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Chapter One

 

 

 

Ethan stood as his next appointment was shown though the door. His breath locked in his chest and his heart stuttered as the most stunning specimen of the male species entered his office. All those silly clichés he’d ever heard about meeting the partner of your dreams were true. Time froze, giving him ample opportunity to rake his eyes over the wet-dream-inspiring vision before him. 

Dark hair swept back from the high forehead of a lean face. Chiselled cheekbones and a straight nose led down to a pair of perfectly kissable lips. A strong neck disappeared into the collar of the white dress shirt. Broad shoulders filled the jacket which was expertly tailored to the strong frame. Lean hips topped long legs. Ethan’s eyes slowly travelled back up the perfect body and locked on a pair of piercing light coloured eyes. They were a before unseen combination of blue and grey. And they were focused right on him.

He mentally slapped his face and told himself to get back in the game. Hoping the beginnings of the hard-on that thickened in his slacks wasn’t too obvious with his suit coat on, he held out his hand. 

“Ethan Harrison. It’s nice to meet you.”

“Special Agent Ryan Ashton.”

A large hand engulfed his, and he swore sparks shot out where their skin connected. The strength evident in the grip was tempered by the slightly callused fingertip brushing across his wrist. Large veins descended from long fingers and roped across the back of the wide expanse. Heat infused Ethan’s palm, and a slight shiver rippled though his body.

He realised he still held Ryan’s hand as he stared into those mesmerising eyes, and he dropped his hold. Taking several steps back, he sat behind his desk to hide the evidence of his arousal. He gestured to the seat on the other side. 

“Please sit. Make yourself comfortable. Can I get you anything to drink?”

Ryan set down his briefcase and sat in the indicated seat. He leant back and crossed one ankle over his knee. “No thank you.”

“Special Agent Ashton, I understand you’re here to hand over case information regarding the investigation of Luke Yeung and Amerisystems.”

“Please call me Ryan.” He picked up his briefcase. After removing a file, he placed it on the desk and leant forward to slide it across. “You should have everything we’ve compiled up to this point in here.”

Ethan picked the thick folder and set it to his left. He would review the materials later, but right now, he wanted to continue his conversation with the man before him. “Why don’t you brief me on the basics while you’re here?”

Ryan’s relaxed posture in the chair contradicted the burn of his gaze as their eyes locked. “Our division has spent the last year compiling evidence of economic espionage against Mr. Yeung. We have documented proof of him selling the designs for Amerisystems’ prototype for a new environmental monitoring device. There has been suspicion of previous leaks, but until now, everything has been circumstantial.”

Ethan stood and walked around his large mahogany desk to the chair next to Ryan. He wanted to be closer to the alluring man. He sat and mimicked the other man’s posture. “What exactly does this device do?”

Ryan angled his body to better face Ethan. Their feet nearly touched. “It’s designed to collect data on temperature, light and soil moisture for crop lands and transfer it wirelessly to a remote computer using a short message service. This would allow farmers to analyse the conditions of their fields and make adjustments for a better yield with the current crop. In the long term, it would allow them to review the data from previous years to anticipate the condition of their fields for a new planting season.”

Ethan was so caught up in watching those sensuous lips move that he nearly missed his cue in the conversation, “Impressive, who’s he selling it to and why?”

Ryan shifted in his chair and licked his lips. 

“He’s selling it to a Chinese company which is covertly funded by the government. This company is known for reverse engineering products from across the globe to manufacture and sell at discounted prices. This is the first time we have evidence of them being directly supplied the design schematics. If Mr. Yeung’s actions were to come to fruition then the revenue from the release of a revolutionary device designed for and by Americans will be significantly decreased by the sale of the imitation.”

“Well, in this economy, we certainly can’t afford for that to happen. Have you been the lead investigator?”

That little movement a moment ago had forced Ryan’s jacket to separate, and Ethan caught the briefest glimpse of a thickening bulge in his lap. He was ecstatic that he wasn’t the only one feeling the attraction between them. 

“Yes, I have a team working with me, but I’m the point man on this one.”

“Excellent. Then if I have questions or need further information, you’re the one I want to speak with. Will you leave me your contact information?”

