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Dedication

To the daydreamers who stay up too late reading about fictional men falling in love… may this book wreck you just right.












Book Description

A case of mistaken identity. A weekend of seduction. A fantasy that turns dangerously real.
Johoon never pictured himself booking an escort… not even from Élan Encounters, South Korea’s most elite and discreet agency. But after three years of mourning his husband and dodging his brother’s endless matchmaking attempts, he’s ready to try something... different. A weekend of physical pleasure, zero emotional strings, and a gorgeous stranger who knows how to make him forget? Yes, please. He didn’t expect to crave more than just a touch.
Taeji’s had enough of heartbreak to last a lifetime. After his ex’s betrayal shattered his trust, he locked up his heart and threw away the key. But desire doesn’t die, it smolders. And lately, it’s been burning hotter than ever. Booking a weekend with a professional is supposed to be simple: a few days to indulge, feel desired, and remember what it’s like to be touched by someone who wants nothing but to please. No pressure. No risk. No vulnerability.
But fate, and a simple room number mix-up, has other plans.
Johoon and Taeji each think the other is their hired escort. What begins as a fantasy built on pretense turns into something electric, something dangerous… because this connection isn’t pretend. It’s raw. It’s real. And it’s awakening every buried need they've fought to suppress.
Two men. One steamy mistake. And a weekend that could ruin everything or change everything.
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Chapter One
Johoon


 



He stared at the elevator. He could walk to it.
He should walk to it.
Instead, he hit speed dial.
“Hyun,” Johoon said as soon as the line connected. “Do you think I should have them send over a copy of the service agreement? You know, just for legal clarity?”
There was a pause. Then,
“Oh my God. You’re not drafting a contract for a weekend fling.”
“I’m just saying terms and conditions matter.”
“Johoon,” Hyun deadpanned, “you’re not billing him by the hour. Stop lawyering your libido.”
“I just didn’t want to…”
“… Use your brain?” Hyun cut in with a snort. “Come on. You’re stalling. Admit it.”
Johoon sighed and looked around the lobby like someone might overhear. “I’m not stalling. I’m just... taking a moment.”
“A moment to ask me fake questions you already know the answer to? You realize I know why you’re calling.”
Johoon pressed his lips together. “I’m really doing this, huh?”
“Yes,” Hyun said, suddenly softer. “You are. And you should be.”
There was a pause.
Johoon looked toward the elevator again. Still unmoving.
“I feel like I’m cheating,” he admitted. “On Shin Li.”
“I know,” Hyun said gently. “But you’re not. Shin Li’s not coming back. And you’re not trying to replace him. You’re just... remembering what it’s like to be touched. To be seen. You deserve that.”
“You don’t even believe in monogamy,” Johoon muttered.
“I don’t,” Hyun agreed cheerfully. “But I do believe in not wasting your prime years with a dry spell so…so long it qualifies as a historic drought worthy of a National Geographic documentary.” 
Johoon choked on a surprised laugh.
Hyun kept going, voice light but sincere. “You’ve spent the last three years rebuilding and rebranding our business, keeping everything running, showing up for everyone but yourself. It’s not a betrayal to want warmth. It’s human. And don’t worry. I have everything covered on this end.”
Johoon rubbed the back of his neck. “What if it’s weird? Or awkward?”
Hyun’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “It will be. But in the fun, sexy kind of way. Just lean into it.”
“I haven’t even had a first date since…”
“Since dates still involved pagers?” Hyun teased. “Trust your little brother. You’ll be fine. The guy’s from Élan Encounters, right? That place has a better vetting process than a reality dating show looking for drama queens and chaos agents.”
Johoon huffed a laugh, finally cracking a small smile. “Room 609. Sixth floor.”
Hyun paused for a beat. “Good. Go up. Knock on the door. Or hell, be dramatic and pose against the frame like a broody romance novel hero.”
“You’re ridiculous.”
“And you’re wasting time you could be using to rediscover your libido. Go.”
Johoon looked at the elevator one last time, squared his shoulders, and finally… finally… took a step forward.
“Thanks, Hyun.”
“Anytime. And, Johoon?”
“Yeah?”
“Call me after. I want details. Tasteful ones. Sort of.”
Johoon didn’t dignify that with a reply. He hung up with a chuckle, his chest lighter than it had been in a long, long time.
As the elevator doors opened, he stepped inside and pressed the button for the sixth floor.
Room 609 waited.
