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Chapter One

Luca

 


“Okay, boys and girls, I know you miss your daddies,
but they’re gone for a month and I’m in charge. So you need to eat
the food I’ve lovingly provided for you, whether you like it or
not. No talking back, no spitting, and no leaving me smelly
presents. Got it?”

Luca finished his speech with his arms behind his
back, doing his best to look stern. He stared down at the three
dogs and two cats surrounding him, all on their best behavior. For
today, at least. Luca’s friend and boss, Wes Stewart, had recently
married fellow writer Ryker Desoumas, and they were off on their
honeymoon in Spain. Luca was in charge of their animal farm. Animal
penthouse would be more accurate given their location.

A four-week stay in a New York City apartment on
Park Avenue, fully paid, was a pretty sweet deal. And so were the
dogs and cats Luca got to room with. Rudy, a retriever/shepherd mix
who was the quietest and sweetest pooch, Peanut, a lovable
three-year-old lab/husky mix, Spock, the hyper miniature doberman,
Isaac the temperamental Persian cat, and Princess Leia, the tabby.
Luca was surprised that all five animals and two humans could
co-exist peacefully in a 1,200 square foot apartment, but everyone
was happy and healthy.

Outside of his pet parent duties, Luca was using
this month to work on his event planning business. It had been
years in the making, and he’d finally saved up enough resources and
finished his training courses to make a go of it. Wes and Ryker’s
wedding last month was his first official gig. Now, he had to get
his website finalized, attend networking events, and bring in new
clients.

At twenty-nine years old, Luca Santino was finally
realizing his dream. He loved working as Wes’s personal
assistant—and the perks that came with a boss who was a
world-famous author—but he’d never planned to work at that job for
eight years. Now, with the support of friends like Wes, and Luca’s
own extended family, he would finally launch the career he wanted.
There was only one missing piece in his life that he had yet to
fill. A family of his own.

Luca had craptastic luck in the romance department,
as evidenced by his two failed relationships to date. He’d met Leo
when he was twenty-three. Luca thought they were a really good
match since they both came from traditional Italian families and
talked about how many kids they’d like to have one day. After a
year living together, Luca came home one day to find Leo packing
his bags. Turns out Leo did want a family—with the woman he’d been
seeing behind Luca’s back. A year later, Luca received the news
that Leo had married said woman and they were expecting their first
child. Then there was Geoffrey, Luca’s most recent boyfriend, who
accused him of pushing too hard for a commitment. A year after they
started dating, he told Luca he wanted an open relationship, but
Luca didn’t agree. After fourteen months together, Geoffrey said he
felt smothered and left. That was two years ago.

It seemed that anyone who was interested in him
either didn’t believe in commitment or wasn’t interested in having
kids. Some of his friends told him he was too young to settle down
and he should enjoy life and fuck everything in sight. But he liked
being in a long-term, monogamous relationship.

Whether he found the right partner or not, Luca
already had a plan in place to create the family he wanted through
adoption and surrogacy. But first, he needed to ensure he had a
business to provide him with the means to reach his goals. Part two
of his plan, the brood of kids, would be ready to launch in five
years.

For now, he needed to focus on the job at hand. Make
sure the furry brood here in New York were content, find Wes an
awesome new PA, and get his business ramped up. Luca had his
schedule organized for the next thirty days. He was calm, focused,
and ready to get started.

Until his cell rang. He
tapped accept when he saw Ryker’s name.

“Hey, Luca, how’s it going?” Ryker’s deep voice
boomed.

“Everything’s good, Ry. Your fur babies are all
happy and healthy. I told you I’d call if there was anything
urgent. Speaking of which, why are you calling? You’re supposed to
be checking in to your hotel in Barcelona,” Luca said.

“Wes is taking care of that now.” Ryker paused.
“Look, the main reason I called was to ask you a favor.”

“Sure, anything.”