Ryan reached into his jacket pocket and removed a business card. He flipped it over, scribbled on the back then handed it to Ethan. “Here’s my card. It has my office information as well as my email address.”

Their hands brushed as the card was handed off. Ethan felt that jolt once again and let their fingers linger for a moment before sitting back in his seat. He flipped the card over and saw a series of digits. He looked over and raised one eyebrow. “And this number?”

“My personal cell phone. Just in case you need to reach me after business hours.”

He smiled. He would love to connect with Ryan after business hours. Speak to, kiss, touch, fuck, be fucked…he wasn’t picky. 

He glanced at his desk clock and noticed his next appointment was due in a few minutes. The half hour with Ryan had flown by. He stood and indicated for Ryan to precede him, making sure to get a peek of Ryan’s ass as he walked by. Silently, he cursed that it was covered by the suit coat.

Ethan halted the man’s progress by placing his hand on his broad shoulder and turned him around so they faced each other a foot from his office door. His hand slid down Ryan’s arm a few inches, and his fingers gave a little squeeze on the hard muscle. 

“It was very nice to meet you, Ryan. I’ll be sure to contact you if I have any questions.”

Ryan smiled and stepped closer to Ethan so their bodies were separated by the smallest of space. He tilted forward so his lips were right next to the furl of Ethan’s ear. “You do that.”

Ethan closed his eyes and inhaled the woodsy scent of Ryan’s aftershave. The combination of Ryan’s strong body nearly pressing against him and the low voice rumbling in his ear caused his cock to harden even further. He clenched his hands to prevent himself from grabbing onto the lapels of Ryan’s suit coat and closing the distance between them completely. When he opened his eyes Ryan had moved back and those unique blue-grey eyes held the promise of good things to come.

 

* * * *

 

Ryan walked out of the Moakley court complex, into the crisp November air and took his first solid breath in a half hour. 

On the way here he’d been dreading the appointment. He’d heard the lawyer handling the case was a real ball buster. He’d never worked with the man before, but some of his colleagues had, and they said the lawyer was a nice enough guy to work with but meticulous about nailing down every little aspect of whatever case he’d been assigned. By the time, Ryan left the office his balls definitely felt in jeopardy of busting, but only because he ached to bury himself deep inside the other man. 

Ethan. The echo of his name resounded in his head. 

Ryan climbed into his black Tahoe then headed onto Seaport Boulevard going towards State Street and the FBI field office near the government centre. 

As he made his way through the always congested Boston traffic, his mind wandered back to man he’d just left. Ethan’s lean frame was only a couple of inches shorter than his own six foot five height. That would be a real bonus when he kissed the man. Those golden, hazel eyes had hypnotised him when Ethan had spoken. Ryan bet that was a real advantage in the courtroom. He wanted sink his fingers into the thick light brown hair on the back of Ethan’s head and wrap his arms around Ethan’s trim waist. 

The attraction between them was undeniable. He’d seen the erection pushing against Ethan’s trousers despite the man’s attempt at discretion. The column had twitched as if reaching out to Ryan when he’d closed the distance between their bodies before leaving the office. 

As he pulled into the garage at the office, he smiled. Wrapping up this case would be enjoyable for multiple reasons. Not only would he see Yeung brought to justice, but now, he got to look forward to working with Ethan. Working very closely if he got his way, which he usually did. 


Chapter Two

 

 

 

He was going to be late, but there was no help for it. 

It was Sunday, and Ethan had only intended to spin by the office for a few minutes to pick up some notes, but the first assistant attorney had called him into his office to find out how the initial interview with the FBI on the Yeung case had gone. Why the man couldn’t have done it two days ago when Ethan had had the appointment, instead of today of all days, he didn’t know. But that was Murphy’s Law for you. 

Now, Ethan was in a race for time. He had to shower, change, and make it to Mission Hill in an hour. It was a good thing his loft was in the South End, not too terribly far from Rick, Conor and Calleigh’s, but try as he might he was going to be late.

Two days ago when Rick had called and asked for his advice on a legal matter, he hadn’t anticipated seeing his old friends so soon. However, yesterday, Conor had called and said they had an extra ticket to the Patriots versus the Jets game, and did Ethan want to come in appreciation for his help? He’d jumped at the chance. He was always open to any excuse to see a good game and spend time with friends. 

