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Chapter 1
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Detective Lieutenant Jeff Chandler held a fine china plate decorated with gold trim, while he chose delicacies from the buffet. Holiday weekends at the Nation’s Top Model, Mark Antonious Richfield’s estate in Paradise, California were always amazing.

Mark’s chef, Sierra, was superb and every item on the buffet display was made from scratch, including the bagels and rolls. 

Inside this grand thirteen-bedroom manor house, Jeff, his husband Mickey Stanton, and a dozen of their buddies spent New Year’s weekend here.

Jeff, who was in line behind Blake Hughes, a former LA fireman who was Mark’s nanny. Although, Mark’s two younger sons, Jacob Bentley Richfield and Isaac Milton Richfield were fourteen and fifteen now, Blake still helped out while Mark worked full time.

Behind him was Joe Scarbino. Another LAPD cop who worked for the community police unit. The guests seemed to be a mixture of Hollywood actors and law enforcement.

Joe leaned against Jeff’s shoulder as he eyed the appetizing selection. Sierra made blueberry pancakes, cheesy scrambled eggs, crispy bacon, sausages, hashbrowns, croissants, and bagels, and also had fresh fruit and yogurt.

“My mouth’s watering,” Joe said.

Jeff chuckled to himself. Joe Scarbino was a character and usually made them laugh. He was married to movie star, Jeremy Runner, who had just completed filming another blockbuster.

Taking a helping of the eggs, bacon, and sausages as well as strawberries, blueberries and pineapple, Jeff looked around the informal dining room to see where he and Mickey should sit.

The home had two huge dining rooms, one formal, for sit down dinners and smart casual, and the second for buffets.

Jeff asked Blake, “Where are you sitting?”

Blake tilted his head to the next dining room. “Most likely, in there.”

Jeff nodded. 

He felt something brush his lower leg and saw Mark’s eldest son’s dog, Lady, a white Saluki-mix, sniffing around for dropped food. Alexander Mark Richfield, Mark’s superstar son, was in his mid-thirties, much older than his two half-brothers, and one half-sister, Lily Hayden, who lived with her father, Stan Bergman, in Sherman Oaks.

Jeff carried his loaded plate the formal dining room. Inside it were mostly gay couples; late-night talk-show host and movie star Carl Bronson and his actor husband Keith O’Leary, attorney Jack Larsen and his talent agent husband Adam Lewis, Blake and his Butte County fire captain husband, Hunter Rasmussen, former LA lifeguards Josh Elliot and his husband Tanner Cameron, both were now making a living off of a video channel on the internet, Mark and his former LA police officer husband, Steve Miller, and Alexander, Mark’s son, and his LAPD lieutenant husband, Billy Sharpe, and Swedish transgender model/actress Tadzio Andressen-Nolf, and her LAPD officer husband, Matt Nolf.

As the gang took seats at the enormous table, which was under three hanging crystal chandeliers, Jeff caught snippets of conversations.

“Most likely we’ll have everyone chauffeured to the airport at around four.”

Jeff loved Mark’s British accent and for some reason, his pronunciations made him smile.

Mickey sat next to Jeff and said, “I never want to leave once I’m here.”

“I hear ya, Mick.” Jeff leaned back as Mark’s manservant, Warren, poured coffee for them. Each place setting had coffee mugs and silverware. 

“Thanks, Warren,” Jeff said to the hardworking man.

“You’re very welcome, Lieutenant.”

While Jeff devoured the good food, he felt someone standing behind his chair. He looked back and saw Mark’s middle son, Isaac, or Zak, lingering near Mickey.

Zak had a ‘thing’ for Mickey. 

It was cute when the kid was young, but now when he was on the cusp of sixteen, it was slightly awkward. Not to mention, Zak was... well, incredible looking. Androgynous like his model dad and actor brother. His thick wavy brown hair was so long, Zak was constantly mistaken for a girl, especially from behind.