“It’s not for me, per se, well, sort of…
However…”

“Just spit it out!” Luca chuckled at Ryker’s
bashfulness.

“It’s for Mac,” Ryker said.

Mac Duran. AKA Ice Man. The head of Duran
Communications, including the company that published Ryker’s books.
Ryker’s best friend. Luca’s frenemy. Luca and Mac had been at each
other’s throats ever since Wes and Ryker’s book deal six months ago
when Mac complained about his assistant and Luca chimed in to
lambaste him. Luca was used to dealing with controlling
workaholics, but Mac was on a whole other level. So at every
opportunity, Luca would rile Mac up with one ridiculous nickname or
another, like Big Mac or Macaroni. It was worth it just to watch
Mac’s face get as red as his hair. The man was so uptight he was
liable to blow at any moment. And not in a good way. When Luca and
Mac got arguing, well, the intensity of their animosity was off the
charts. Ever since the wedding two weeks ago and Luca’s epic gaffe,
he had done his best to avoid talking or thinking about Mac
Duran.

Luca shook his head. “No way, Ryker.”

“Come on, hear me out, okay? I’m worried about him,
and this would mean a lot to me,” Ryker implored.

Jesus, Luca could never resist a sad story.

“He’s gone through two temps already. He hired one
yesterday, but they left after half a day. I’m really worried he’s
going to burn out and get sick. He’s got several big deals on the
go. I texted him earlier and he said he’d been in the office until
midnight the past week and probably would be for the next few
weeks.”

While Luca was not Mac’s biggest fan, he had to
admit the man was a hard worker. He had to be in order to run a
successful business empire. He was also a good friend to Ryker and
now Wes. Mac just needed to take his work intensity down a notch.
Or several notches. Going against every instinct in his body, Luca
took a deep breath and sighed.

“Okay. I will help him out. Give me his office
details. But I only work nine to five, Monday to Friday. Evenings
and weekends are devoted to my website launch. And I will not
accept payment of any kind. Wes is already paying for my vacation
time for the next four weeks.”

“You are the best, Luca! I owe you big time, and I
know that Mac will appreciate it.”

Luca rolled his eyes at the thought of Mac
appreciating anything of his, least of all his assistance. “I’m
glad to help out, Ryker. I know how much Mac means to you, and I
don’t want you spending your honeymoon angsting over your friend
when you should be having fun.”

“No worries about that. Wes found a secluded nude
beach for us to explore.” Ryker chuckled.

“TMI, Ryker. Jeez, Wes is already rubbing off on
you,” Luca said as Ryker laughed harder. “Don’t say it! Okay, okay,
back to business. Text me the details.”

“Will do. Give all my furry babies a hug and a kiss
for me.”

“You got it. Have a good time. Ciao!”

Luca stared at his thirty-day
calendar and got to work revising. Once completed, he made himself
an espresso and steadied his nerves for the phone call he was about
to make. Or maybe he’d be better off just showing up at Mac’s
office in person. Sometimes the element of surprise was
advantageous. Before he could decide, his cell rang again.
Mama Santino.

“Hey, Mama, before you ask, I arrived safe and sound
and I’m staying in a penthouse with top security and three dogs. I
will be fine.” He sighed. He loved his parents more than anything,
but sometimes their concern for their adult children was a bit
much.

“Luca, don’t be smart with me. I
don’t care if you’re twenty-nine. I will always worry about you.
When you become a parent someday, you’ll understand.” She paused.
“Now, the reason for my call, other than to check on you, is that I
left a present in your suitcase. You’ve been working so hard lately
that Papa and I want you to enjoy yourself in New York this month
and go out, have some fun. Spend a little on yourself. You deserve
it, mi amore.”

Bianca Santino was a force of nature. At fifty-five
years old, she still got up every morning at 4:30 AM to open the
bakery she and her husband owned in Toronto’s St. Lawrence Market.
They’d raised four kids and were now ready to pass the business on
to Luca’s sister Sera and her husband. His mom wasn’t ready to
retire, though, no way. She’d already started making plans for a
wedding cake business that she’d operate out of her home kitchen.
They’d even discussed the possibility of working together on some
of Luca’s future events.