He pushed repeatedly on the button for the elevator in his building. Subconsciously, he knew that didn’t make it move any faster, but it made him feel better. When it finally arrived, he jumped in and hit the button for the fourth floor. 

It took only a few moments before he was at the door of his apartment. He unlocked the door and pushed his way inside. His bedroom was immediately off the entrance hallway. He stripped on the way, dropping his clothes in a trail leading to the en suite bathroom. He reached into the glass-walled shower to turn on the spray. 

As the water heated, he wrapped a towel around his waist and went in search of a pair of jeans and shirt to wear to the game. He triumphantly cheered when he found his favourite pair clean. Opening his closet doors, he found a green, long-sleeved crew top. He knew the colour made his eyes pop and he wasn’t averse to attracting the attention of any handsome guys. Granted a professional football game wasn’t the best cruising spot, but it never hurt to appear your best when single and looking.

He padded back into the bathroom and stepped into the shower. The hot water beating on his skin made him sigh. He knew he didn’t have time to dally, but he’d already resigned himself to being late. If a man wasn’t getting any sex, he might as well enjoy his shower time. He lifted the bottle of gel and rubbed across his chest, giving his nipples a little twist. The spike in sensation caused his cock to jump from where it rested between his legs. He squirted more gel in the palm of his hand and reached down to grasp the hardening flesh. Leaning back against the large tiles of the enclosure, he closed his eyes to further savour the arousal building inside him. 

Ryan’s tall athletic physique was the first image that came into focus behind Ethan’s eyelids. His hand encircled his now fully engorged cock and stroked up and down. He gave a little twist over the head at the top of each movement. His other hand manipulated his nipples, tweaking the tight nubs. The slight pinch morphed into pleasure as he sped up his hand. 

He pictured Ryan’s blue-grey eyes watching him as he jacked-off. The light orbs burning with desire, Ryan’s lips open as he panted. Ethan had never been one for exhibitionism but whatever worked. He stripped Ryan in his mind, the stylish black suit instantly evaporated. Ethan was greeted with a defined chest and ripped abdominals. Arms delineated with muscle. The chiselled calves and thighs of his long legs rose to lean hips with a perfectly cut ‘v’ guiding one’s gaze to a long thick cock. He imagined taking it deep in his throat. Swallowing around the head and tasting the spurts of pre-cum on his tongue. His hand would cup and roll the heavy balls as Ryan held his head and fucked his mouth in driving thrusts. 

Ethan felt his orgasm racing down his spine and pooling low in his balls. His mind reached out for Ryan once more, asking him for help. 

Imaginary Ryan walked up to him as he had in the office, his body now wet from the shower they shared. The drops of water made rivulets down the sculpted planes of his body. Ryan placed his hands on the wall beside Ethan’s head, and this time, their bodies touched. Chest to chest, stomach to stomach, cock to cock. Ethan wrapped his arms around the larger man and heard his deep voice in his ear. “Come.”

Ethan yelled Ryan’s name. Ropes of cum shot up onto his stomach and chest, only to be washed away by the spray from the shower. He milked his cock until the last aftershock trembled through his body. After he caught his breath, he quickly finished washing and dried off. 

Rushing through the last of his preparations, he dressed and attempted to tame his thick hair with some mousse and the blow dryer. Snatching his keys from where he’d dropped them on the table by the door, he left to meet the guys. Maybe he should call them and see if they could meet at the stadium instead of their house?

 

* * * *

 

They were in line at the concession stand during halftime when Ethan felt someone come up behind him and stand extremely close. Talk about invading my personal space. He was getting ready to turn around and confront the guy, when a pair of large hands settled on his hips and a dark voice rumbled in his ear.

“Your ass looks incredible in these jeans. I’ve been watching you for the last ten minutes.”