So did something he hadn’t felt in years: hope.
Johoon couldn’t believe he was actually doing this. Meeting a private escort for dinner and sex. Yes… sex. No illusions, no excuses … just pure, physical connection.  
Three years ago, his husband, Shin Li died. Since then, Johoon had kept himself closed off, frozen in time. Friends and family had gently nudged him to move on, to start dating again. But the truth? He was scared.
Then, something changed. For the past two months, Johoon had been haunted by the same dream, Shin Li walking him down the aisle. In the dream, Johoon wasn’t marrying Shin Li; he was marrying someone else. Shin Li’s hand, warm, steady, guided him forward, and with his signature bright smile, Shin Li placed Johoon’s hand into the palm of another man. The dream kept returning, night after night. And for the first time in a long while, Johoon felt something stir inside him, hunger, desire, need.
 For the first time in years, he wanted to feel another man beneath him… to move, to breathe, to remember what it felt like to come alive. Hard or slow, the pace didn’t matter. His body ached for touch, his length straining with restless need. Too many mornings had begun with nothing but tension and frustration. He was done with that.
Élan Encounters had come highly recommended by Hyun… licensed, legal, and unapologetically luxurious. If anyone knew about refined indulgence, especially when it came to men, it was Hyun. A shameless connoisseur of the finer things and a bit of a playboy… he swore by their services. Their escorts were classy, educated, and stunningly attractive. 
The application process had been no joke… extensive, detailed, background check and demanding. It almost felt like applying for a high security government job.
But Élan Encounters delivered. They had arranged everything: two nights with an escort in a luxurious suite at the Paradise City Grand Hotel. His Élan Encounters exclusive card granted him access to anything he desired within the hotel’s lavish offerings.
Johoon stood in front of room 609 with a sleek leather bag slung over one shoulder and enough nerves to power a small city. He checked his watch thirty minutes early. Of course he was. Classic.
Clearing his throat, he knocked. No answer. His stomach flipped with anticipation as he slipped the key card into the slot and pushed the door open.
Whoa.
The suite was a blend of modern luxury and magazine-cover perfection: floor-to-ceiling windows, sleek furnishings, and marble countertops that looked too pretty to actually use. Johoon stepped inside like he was entering a sacred temple and set his bag down gently, half-afraid the sofa might judge him. It didn’t. It just cradled him like a cashmere cloud.
The living room alone could comfortably host a TED Talk—plush couches, gleaming surfaces, and an intimidatingly fancy kitchen.  
Then came the balcony. He slid open the doors, and a rush of ocean air smacked him in the face like a flirty slap. The view? Pure cinematic gold. Endless blue stretching beyond the horizon, the waves whispering secrets only poets and expensive wine should hear. Two lounge chairs and a table for two waited like they knew drama and romance were inevitable.
Back inside, he wandered into the master bedroom. High ceilings, curated art, and a bed that practically purred "ruin me." Johoon stopped at the edge of it, heart thudding, face heating. Yeah…this weekend was definitely going to be something.
In just a short while, he’d be sharing this suite… with a stranger.
An escort.
The thought hit him like a wave, his nerves tangled with curiosity and something deeper. Excitement. Possibility. Heat bloomed low in his belly as he imagined what the night might bring.
He walked over to the bedside table and placed a roll of condoms and a tube of lube in the drawer.  The thought of sinking into that kind of closeness made his arousal ache with need.
He ran a hand through his hair, let out a shaky breath, and sat on the edge of the bed, taking it all in. The suite was incredible. But the real story hadn’t even started yet.
Not until … knock … knock… knock.










Chapter Two 
Taeji




 
“M-Min Ho, it’s… it’s not going to work out,” Taeji stammered into the phone, gripping the steering wheel like it might anchor him.
There was a pause. A heavy, dangerous pause.
Then: “Min Ho?” he whispered. “You still there?”
A long, exasperated sigh came through the line like a storm brewing. “Are you shitting me right now, Tae?”
“Look, I know I said I was ready…”
“Where are you?” Min Ho’s voice was low. Too low. Taeji knew that tone. That was the pre-explosion calm.
“In my car across from the hotel watching the valet while questioning my life choices. I just… It’s too much. I’m not ready for this and…”
“Oh, no problem,” Min Ho said, oddly cheerful.
“What?” Taeji blinked.