“Mama, you shouldn’t have done that. I have money of
my own.”

“Which you spend on your business or helping others,
like your cousin Solange. I know you, Luca. Spend the money and
have fun. You have your schedule arranged already?” she asked.

“Well, I did, but I revised it. I’m helping out
Ryker’s friend Mac. His assistant quit on him without notice and
he’s overloaded.”

“Ah … he’s the one that makes your ears red, no?”
she teased.

“They get red because I get angry. That’s all. He’s
just an uptight workaholic with a stick up his…” He paused before
he went too far. “He and I have different life philosophies. I work
hard, but I also make time for fun and family. He’s just a
machine,” he grumbled.

“Hmmm. Well, maybe he works so much because he’s
lonely. Not everyone has family to visit, right? In any case,
you’re doing a nice thing. Have fun and don’t forget to call once
in a while.”

“I won’t, Mama. Thank you for the money. I love you.
Give Papa and everyone a hug for me.” And with that, Luca went and
made his third espresso of the morning.

Fully caffeinated, he headed off to the main
bathroom and took a quick shower and shaved. He reached for his
slim black jeans and pulled on a red button-down shirt. Adding some
styling creme to his dark brown hair, he gave it a little extra
volume today. He’d recently dyed the ends red and decided he’d
change it up next week when he had time. And last, but not least,
he slipped his silver nose ring on. If Mac didn’t like it, tough
shit.

He glanced at his reflection and
the tattoo that wound up his neck. Luca got it when he came out at
the age of eighteen. The intricate design started at his lower back
and climbed all the way up to his jaw, a colorful reminder that he
was going to live his life the way he wanted. Grabbing his cologne,
he added a quick spray and took a final look at his profile. He was
lucky to have inherited his mom’s thick hair and his dad’s strong
jawline. Luca didn’t see anything special in his wide brown eyes or
sharp Roman nose. I’m a regular-looking
guy. He was told by men he’d dated that it
was his energy that drew them in. I’m just
not drawing in the right man, obviously.

He pocketed his cell and keys and slipped into his
new black motorcycle boots and leather jacket.

“Okay, Rudy, Peanut, Spock, time for a quick walk
with Uncle Luca! Let’s go!” He clapped his hands and urged the dogs
over. Thirty minutes later, he grabbed a rideshare over to Mac’s
office. He wished he’d had time for a quick yoga session earlier to
get himself centered, but for now, a few deep breaths would have to
do.

Remember, keep calm and don’t let
him get to you, Luca reminded
himself. And don’t look into his eyes for
too long. You know what happened at the wedding. Luca’s ears were starting to burn. The rideshare dropped
him off in front of an imposing art deco building on Fifth Avenue.
He stood outside for a good five minutes, taking in the spectacular
view as throngs of people raced by on the sidewalk.

Setting his shoulders back, Luca straightened his
posture and steeled his nerves. The Ice Man was in for one hot
surprise.

 



Chapter Two

Mac

 


“Where the fuck is the Darlington
agreement?” Mac yelled at the empty office, shuffling through an
enormous mountain of papers piled high on the reception desk. He
couldn’t find a fucking thing in his office, and he didn’t know
what the hell Helena had done with his key files before she left.
He’d tried searching her computer but no luck. Fuck me!

Mac’s pulse pounded furiously in his temples as he
gathered the papers in his arms and walked back to his office.
Dumping them on the couch in the corner of the room, Mac shook his
head in disgust.