He knew that deep voice. The owner had acted out the starring role in his fantasy earlier. Ethan looked over his shoulder and smiled. He let his weight sag against the larger man, and Ryan gave a little grind of his hips into the object of his professed obsession. The line moved forward, and Ethan stepped out of the embrace, instantly missing the feel of those wonderful hands on his body. He turned sideways and sucked in a harsh breath at the sight of Ryan’s tall, muscular body draped in a pair of dark, form-fitting jeans and a Patriots jersey stretched across his broad shoulders and chest.

God, he looks amazing.

“Thank you. You do, too.”

“Damn, did I say that out loud?” 

Ethan took another step forward in line. Rick looked back at him with his eyebrow raised in question but then faced front again. Ethan saw him poke Conor and jerk his head back in their direction with a smile on his face. He rolled his eyes at his best friends and gave Rick a little shove on the back.

“Friends of yours?” Ryan asked, chuckling at the men’s antics.

“Yeah.” He turned his head and raised his voice enough for it to carry to the two men in front of him. “Although for the life of me I can’t remember why.”

Rick turned and faced Ethan. “I think you shamelessly use us for free baseball and football tickets.”

Conor looked over his shoulder. “Nah, remember Rick, we blackmailed him ten years ago. Said, if he didn’t hang out with us, we would tell everyone about his secret stash of—”

“Order your beer, clowns.” Ethan turned his back on Rick and Conor and looked into Ryan’s eyes. “Ignore them. They’re like little kids on the playground, taunting and teasing just to get a rise out of you.” He tilted his head to whisper in Ryan’s ear “They are really good friends though. I can’t imagine my life without them.”

“Your turn, grape-nuts.”

Ethan growled at the sound of his despised nick-name coming from Rick’s mouth. “Then again.” 

He turned around and placed his order with the concession clerk. When he went to grab his wallet, Ryan stopped him.

“Allow me.” He looked at the attendant. “Can you add another beer and a pretzel on to that, please?”

Ethan smiled and accepted his drink. When Ryan was finished paying, they stepped away from the counter, and he looked around to see where Rick and Conor had wandered off to. He spotted them by the entrance to the section where they were sitting and headed that direction with Ryan.

“Rick, Conor, I’d like you to meet Ryan Ashton.” He placed his hand low on Ryan’s back. He used his other hand, holding the beer, to gesture to his friends. “Ryan, these reprobates are Rick Connor and Conor McGuire. We all played soccer and roomed together at Boston College.”

Ryan held out his hand to each man. “It’s nice to meet you.” He gestured to the entrance. “Is this your section?”

Rick turned his head as the crowd cheered for the players returning to the field. “Yes, there’re plenty of open seats around if you want to join us.”

“That would be great.”

When they got back to their seats, Rick stepped past Ethan and winked. The whistle sounded, and they all cheered as the kick was returned to the Jets forty yard line. Several plays later, the stadium erupted as Tom Brady threw for a touchdown. Ethan turned, and Ryan’s arms wrapped around him, lifting him into a crushing hug. It lasted only a few seconds, but the sensation of their bodies pressed together burned through Ethan’s clothes despite the cold temperature outside.

 

When a time out was called, Ryan leaned over to see Rick and Conor talking to each other. He raised his voice to be heard over the roar of the stadium. “So tell me the story behind ‘grape-nuts’.” 

He laughed when Ethan put his head in his hands and shrank down into his seat. He placed a hand on Ethan’s thigh, giving a little squeeze.

Conor smiled. “Oh, this is great. So we were in our second year at B.C., and as Ethan mentioned, we all played football. Sorry, soccer to ye yanks. We were in the middle of a murder of a game against Duke. Ethan here was our midfielder and went in fer a steal, but slipped on the grass. He ended up getting a kick in the bollocks by their forward as he went to shoot. As you can imagine, he curled up like a little babby and turned an impressive shade of green, rivalling the fields of Shannon. The next day, we were getting dressed for practice and we all noticed that one of the family jewels had travelled north—I imagine seeking a safer neighbourhood. His sac contracted, adopting a bright purple coloration. Hence the name ‘grape-nuts’.”

“Oh fuck!” Ryan cupped a hand over his cock, wincing. He noticed several similar reactions from guys sitting near them. He looked at Ethan who appeared to be trying to disappear into the plastic of the seat at that point. “Didn’t you guys wear cups?”