He had emerald-green eyes, also like his dad and bro, and was growing tall and lean.

Mickey obviously felt his presence as he ate and asked, without looking at the gorgeous teen, “Yes?”

“I want to sit with you guys.”

Jeff looked around the table as the open spots quickly filled up. 

Mickey tilted his head to a chair across from them. “Go sit down there.”

“But I want to be with you and Jeff,” Zak purred.

Mickey glanced at him and Jeff knew how uncomfortable this made him.

“Zak?” Jeff got the young man’s attention. “Why don’t you let Mick eat his breakfast first?”

Mark noticed and said, “Isaac? Stop pestering them.”

“I’m not!”

Steve asked, “Where’s Byron?”

Jeff continued to eat as he listened to Zak’s reply. Byron was Zak’s on again, off again, boyfriend. They were the same age and in the same class.

“He had to go to his grandma’s.”

“Isaac Milton,” Mark said as a warning.

Zak gave up and as he walked away, Jeff saw him caress Mickey’s hair.

Mickey froze, and then resumed his eating once Zak left the dining room.

Josh said, “Man, Mick, he’s got it bad for you,” and then he laughed.

That comment caused Mark to rise from his chair and leave the room. Most likely to have a chat with Zak.

“So,” Jack asked, to change the subject, “Are we hitting the spa after breakfast?”

As conversations resumed about what they were going to do on their last day here, Jeff finished his food and relaxed with his coffee.

Carl and Keith’s young chef, Erin ‘Coco’ Cochran, helped Warren clear plates. He loved cooking with Sierra and even though no one expected him to serve or cook, Coco did.

Jeff felt movement under the table. He leaned down to look and saw Lady there. Jeff smiled at her adorable face. He checked his plate for a scrap but had eaten everything. Jeff stood from his chair and took a slice of bacon to feed to her. Before he even sat back down, Lady was at his feet, her fringed tail flapping.

“You know this is for you?” Jeff asked in amusement.

Billy Sharpe said, “She’s got ESP when it comes to handouts.”

Alex added, “And bacon is her number one fav.”

As he held the bacon strip, Lady spun around, then sat, then held up her paw. Her big brown doe eyes made her seem like one of those poor waifs in a 70s velvet painting.

Jeff had the attention of the men on his side of the table. He crouched down in front of this adorable dog and said, “Here ya go.” 

She took the chunk he fed her and gobbled it down quickly.

~
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Mickey watched in amusement as his husband gave Alex and Billy’s mutt a treat. After Jeff pet her, he wiped his hands on his napkin and stood beside him. Mickey asked, “Are we heading to the spa?”

“If that’s what everyone’s doing, sure.”

Mickey asked, “What’s the weather like?”

Tanner replied, “The temps aren’t bad but it’s windy.”

Hunter asked, “Too windy for basketball?”

As the men stood from the table and decided what activity to do before they flew back to LA, Mickey finished his coffee and rose from the chair.

They left the dining room and Mickey saw Jacob with his dad, but Zak was nowhere in sight. 

This weekend, Jacob’s dad, Stan Bergman, Mark’s ex-husband, was in New York with his husband Bryan Fuller, Bryan’s two adopted kids, and Lily. Stan was from New York and had family there.

Mickey was amazed at how fast Mark’s kids were growing up. Jacob was already as tall as his mom, Sharon Tice, Mark’s former fiancée. No doubt he’d get to Mark’s height, which was around six feet.

Joe put his arm around Mickey. “What are you and Jeff doing?”

“We don’t know. Tanner said it’s lousy outside.”

“Jeremy and I are hitting the spa.”

“Okay.” Mickey saw Jeff speaking to Billy. The two lieutenants appeared to be talking shop. Mickey was a robbery detective and worked in the same building as Jeff, while Billy taught defensive tactics to the new police recruits at the academy.