Walking over to the large
west-facing window, he looked down on Fifth Avenue. Instead of
taking in the frenetic scene below, he caught sight of his
exhausted reflection in the glass and sighed. The past two weeks
had been a living hell. Up at four AM, working until midnight,
barely eating, a few hours of sleep, repeat. Mac’s cheekbones were
a little too sharp, and there were dark circles under his eyes. He
hadn’t even bothered with his hair or his scruff, which was in bad
need of a trim. He unfastened the top button on his pristine white
shirt and stared at the city skyline. Usually, this view inspired
him, but lately he was so overworked that all he could think about
was crawling into bed and staying there for several days. The
office temps were a bust so far. The one from yesterday left after
two hours, scared away by either the workload or Mac’s thunderous
expression when said temp deleted an important file. He didn’t want
to pull one of his editors over to assist, given their deadlines,
so he sucked it up and e-mailed the temp agency again with another
urgent request. Surely there must be one
person in this city with enough backbone to deal with hard work and
strict instructions.

His phone pinged with notifications he reluctantly
looked at. A text from his grandfather, George, popped up. He’d
sent it half an hour ago, shit. It seemed the old man knew just
when he needed a pep talk.

Pops: How
are you, my boy? Working round the clock again? You never answered
my voicemail and I’m worried. I know you
like to work hard, but you’re 37 not 27 and you need to slow down
and enjoy life a bit. Call me!

Mac smiled at his grandfather’s advice. George was
the only family Mac had, outside of his close friends, and he made
sure to make time for him. George had been the only one who’d stood
by him when he came out. His parents and his brother had all turned
their backs on him, refusing to acknowledge that a member of the
Duran clan could be openly gay. Mac told them to fuck off and never
spoke to them again.

His grandfather, on the other hand, opened his door
to him and simply said, “You’re the same person. Why my idiotic son
can’t see that is his loss. You move in with me and we’ll make our
own family traditions from here on.” So Mac did. He moved in with
his grandfather at the age of sixteen. George was the one who’d
taught him how to drive, helped him pay for college, and taught him
the ins and outs of life and the business world. He loved his
grandfather fiercely and would do anything for him. The only time
he ever thought of his “family” was when he saw their pictures in
the news at some social event or other. Sometimes they crossed
paths at certain high-profile events, but never, ever did they
speak or acknowledge one another. It was a sad situation, but Mac
had made peace with it a long time ago.

He picked up his cell and dialed his grandfather but
got his voicemail.

“Hi, Pops, I’m sorry I didn’t call sooner. My
assistant quit, and the office is in chaos. I’m working from five
until midnight, so if you need to reach me, call my cell or drop by
the office.”

Mac moved to his desk and sat down in the sleek
leather chair, leaning back and closing his eyes for just a
minute.

Despite his exhaustion, his mind kept running at
full speed, thinking about everything that had happened over the
past six months. The book deal he’d initiated for his best friend
Ryker and Wes, their first novel which was almost ready to launch,
and all the work that needed to be done for that in the next few
weeks. Watching Ryker and Wes fall in love. Their wedding. Their
wedding planner. Luca.

Luca Santino, Wes’s friend and PA. The
troublemaker.

Luca had first appeared on a video call with Ryker
and Wes when Mac made a comment about his assistant not being able
to stay late. Luca made a smart-ass comment, gave him a lecture
about work-life balance, and called him some ridiculous nickname,
much to everyone else’s amusement. And so it began. He’d only
caught a glimpse of the man on that call. He hadn’t been prepared
for the reality at Ryker’s wedding six months later. Luca was
several inches shorter than Mac, but Luca didn’t need to be tall to
stand out. He was gorgeous, with big brown eyes and a smile that
lit up his whole face. And a dimple in his left cheek that was so
freaking adorable. Not that Mac would ever utter that description
out loud. It was bad enough he thought it.

Luca’s hair was styled in an undercut that was
longer on top and dyed a bright color at the tips, and he wore a
sleek silver nose ring. Mac wondered if he had piercings in other
interesting places. He’d also taken a good long look at Luca’s
tattoo, the swirls of brilliant colors that started behind his left
ear and trailed down his neck. Fuck, the man was so sexy and seemed
completely unaware of the fact. Despite their clash of wills, Mac
couldn’t help but be drawn to Luca’s presence.

