light with the term. I was much more a so-called 'conventional' beauty, even if I came off a bit androgynous at times. My thick dark eyelashes and aforementioned cheekbones always drew attention. 

Calvin, on the other hand, was attractive in a very unconventional way. Everyone he met was immediately entranced by his sheer sexual magnetism. Sadly, not many photographers could capture said magnetism on camera, so his portfolio was mostly body work . His face was a bit too long, and his brows would have been too heavy if his generous, lush lips didn't balance them out. Fortunately, he wasn't cursed with most redheads' transparent complexion. His russet freckles had won the war for dominance of his entire body, making his complexion warm and kissable.

"You lined your eyebrows this morning, you asshole," I realized.

Calvin grinned, waggling said eyebrows. "Had to do something while you were jerking off in the shower."

Despite my complaints, I was glad of it. His natural brows tended to disappear under stage lights, and I didn't want it to hurt his chances. As much as I wanted to do the show, I couldn't imagine doing it without him.

Soon enough, Jon and Theo returned, taking us both into the main studio. There we waited with what I guessed was around thirty other male models and their agents. I felt a little shiver of excitement as I looked around at the lights and cameras all trained on the runway. 

"Fifteen spots, right? Thirty or thirty-five of us.... That's pretty good chances," Calvin murmured, scanning the group. Then his face lit up. "Hey! Hils!"

In front of us, a dark-haired man with flawless copper skin turned, grinning and heading over. "Was wondering if you'd show up here," he replied, voice clear and sexy with a definite British accent. He looked Calvin up and down with an appreciative smile. "Looking good."

"And yourself as well." Calvin greeted him with a warm embrace and a kiss on the cheek. I didn't doubt that they'd been lovers at some point and probably still were when the mood took them; I'd certainly hit that given the opportunity. Unexpectedly running into former lovers wasn't anything unusual for Calvin. He once told me that he'd had enough sex in his first twenty-six years of life to last most men until they turned two hundred. I still had some catching up to do. 

Calvin pulled back, gesturing to me. "This is a friend and coworker, Isadore Ashton. Isadore, this is Hilary Diaz."

"God, just Diaz, please," the man corrected, offering a hand. "A pleasure. You have very pretty eyes, Isadore."

"Thank you. And the pleasure's all mine," I replied, taking his hand and meeting his gaze with an inviting smile. Every introduction was an opportunity, Jon always said. Though I'm sure he didn't mean for sex.

"I didn't know you were still on this side of the pond," Calvin was saying, and Diaz glanced back at him.

"Are you joking? As soon as I got wind of this, I dropped everything to stay. I've been trying to land a gig for Barrington since I started modeling.

"Barrington?" I asked.

Diaz gave me an incredulous look. "The designer. Sir James Barrington, owner of the most successful fashion house in the UK? Host of Designer Showdown?"

"Haven't you ever seen the show?" Calvin asked, and I shrugged.

"Once or twice, I think. Is he hot?"

"I would give my right arm and my left nut to bend over for that man," Diaz replied without hesitation, turning around as the murmur of excited voices grew. "Speaking of...."

"Quiet on set!" called out one of the production aids.

I took a deep breath, channeling my nervousness into confidence.

It was time to get myself cast on reality TV.
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'Designer Showdown' needed fifteen model-contestants. Out of a pool of thirty-five. Standing next to Calvin on the main set, I kept one eye on the end of the runway and tried not to fidget.

The end of the runway featured a piece of frosted glass with "Designer Showdown" printed on it. It was backlit, and the silhouette of a man appeared against the glass moments before he stepped onto the runway. 

I'd never in my life seen anyone make a power suit look more fashionable. Clearly this must be the face of the show: Sir James Barrington, owner of the most successful fashion house in the UK

Like Cal's friend Diaz had alluded to, the man was quite handsome. I figured he was at least in his late forties, still sporting a thick head of carefully coiffed dark hair that was silvering at his temples. He walked with an air of unshakable confidence, and I could quickly see why Diaz found him so sexy. 

Barrington stopped at the end of the runway, looking over us discerningly. He was pointedly silent until our whispers stopped, all eyes on him.

"Right then. I'm Sir James Barrington. I'm sure you all know who I am and why you're here. But in case you've ignored the important details, let me go over them again. 

"You are here to possibly be models and muses to my designers for this season of filming. If you do well, then you will win a lot of fame and money. If you do poorly, you'll get kicked off the show. You'll live in accommodations provided by the studio for the two months of filming without any contact with the outside world."

Barrington fixed his piercing gaze on each one of us in turn. "If any one of you so much as breathes a word about the competition to anyone, I will personally find you and disembowel you. Then I’ll ensure that you never work again. If you can't abide by these rules, get the hell out now and don't waste any more of my time. Any questions?"

"What about sex?" someone asked before I could, though I could still sense Jon wincing behind me.

Barrington gave a disapproving sigh. "The show needs to stay PG, but what you do behind closed doors is your own business. You can all have bloody orgies for all I care. But if it affects your ability to work for me, I guarantee that you will never have sex for the rest of your life. Now, any other questions? Relevant questions?"

An orgy hotel full of male models? Suddenly, spending two months living with other male models wasn't quite so tedious. I started looking around, assessing the other potential models a little more carefully. I couldn't resist the urge to make eyes at a few. One - a handsome dark-skinned man - stood at the back of the room beside a pale pretty-boy with chiseled cheeks and artfully tousled brown hair. Were they an item? I wouldn't mind fooling around with either of them, or both. With any luck, they'd be in the competition with us....

"In a moment I will bring out my designers, and you will all go backstage," Barrington had continued. I forced myself to pay attention again. "You've been given numbered tags in your packages; please fix them to the front of your shirt. You will make one tour of the runway for my designers, who will all give you a rating. The fifteen highest scores will be contracted for the show. Good luck."

Barrington turned and made his way off stage as a group of people entered through a door on the other side of the runway. each holding clipboards and a pen. 

Were they the contestants? I began to look at each of them, wondering if I knew anyone. Then I found myself fixed on one man, unable to look away. 

I stared at the most appealing man I'd seen in a very long time, my mouth going dry. The short blond man stood near the end of the group, his slight frame impeccable in tailored steel gray suit pants and a matching vest. He wore the vest over a deep blue button-down shirt with a matching silk tie.

All I could think about was how many ways I could rumple those neat clothes.

The man glanced over at me as if sensing my gaze, stepping more into the light. His eyes, half-hidden behind vintage-style wire-rimmed glasses
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