Ethan sat up and gave Conor an evil glare for telling his tale of misery with such enthusiasm. The man just laughed then Ethan turned his head to look at Ryan. “No, they hampered the movement when we ran so I always just wore compression shorts. After that day though, I found a pair that I could slip a shield into the pouch so I had some protection.”

Ryan desperately wanted to pull Ethan into his arms and hold the man. It was obvious he was embarrassed about the story, but then Ryan saw a smile and Ethan started laughing with his buddies. That laugh sank deep inside and warmed Ryan in the cold, early evening air. The game continued, and he exploited every opportunity to touch Ethan. By the end of the game, his body was so tense he nearly vibrated with lust. 

As they shuffled out of the stadium, he was bumped from behind and ended up running into Ethan who was in front of him. Ethan started to fall, and Ryan latched an arm around his trim waist and hauled him back against his body. That perfect ass landed directly on top of his cock, and he thrust against it. There were so many people surrounding them that he knew nobody could see what he did. He thought he heard a moan from Ethan, but couldn’t be sure with all the raucous. Rick and Conor stood on either side of them. He saw Conor laugh, and Rick gave him a hard pat on the shoulder. They finally walked out of the gates several feet away. Once their small group cleared the mob, they paused. 

“Did you all drive together?” Ryan asked.

“Yes, saves on the outrageous parking fees,” Rick answered then he turned to Ethan. “Although someone almost made us miss kickoff.”

Ethan crossed his arms, glaring at Rick. “It wasn’t my fault, and I said I would meet you here.” He looked at Ryan. “Did you drive?”

“No, I took the train. I hate having to deal with parking at these things.”

“Would you like a ride?” Conor asked.

“Where do you live? I’d hate to make you go out of your way.”

“We’re in Mission Hill, and Ethan’s car is there. He lives in the South End. What about you?”

“I’ve got a loft in the Piano Craft Guild building on Tremont,” he said.

Ethan smiled. “That’s only ten minutes from me!” 

 

The bright orbs of Ryan’s blue-grey eyes pulled Ethan in like a tractor beam. He took a step towards him and lifted his hand a few inches.

“Perfect. You can ride with us then Ethan will drive you home.” He saw that neither man had moved. “Or wherever.”

Ryan took Ethan’s hand and held it between their bodies. “Would you mind?”

Ethan visualised sparks arching between him and Ryan and slid his hands up Ryan’s rock-hard chest eager to complete the circuit. His thumbs rubbed over pebbled nipples, and the trance he’d been in broke as lids covered Ryan’s eyes. He wanted to kiss him so bad but figured outside a stadium with a thousand revellers milling around them wasn’t an ideal location for the first time. 

As if he’d read Ethan’s mind, Ryan’s low voice said, “Wait. I want you too bad to stop before things get out of hand in public.”

Ethan was pushed forward as Rick directed them to where they’d parked the car. Looking over his shoulder, Ethan saw that Conor was doing the same to Ryan. He really did have good friends.


Chapter Three

 

 

 

Ryan settled in the seat of Ethan’s Toyota Camry coup and latched his seatbelt. The interior was spacious and well appointed. It even had one of those nifty navigation screens with all the bells and whistles. When Ethan started the ignition, loud classic rock blared through the speakers.

He jerked his hand up to the volume control. “Sorry about that. I tend to like loud music when I drive.”

“No problem. Generally, I do, too.”

Ryan saw the bright whites of Ethan’s smile, and it made him feel all mushy inside that he caused the man joy.

“Calleigh seems really nice, and those little boys are a riot.”

“Yeah, I’d only met her tonight before the game. Rick and Conor have talked about her non-stop for the past three years, but they only solidified their union a couple of months ago.”

“Why is that?”

“Mostly it was because she was grieving for her husband who was killed on active duty in Iraq. He was the boys’ father, but they never knew him. As far as they’re concerned, Rick and Conor are their dads.”

“Did she never tell them, or are they just too young to understand?”

“I think they know superficially. Calleigh always takes them to visit his memorial on the anniversary of his death, but being only three years old I doubt it’s held much meaning for them.”

“So this might be a little bit of a personal question, but are Rick and Conor bi-sexual?”