“Yeah, no problem at all.” The breezy tone made Taeji suspicious. He started to exhale…
“NO problem, because this isn’t a God damn date!” Min Ho snapped. “You booked a weekend with an escort from Élan Encounters, Tae. That’s top-tier luxury ass, okay? You’re not dating. You’re scheduled for a highly trained, devastatingly attractive professional who’s probably studied Kama Sutra like it’s a damn thesis.  It’s Paradise City Grand Hotel, for fuck’s sake! Do you have any idea how many people would sell a non-essential organ to be in your shoes right now? You think weekends like this just fall into people’s laps?!”
“Min Ho…”
“No. Don’t ‘Min Ho’ me. You said you were ready. You applied. You waited a whole damn month. You spent real money. This isn’t about falling in love. It’s about getting your brains thoroughly, exquisitely, legally wrecked with zero emotional fallout. You want healing? This is it. Deluxe healing.”
 Min Ho’s tone softened slightly. “You’ve been out of the game for two years and…” 
Taeji interrupted. “But I’ve had other responsibilities. Important responsibilities,” Taeji attempted to argue to no avail.
“I know, Tae. And you still have a right to a life. I’ve got you covered while you’re away.” He sighed softly. “You’re scared. I get that. But this? This is a safe, no-strings, feel-good restart. And damn it, you deserve that.”
Taeji sighed. 
“And Tae?”
“Yeah?”
“Leave the phone.”
 “What!?” Taeji’s head snapped back against the headrest. His breath hitched and his stomach twisted. “That’s a joke, right?” His voice cracked, embarrassingly high, like he’d just been told to cut off his own oxygen.
On the other end, Min Ho groaned, long and exasperated. “I know, I know, it sounds like I just asked you to sacrifice your firstborn. But you don’t need the distraction.”
 A long silence stretched over the line.  
“Okay, compromise,” Min Ho said at last, his tone clipped. “Turn it off.” A loud sigh blasted through the speaker. “My fucking God, Tae. I have everything handled. At home. At work. Everywhere.”
Taeji swallowed hard, throat dry. “Okay… okay, I can roll with that.” His voice was shaky, thin. “And I’m not going to turn it on.”
“Yeah, bitch, right.” Min Ho’s scoff was sharp, a whip-crack of disbelief. “You’ll cave in five minutes.”
“Well, there might be uh, you know, some kind of emergency. Like…”  
“Tae!” Min Ho snapped. A frustrated exhale followed, long and theatrical. “You left me ten pages of instructions. Ten. I’m pretty sure NASA launches rockets with less guidance.”
A weak laugh sputtered out of Taeji, but it quivered. He wanted it to sound confident, but it came out hollow. Min Ho was his best friend, slightly chaotic, yes but capable. Probably. At least… hopefully… for one weekend.
“The only thing you should be focusing on,” Min Ho said, his voice dropping into something blunt, merciless, “is surviving what’s about to happen to that bed and maybe your sanity. You’re about to forget your own name, let alone check notifications. When I hang up, phone off!”
The words hung in the air, and Taeji let the silence stretch, his thumb hovering over the screen, unwilling to give in just yet.
“Breathe, Tae,” Min Ho said finally, softer but no less insistent. “It’s just a weekend. It’s set up, simple, sexy, and discreet. You’re not even going to the front desk.”
“I know,” Taeji mumbled, resting his forehead against the steering wheel. “You said Élan Encounters already cleared everything…”
“Exactly. You don’t have to say a damn word to anyone. Just go straight to the room, knock, and let the fantasy begin.”
“I feel like I’m walking into a trap,” Taeji said, squeezing the steering wheel.
“It’s a pleasure trap, sweetheart. Big difference.”
Taeji groaned and rubbed his face. “What was the room again?”
Min Ho sighed dramatically.  “606. You know this. I wrote it on the back of the business card.”
“I think I put the card in my wallet.”
“You think?”
“I’m pretty sure, ”Taeji said, pulling out his wallet and fumbling through it.  “Okay, confirmed. Card in pants pocket.”
 “Go, Tae! Take your sexy ass to room 606. Knock like you mean it. And remember… this isn’t a performance review. It’s a weekend of guilt-free pleasure with a man who’s literally paid to make you feel amazing. Smile. Relax. Tonight’s yours.”
Taeji closed his eyes and breathed in deep. “Okay. I’m going.”
 “One last thing,” Min Ho said, his voice low and sincere. “Ga-In would be proud of you.”