He’d finally worked up the courage to go over and
speak to him at the reception, until he’d overheard Luca call him
Ice Man. He still wasn’t sure why it had stung. He’d certainly been
called worse, but to hear it from Luca did something strange to his
insides. Why did this specific man get under his skin? He’d never
had such a visceral reaction to anyone in his life. All they had to
do was look at each other and the angry sparks flew. Later on that
evening, he decided he was grateful that he’d overheard Luca’s
comment. Mac didn’t have time for new friends or lovers, so that
was that. All he needed was his work.

And six months later, that held
true. Wes and Ryker’s book was ready to launch. There were a
shitload of other agreements and contracts to initiate and
marketing plans to approve. Mac ran a hand over his face and willed
himself to stop thinking for five minutes. Five minutes of rest, and I’ll get back to
work…

His cell ringing prevented him
from that break. Mac opened his eyes reluctantly to see who was
calling him. Incoming call:
Pops.

“Hey, Pops, how are you?” he mumbled into his phone,
rubbing his other hand over his tired eyes and down his face.

“Better than you, it seems. Why the hell are you
burning the midnight oil, son? Surely there’s a competent assistant
out there somewhere,” George grumbled.

“I’ve put in another urgent request. Hopefully, in
an hour or two, someone will show up.” He paused. “Don’t worry
about me, Pops. I’ll be fine. Another caffeine boost and I’ll be
able to make it to day’s end.”

“If I can help in any way…” his grandfather
offered.

“Thanks, but it’s under control. How are you
feeling? Any issue with your new medication?” Mac asked.

“All’s good. I’m fit and fine. I’m just getting more
grey hairs worrying about my grandson,” George murmured, but Mac
didn’t let the guilt trip affect him.

“Ladies love silver foxes, so I’m sure you’ll be
fine.”

“Yeah, yeah. I have to go, son. I have a dog to walk
and a book to write. Call me later,” he implored and hung up.

George Duran had more energy than
men half his age. George had handed the Duran Communications
business over to Mac five years ago and now enjoyed writing
historical mysteries. He seemed busy and happy and yet…
Maybe I’m just projecting my own discontent onto
him, Mac mused to himself.

Besides his work, the parties he
hosted every month, and the occasional round of sex with a
stranger, Mac was restless. The feeling had taken root over the
past few months as Mac had watched Ryker—a confirmed loner and
bachelor—fall in love and build a life with Wes. What would that be
like? To have someone to come home to. To share life’s ups and
downs with. To create a family. Whoa. The
lack of sleep must be getting to me, Mac
thought as he stood up and paced over to the couch.
Me and family don’t mix. How would that even
work?

Shaking his head, Mac grabbed all the papers he’d
dumped on the couch and placed them on his desk. Time to get back
to the real world.

Ten minutes later, the front door
buzzed. The new assistant is here,
yes!

“Hold on, I’ll be right out!” Mac yelled and headed
out into the hallway, straightening his suit jacket and putting on
his most welcoming smile in hopes of getting this person to stay
for longer than half a day.

He glanced at the slim man standing in the reception
area, and his heart nearly stopped.

“What the fuck are you doing here?”

 



Chapter Three

Luca

 


“That’s not the warmest greeting
I’ve ever received.” Luca chuckled as he took in the state of Mac’s
office—total chaos, and Mac himself—rumpled but fucking
hot as usual. Luca felt nervous for the
first time since the wedding, and he suspected the reason was the
tall, handsome man standing in front of him.

Mac’s red hair was messy, like
he’d run his fingers through it or he’d just rolled out of
bed. Fuck, don’t think about beds and Mac
at the same time! Luca reminded himself.
The dark red facial scruff ended near sharp cheekbones that seemed
more prominent. Dark circles contrasted with his pale green eyes.
The full lips that Luca noticed at the wedding pursed tightly in a
grimace. Luca glanced at the rumpled grey suit jacket, the sleeves
straining against Mac’s biceps, his arms crossed in front of him
like he was ready for a long fight. This man was down for the count
but not out. And Luca was ready to spar.