After Mickey gathered his thoughts, standing in the kitchen near the nook’s bench seating area, he leaned down to look outside. Mark’s horses were grazing in the paddock while his groom, Andrew Wilson, mucked stalls.

And yes, it looked cold and windy.

They’d already run the ten-mile loop across the meadow and back this morning, so he and Jeff got their workout in.

They usually ran on the beach, because they had a house in Malibu right on the coast.

“Let’s hit the spa,” Jeff said as he brushed past him. 

“Okay.” Mickey followed him to the foyer, where the grand mahogany staircase was located. As he passed the living room, Mickey glanced at the portrait of Mark’s deceased father which hung over the fireplace. Milt Richfield. 

He was a rags to riches story. A man born from immigrant parents turning a tailoring shop into a huge garment manufacturing firm. And Mark and Steve took it over, expanding it to create a clothing line with Mark’s brand name.

Needless to say, they did very well.

He and Jeff made their way to the bedroom they usually occupied when they stayed, to change into bathing suits.

Jeff closed them into the gorgeous, spacious bedroom, with a private bathroom. As he undressed Mickey stared at him. “What’s wrong?” Jeff asked.

Mickey took off his shoes and located his bathing suit. “I guess I have mixed feelings coming here.”

Jeff paused as he held his bathing suit. “Zak?”

Mickey shrugged. It seemed stupid to dislike coming here because of that kid.

~
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Jeff put his bathing suit on and then entered the bathroom. The toilet lids raised and flushed automatically. As the long holiday weekend drew to a close, Jeff visualized flying back to LA on Mark’s Learjet, then their drive from Burbank’s airport to Malibu. They commuted to the airport with Tadzio and her husband Matt. Tadzio was a Swedish transgender woman who starred with Alex on a pay channel law series. 

Matthew Nolf was Billy Sharpe’s nephew, and also an LAPD cop.

As Jeff finished up, Mickey took his turn. The two of them wore skimpy swimsuits because they were in a private spa. Was it important to Jeff to be seen as fit and attractive. Yes. Why, yes it was. Vain, yes, but when you want to continue to have sex with other partners, and especially Mark himself, then being fit certainly helped keep other men interested.

Besides, he and Mickey loved their workouts. They had a home gym and ran nightly on the beach.

“Let’s go!” Josh shouted into their bedroom.

Jeff removed the white terrycloth robes from the closet. Mark supplied them in each bedroom, along with slippers.

Staying here was like a weekend retreat.

Jeff put the robe and slippers on, then waited for Mickey.

Mickey took the robe from him and nodded he was ready. They met up with Blake and Hunter in the hallway. Blake and Billy were the oldest of their group, in their mid-fifties, but Jeff thought they still looked great.

They headed down the staircase together. Jacob and Isaac raced past them with Lady at their heels. 

Jeff heard Mark’s British accent as he spoke to Steve. While Mickey continued with the other guests to the spa, Jeff paused in the foyer and watched Mark and Steve descend the stairs. 

Mark.

Jeff couldn’t believe how gorgeous he was. But... the Top Model had a secret. A plastic surgeon who used Botox and fillers to keep Mark’s skin smooth and youthful without looking stretched or frozen.

Steven Jay Miller, Mark’s former LAPD husband, was also stunning with his sky-blue eyes and militaristic police poster-boy good looks.

“Well, Lieutenant,” Mark said with a sexy smile as they met up at the base of the stairs, “I’m always sorry to see everyone leave here after the holidays.”

Jeff put his arm around Mark’s waist, over his robe, as Steve continued walking to the spa, where everyone was headed. “You do realize Mickey talks about retiring here.”

“Well! You’d better!” Mark laughed and his green eyes sparkled mischievously. “This monstrosity doesn’t have thirteen bedrooms for naught.”

“Fuck, I love you.” Jeff kissed his soft long hair as they continued past the kitchen where Sierra and Coco were already preparing the lunch buffet, which would be their last meal before they left.