Taeji froze. A breath caught in his throat, a soft, startled gasp that trembled at the edges. His chest tightened as warmth surged behind his eyes, vision blurring with unshed tears. He blinked hard, willing them back, but the name had already cracked something open. He swallowed, lips parted but no words came. Just a nod, small, broken, and full of meaning.
“Thanks,” Taeji whispered, voice raspy.
Taeji ended the call and eased the car forward to the valet, his fingers tightening on the steering wheel as if to steady himself. The uniformed attendant opened his door with a polished smile, and Taeji stepped out, adjusting his jacket in a quick, nervous motion. Paradise City Grand Hotel rose before him, all sleek glass and shimmering lights… a playground for the wealthy, modern and immaculate. As he crossed the short stretch of pavement toward the grand entrance, his heartbeat thudded with a mix of awe and jittery anticipation, every step pulling him closer to the night that awaited him. Time to move on. Or at least get wrecked trying.
~~~
With his Louis Vuitton trailing silently behind him, he let out a nervous laugh just as the doorman greeted him with a subtle smile and opened the door with impeccable timing.
The lobby unfolded like a curated gallery of opulence, sleek marble floors, dramatic lighting, and striking contemporary art installations lining the walls. Gold accents shimmered subtly beneath the glow of oversized chandeliers, while the scent of white tea and cashmere hung in the air. It was luxury redefined, modern, bold, and unapologetically extravagant.
 A couple glided by in head-to-toe designer. Even the woman’s dog had diamonds on.
Everything about the place seemed unreal, and Taeji couldn’t shake the feeling that he didn’t quite belong.
His nerves were coiling tight in his chest. The moment the elevator doors opened, he turned abruptly, powerwalking straight back toward the exit.
"I can’t do this," he muttered under his breath. But just as he reached the revolving door, he stopped. With shaky fingers, he raked his hair back from his forehead and turned back.
He wasn’t ready to face the suite yet … not without a drink. The bar seemed like a better idea.
Two drinks later, he felt steadier… loose enough that his limbs didn’t feel like they might betray him. The alcohol warmed him, calming the jittering doubt in his mind.
It had been two years since Taeji walked in on his scumbag boyfriend fucking his own best friend. Apparently, they were closer than he thought. He tried not to think about it but it still burned like acid reflux in his chest. But tonight wasn’t about heartbreak. Tonight was about reclaiming something: his desire, his confidence, maybe even his sex appeal. Even if it was all a paid illusion with good lighting and fluffier pillows, he needed it.
“I deserve this,” he muttered, gripping his drink like it owed him rent and an apology.
A weekend of heat, not heart. He wasn’t here to fall in love—just to fall into bed and forget. Hard. Fast. Loud enough to drown out every shitty memory.
But doubt crept in like bad Wi-Fi. It’s too soon. Love is a scam. Men lie. Relationships expire faster than oat milk. And yet… damn it, some part of him still wanted to believe in the fairy tale. That maybe, just maybe, someone out there wouldn’t leave.
Around him, couples cozied up like a tourism ad smiling, laughing, glowing with vacation sex and too much wine. The Paradise City Grand wasn’t your average hookup spot. It was romance with a marble finish. The kind of place people came to fall in love… or fake it convincingly.
“I should go,” he mumbled, swallowing the last of his drink and setting down his glass with a sigh. “This is not for me.”
But he didn’t move. Not yet.
~~~
Then he heard it, a ripple of laughter from a nearby table. Two men, leaning into each other, utterly lost in their joy. It wasn’t loud or showy, just... honest. The kind of happiness that cracked through armor without even trying.
And damn it if something in him didn’t ache to be near that kind of warmth again.
The two men were laughing together over slices of cheesecake and half-finished cocktails. They were easy with each other. It was the kind of comfort that only came from time spent and battles fought together.
Taeji caught himself smiling at their happiness before quickly looking away.
"Hey," one of them called, waving. He was handsome, mid-thirties maybe, with a mischievous glint in his eyes. His partner, slightly older, nudged him and smiled warmly.
"Join us for a toast?" the first man asked. "It's our 10th year wedding anniversary."
Taeji hesitated but then slid off his bar stool with glass in hand and took the empty seat at the table with them. He’s not sure why but it was something about how they were together that drew him in. 
“Waiter, another drink for our friend,” the younger man called out. By the time he reached the two men's table, the waiter was already there, refilling his glass before he could utter a word of protest.
 “Happy anniversary,” Taeji said, offering a small but sincere smile. He lifted his glass slightly toward the two men. “You both seem... really happy. That’s nice to see.” They all raised their glasses, and Taeji took a sip, the warmth of the drink chasing off some of his nerves.