“And before you rip into me, Big Mac, I’m here as a
favor to Ryker. He’s so worried about you he called me while on his
honeymoon, when I’m sure he had much more pleasurable things to do.
I’m in town for the next month, and I’ve got time to help you get
your office back under control,” he said as he walked over to the
reception desk and touched the piles of paper in disarray.

As he walked by, Luca caught a
whiff of something delicious. Like apple, musk, and … vanilla? It
was warm and so fucking good he wanted to get closer to the source,
and then he realized it was Mac. Fuck
me.

“Well, I can see that I arrived just in time,” he
mused as he looked around, suddenly unsure of what to say next.

Mac continued to stare at him with his piercing
eyes.

“While I appreciate Ryker’s concern and your trip
here and your offer, it’s not needed. The temp agency is sending
someone today. You can enjoy the rest of your time here in New York
and go clubbing or shopping or whatever.” Mac waved at the door
dismissively.

That right there, that condescending tone, was what
set Luca’s brain on fire, and he quickly found his words again.

“I’m working on getting my event
business fully launched. I’m not here to spend all my time dancing
and fucking around and whatever. Not that there’s anything wrong
with that, but I have goals to meet and I mean to get started. Now,
I can be here nine to five Monday to Friday. I take one hour for
lunch and two twenty-minute breaks a day. I will not,
repeat, not, work
overtime since my evenings and weekends are blocked off to spend
time on my business. I also won’t accept payment. Now, you can
either make use of the free administrative expertise I’m kindly
offering or take your chances with an unknown, overpaid temp who
will likely quit the moment they get here and see your grim reaper
face. What will it be?” Luca asked pointedly as he stalked right up
into Mac’s space. Mac was five inches taller than Luca, but he was
his equal in all things that mattered. If Mac thought he could
dismiss him like an annoying child, he better think
again.

Getting up this close backfired.
Those green eyes narrowed and bore into him, and Luca suddenly
couldn’t breathe. He wouldn’t, couldn’t look away. Mac sighed and
nodded briefly. What?

“Shit, I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I
accept. I’m so fucking tired I just don’t care anymore. For the
record, I still think it’s a bad idea for you and I to work
together, but I’m at my wits’ end.”

Luca held up his hand.

“It’s only four weeks. I’ll also vet a new hire for
you, someone that will be able to pick up seamlessly when I leave.
Trust me, I’m great at what I do,” Luca said.

“Okay, thank you. I have launch parties for two
authors next week and no idea where the planning is at. I can’t
find several agreements that I need to sign this week. I have
marketing plans to approve, and I have meetings that need setting
up, but I can’t find anything on Helena’s computer.”

“Who’s your IT person?” Luca asked, and Mac scrolled
through his phone and located the e-mail.

“Hand it over, please,” Luca said firmly. Mac
reluctantly complied, passing over his phone. “I’m sending the tech
a note to get me set up on your system.” Luca typed away for a few
minutes. Then he handed the phone back to Mac.

“Thanks. They’ll get to work on giving me access,
and in the meantime, I’ll go through the environmentally unfriendly
pile of paper on this desk.” Luca glanced at the pile and shook his
head.

“There’s another one in my office,” Mac mumbled.

“Lead the way, Big Mac.” Luca smirked and received a
scowl in return.

“Please stop with the annoying nicknames,” Mac
murmured and glared at him. “Let’s try to keep a professional
demeanor around here.”

“You got it, Mr. Duran. Sir,” Luca said
sarcastically and immediately regretted it. The tips of his ears
burned as his heart rate increased. Mac’s face flushed and he
turned quickly toward his office.