“And I love you too, pet.” Mark entered the spa with him.

It was complete chaos. The guests were coupling up to play chicken in the huge Olympic-sized pool. Lady barked in the racket which echoed in the white marble space.

Carl, Keith, Blake, and Adam chose the hot tub for a soak. The jacuzzi was large enough to accommodate ten people.

White fluffy towels were stacked near a showerhead which protruded from the wall near hooks for the robes.

Jeff hung his robe up and tried not to trip over his tongue as he watched Mark, in his tiny Speedos, enter the sauna with Steve.

Jeff spotted Mickey in the large pool and made his way to him. Jacob also saw Mickey and climbed on his back as some of the couples joined in the game of chicken.

As the sweet blue-eyed blond teen sat atop Mickey’s broad shoulders, Jeff noticed Zak shoot his brother the evil eye.

Before Jeff offered to let Isaac ride on his shoulders for the game, Jack noticed and offered. 

Jack Larsen was huge, as was Mickey, Hunter, and Tanner. They were the bruisers of the bunch. And having Isaac ride on his upper back would be rough, even though Jeff was around six feet tall.

But, so was Isaac! Or at least five-ten or so.

As the game grew rough, Lady leapt into the water and paddled her skinny legs around in the sloshing pool.

Jeff sat on the ledge next to Jeremy as Joe and Matt teamed up for the battle. 

Tadzio and Alex opted for the sauna as well.

Jeff said to Jeremy, “Yeah, I think I’ll pass.” He tilted his head to how rough the game was. Water splashed onto the marble floor.

Billy Sharpe did a cannonball into the fray and both he and Jeremy got soaked instantly. Billy rescued Lady, who was exhausting herself as she floated around the waves. He held her in his arms and backed up to watch the madness.

As he and Jeremy kicked their feet lazily in the warm water, Jeff noticed Isaac trying to coax Jack closer to Jake and Mickey.

The trick was to pull the top man off the bottom one and be the last couple standing.

As the playful shoving became more violent, Jeff looked for Mark or Blake, but neither were observing.

Jeff said to Jeremy in the noise, “Is Isaac getting too rough on Jacob?”

Jeremy focused on the mini battle between half-brothers.

~
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Mickey held Jacob on his shoulders and laughed at how hilarious this game was. They played it often. Josh and Tanner were unseated by Joe, and Matt, who rode on Joe’s shoulders.

When Jack drew closer, holding Isaac on his shoulders, Mickey felt Isaac yanking on Jake to pull him down. He and Jack tussled playfully, trying to make each other slip or topple in the deep water.

As he focused on Jack and laughed at the good fun, he heard Jake express discomfort or pain. Mickey tried to figure out who was after Jacob other than Zak, but no one else was. Then, he saw Isaac’s expression of fury.

That... was unexpected.

“Hey!” Jacob tried to pull his arm away from his brother. “You’re hurting me, Zak! Cut it out!”

“Get off him!” Isaac roared and used two hands to roughly jerk Jacob off his shoulders.

“Whoa!” Jack noticed it too, and tried to back up, pumping his legs under the water.

“Yo!” Mickey shouted, “Zak, take it easy!”

“Isaac Milton Richfield!” Mark roared in the din.

Isaac finally released his wrenching grip on Jacob. Jacob rubbed his forearm and slid off of Mickey’s back, making his way to the ladder. He did not look pleased.

Blake drew Jacob aside and inspected his wrist and arm while Mark nearly pulled Zak out of the water by his ear.

He and Jack caught their breaths as the game slowly dissolved and everyone just bobbed around the water. Billy set Lady on the ledge, and she shook off and wagged her tail.

Jack said to Mickey, “I think Isaac’s crush on you made him jealous.”

“Yeah. I’m not comfortable with that.” Mickey hauled himself out of the water and sat on the ledge with Jeff and Jeremy.