The older one chuckled. "We are. Mostly because we survived the years we thought we wouldn’t. Commitment's easy when it's easy. Staying when it's hard… that's the real trick." Taeji nodded.
“How’d you two meet?” Taeji asked.
They both burst into laughter so suddenly and in sync, it startled him… in the best way.
Taeji grinned, lifting a brow. “Okay, that laugh says definitely not a dating app.”
The younger man glanced at his partner, gave him a playful nudge, and dipped his chin as if granting royal permission.
The older man smirked and lifted his glass. “I’ll make it simple,” he said. “He was supposed to be a one-night stand. Twelve years later, I still can’t get rid of him.”
The younger man bumped his shoulder into his husband's with a grin. “I’m very persistent.”
Taeji barked out a laugh and covered his mouth. “That’s amazing. Like seriously, actual goals.”
They clinked glasses again, and the younger one turned to Taeji, his expression softening, eyes curious but kind. “What about you?” he asked. “Married? Boyfriend?”
The question dropped like a stone in Taeji’s chest. His gaze fell to the amber swirl of his whiskey. He turned the glass slowly, his fingers trembling more than he wanted to admit.
“I’m… supposed to meet someone,” he said, his voice low.
And then, to his own horror, it all came tumbling out, the escort, the nerves, the heartbreak two years ago, the cheating, the trust issues, the fear that maybe love just wasn’t meant for him.
When he finally stopped, Taeji blinked, realizing he’d just confessed to near-strangers over whiskey and candlelight. “Shit,” he muttered, shaking his head. “I sound ridiculous. I swear I’m not usually this… unfiltered.”
There was a beat of silence. Not the awkward kind. Just the kind where people sit with the weight of truth for a second.
Then the younger man clapped like he was at a Broadway curtain call.
“I absolutely admire you,” he said, eyes gleaming. “That takes guts.”
The older man chuckled, tossing an arm around his husband’s shoulder. “Honestly? I think that’s brilliant. A test run? Genius. I wish I’d thought of that after my disaster ex.”
The younger one elbowed him. “Excuse me?”
“Baby,” the older said, turning toward him with mock-sincerity, “you showed up with the glue for all my broken pieces. I didn’t need a test run. I got lucky. But that doesn’t mean it wasn’t terrifying at first.” A gentle flow of warmth filled Taeji’s chest as he took another drink.
He turned back to Taeji, his tone more grounded now. “After you’ve been burned, getting back out there feels like walking barefoot across broken glass. But you’re doing it the smart way… on your terms.”
Taeji took another sip, the warmth spreading through him like quiet encouragement.
The older man leaned in, resting his forearms on the table. “Go meet him. Have fun. You’re not signing a marriage license tonight. You’re rediscovering yourself.” He nodded, eyes stinging a little. He didn’t trust his voice, but the look in their eyes told him he didn’t need to say anything.
“Whatever you’re afraid of,” the older man said, raising his glass in a quiet toast, “is nothing compared to what you’ve already survived. You’ve got this.”
Taeji offered a quiet nod, then lifted his glass for a final sip, draining it completely.
And for the first time in a long while, Taeji almost believed it.
Moments later, he stood in front of the elevator once more, his heart still pounding, but the buzz in his head gave everything a hazy calm. His legs moved with new purpose, bolstered by a warm sense of courage… and the three whiskeys quietly working their magic.
He pressed the button, whispering softly. “Take my sexy ass to 609.”
Maybe he wasn't ready to seek love. Maybe he was. But he was ready to take one step forward.
And right now, that was enough.
The elevator doors slid shut with a soft hiss. Taeji stood alone, the silence pressing in like a second skin.
His fingers tapped restlessly against his thigh as the numbers ticked upward. Each floor closer felt like stepping off a ledge.
He stared at his reflection in the mirrored panel. His eyes were clear but uncertain. He looked good, he had made sure of that but inside he felt raw. Exposed.
This is stupid. Or maybe it’s brave, he thought. God, maybe it’s both.
His chest tightened, not with fear, but something deeper… need, maybe. Not just for sex, not really. He wanted to be touched. Held. Seen. Even if it was a transaction, even if it ended in two days.  
Just one weekend, he told himself as the elevator chimed softly.
The doors opened.
He drew a breath, squared his shoulders and muttered, “609,” as he stepped forward failing to check the business card in his pocket.
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