“Come on back and let’s get this
other pile of paper sorted,” Mac commanded, and Luca was grateful
for the space now between them. Who knew that calling Mac “sir”
would get him so hot? Luca wasn’t one for role playing, but…
Mind out of the gutter and back to
work.

Luca walked over to Mac’s desk and glanced up at the
wall of photos behind it. He recognized many celebrities and a few
famous authors. His gaze roamed over the large sleek desk and
noticed only one small picture of Mac and his grandfather, taken at
Ryker and Wes’s wedding. Both were handsome in suits and big
smiles. Luca sighed. He was normally great with people and found it
frustrating that this one man irked him.

“Okay, here’s the plan, boss. I’m going to read out
the subject line and sender of each paper, and you’re going to tell
me urgent, next week, next month, or archive. Got it? Moving
forward, we’re going to ensure that your assistant has a proper
filing protocol with an e-signature option so you can avoid this
paper nightmare.” Luca bent over to grab several papers that had
slid down to the floor. When he reared back up, he noticed Mac’s
face was flushed again and he was pacing back and forth.

“Are you okay?” he asked Mac.

“Yes, yes, let’s go!” Mac replied impatiently.

Two hours later, Luca had worked his way through the
pile and was organizing everything. Ian, the IT tech, had gotten
him set up on Mac’s system and provided a work cell, laptop, and
tablet. Then Luca got to work on Mac’s e-calendar. It was a
freaking mess.

A young man with a big Delivery Eats bag entered the
office shortly after noon. “Good afternoon, I’m here to drop off a
lunch order.” Luca nodded and grabbed the bags, walking back to
Mac’s office to drop it off.

“Your lunch is here, Mac. Do you want it on your
desk or on this table in the corner?” Luca asked and looked up,
stopping suddenly when he caught sight of Mac sitting at his desk,
wearing dark-framed glasses, his jacket off, shirtsleeves rolled up
to display strong forearms. Luca had never seen Mac wearing glasses
before, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to again. Just when he thought
Mac couldn’t get any sexier.

Fuck.

****

Mac

 


Mac sat
at his desk, watching the stunning and hyper-efficient Luca Santino
set out his lunch. Mac slowly removed his reading glasses and
placed them on the desk. Having gotten rid of his suit jacket, he’d
rolled up his shirtsleeves and left the top two buttons undone to
give himself room to breathe. But that was proving difficult again
now that this beautiful young man was staring at him. What had he
asked him? Oh, yeah, where do I want
it? Lie down across my desk and I’ll show
you.

“At the table in the corner, please,” he managed to
croak out.

Mac wasn’t sure if he was happy that Luca was here
or not. Luca showed up unannounced and proceeded to get the office
up and running again in less than three hours, and without much
argument, so that was positive. But now Luca was bending over a
table in tight jeans with that round ass on full display. Fuck, how
was Mac going to endure a month of this temptation? At this rate,
he’d likely have a heart attack from pent-up sexual desire, never
mind work stress.

“I ordered extra food. I mean, if you’d like to join
me. Not join me, like a date or anything. Just to eat lunch.
Together. I mean, at the same time. Here, in my office.” God, he
was babbling like a freaking idiot. “I think it would be good to
get to know each other a bit better. I mean, given that our friends
are now married to each other. Right?”

The normally smooth, cultured Mac was MIA. He was
glad none of his friends were around to witness his verbal
fumbling. He’d never hear the end of it.

Thankfully, Luca ignored Mac’s ridiculous blather
and nodded instead.

“Thanks, Mac, I’d like that.”

Mac took a deep breath to calm himself and then got
up and walked over to the table in the corner of his office. Luca
had unwrapped two of the sandwiches and placed the salad bowl in
the middle, along with utensils and two bottles of sparkling water.
He couldn’t help but continue to stare at Luca’s slim body and the
fluid way he moved, and then his scent hit Mac. It was citrusy with
a deep woodsy tone, very warm and appealing. Despite his lack of
sleep, Mac
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