Jeff glanced at him and said, “Sorry, Mick.”

“I wish he’d lay off.” Mickey caught his breath after the physical battle.

He heard Zak curse at his dad, and then the young man left the spa.

It appeared Jacob was fine. Blake urged him to the hot tub where he sat in the bubbling heat with Adam to calm down.

Mark put his robe on and followed Zak out of the spa.

Mickey stared outside the plate glass wall, which had a view of the outdoor pool, horses grazing, and the meadow and hills beyond. “I’m ready to go home.”

Jeff put his arm around him and said, “Another hour or so.”

Mickey glanced back into the huge spa, and said, “I’ve had enough. I’ll be in our room.” He got to his feet, took his robe off the hook, and made his way to their guestroom, wishing he knew why Zak had attached himself to him.

~
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Mark sat Isaac on his bed in his bedroom. Isaac and Jake had separate rooms. Mark crossed his arms over the robe as his son brooded. “Will you tell me what the devil is going on with you?”

Zak’s wet hair flowed down the white terrycloth in long brown waves. “He was on Mickey’s shoulders! I didn’t want him there.”

Mark tried to keep calm. He crouched in front of Zak and asked softly, “What is your fascination with Mickey?”

Isaac narrowed his eyes at him. “I saw you.”

“Saw me?”

“Yeah. A while ago... when you guys party in their room.”

Mark wasn’t happy his son spied. Alex did the same thing when he showed up at eighteen years of age.

“You and Mickey,” Zak accused him.

And it was true. After the boys went to bed, Mark and Steve enjoyed sexy games with the other gay couples. And one evening, Mickey sucked his cock. Obviously, Zak peeked.

“I want you to listen to me,” Mark said in anger, “He’s married to Jeff.” Mark made sure Zak was looking at him, meeting his eyes. “He’s more than twice your age. And the worst part is, you are making him uncomfortable.”

Zak tilted his head as if that were insane.

“He’ll stop coming.” Mark shook his finger at him. “If you don’t stop pestering him, he and Jeff won’t come to visit any longer.”

“But...” Zak’s lower lip pouted. He looked just like Alex.

“Isaac?” Mark rose to his full height and said, “You already have a boyfriend. Byron. Please. Stop pestering Mickey.”

Isaac’s eyes filled with water.

Mark sat beside him and put his arm around him. “Okay. It’s okay.”

“I thought he liked me too.” Isaac sniffled.

“He does. Like a son. Like a nephew. But, love? Not like a lover. Okay?” Mark caressed Isaac’s long damp hair. “Go shower and blow-dry. You’ll get chilly all wet.”

“Okay.” Zak slid to his feet from the bed and entered the bathroom.

“Then, young man, you shall apologize to your brother.”

“... okay...”

Mark exhaled and shook his head. He crossed the hall to his own room and took off the robe and bathing suit to rinse and get dressed.

His boys were growing up. And there was nothing he could do about it.
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Chapter 2
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After Alex spent time in the sauna and hot tub with Tadzio, he found Billy in their bedroom. Alex closed the door and saw Lady wagging her tail outside the bathroom. The shower was running. Alex took off his bathing suit and robe and saw Billy showering behind the frosted glass doors. 

Lady whimpered and tried to climb into the tub.

Alex nudged her aside and joined Billy as he rinsed off the chlorine. “Are we giving her a bath?” Alex indicated their dog.

“No. She’s fine.” Billy shifted to allow Alex the showerhead.

Alex washed his long brown hair and asked, “What’s wrong?”

Billy paused to stare at him while he washed. “Zak got pissed off at Jake.”

“Why?” Alex rinsed his hair and shut the taps. The barbed wire tattoo around Billy’s biceps caught his eye. His name used to be scrolled into it, but now it was just a small black rose.

“I don’t know. I think Zak’s got a crush on Mickey or something.” Billy tried to slide the glass door back and keep Lady out of the tub.
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