“No, they only want Calleigh. Don’t get me wrong. They love each other, but it’s more like brothers. They’ve shared women since our college days and have been looking for someone to complete their triangle for several years. Their love for her has been obvious, and I was thrilled when they finally made their move.”

Rick watched as Ethan expertly manoeuvred through the traffic, heading into the South End. Was Ethan going to take him home and leave, or would they have the opportunity to take their desire further? He really didn’t care whose house they ended up at, as long as Ethan ended up in his arms. He grinned as they passed the turn to his place.

“You missed the turn to my loft.”

“Yep.”

He placed his hand on Ethan’s thigh and slid it between his legs. The legs parted slightly giving him more room to play. “You’re kidnapping me?”

“I like to think of it as pressing into service.”

“And who am I going to serve?”

“Well, if I play my cards right, me.” 

Ethan’s eyes left the road for a few seconds, but that was all Ryan needed to see the arousal burning in their golden depths. Oh yes, he was going to have this man. He couldn’t wait to feel that toned, lean body press against him. There was nothing better than the hard body of a lover arching into him as they both hurtled towards climax.

“I live to satisfy your every need.” He knew the line was cheesy, but he was having fun with the sexual banter. It helped keep his arousal in check until they reached their destination.

 

The promise in Ryan’s deep voice caused Ethan’s foot to press harder on the accelerator. His cock was so hard it pushed into the zipper of his jeans painfully. By the end of the night, he wouldn’t be surprised to see little ridge impressions from the teeth. He squirmed in the seat, trying to find a position that eased some of the pressure.

Finally, they were at his apartment, and he pulled into his designated spot. He got out of the car then looked over his shoulder to see Ryan right behind him. Tensing every muscle in his body so he didn’t take off for the doors at a sprint, he held out his hand to his soon-to-be lover. 

They were fortunate that the elevator opened right way. They stepped inside, and once he pushed the button for the fourth floor, he found himself up against the wall with Ryan’s mouth latched onto his. He opened, welcoming the thrust of Ryan’s slick tongue, and moaned when Ryan cupped his ass to grind their cocks together. 

He wrapped his arms around Ryan’s neck, kissing him back. His tongue duelled for supremacy. He changed the angle of his head to deepen the kiss, licking into the sweet recesses of the hot mouth. He pushed against the larger man’s body, and they ended up in reverse position on the opposite wall. 

His skin was hot and the clothes bothersome. He wanted to feel the expanse of Ryan’s bare body against him. He rubbed against Ryan as if he were a cat. He vaguely heard the ding of the elevator as it reached his floor but didn’t want to break their connection. Apparently, Ryan thought the same because he pushed out against wall and spun Ethan around. Their mouths finally separated as breathing became a necessity.

“Wrap your legs around me,” Ryan growled.

Ethan gave a little jump and did as told. He was amazed when Ryan lifted him so easily. Despite Ethan’s leaner build, they nearly matched in height.

“Which way?” Ryan asked.

“Right. Last door on the left.”

Ethan latched his lips onto Ryan’s neck and sucked, careful not to leave a mark but making sure to get a good taste of the man he craved. His tongue licked, and his teeth nibbled on the salty skin. The lingering scent of aftershave tantalised him, and he burrowed his nose below Ryan’s jaw. When they reached his doorway, he reluctantly untangled himself from Ryan’s hold. 

“I’ll give you the tour later. My bedroom is to the right of the entrance.”

They shoved their way inside. He threw his keys on the table, barely remembering to secure the door behind them. Taking Ryan’s hand, he dragged him into the bedroom and stopped at the foot of his king size bed. 

Ryan’s hands were already at the hem of Ethan’s shirt, lifting and tugging it over his head. When Ethan finally freed his arms, Ryan threw it somewhere over by the windows, repeating the motion with his own jersey. Ethan groaned as the sight of Ryan’s wide, bare chest. There was a tattoo above his right pectoral muscle, but Ethan couldn’t distinguish what it was in the dark. His gaze zeroed in on the brown nipples, and he sucked one into this mouth. 

Ryan’s hands buried themselves in Ethan’s hair for a moment, and Ethan cried out at the sensation then got busy undoing the button and zipper of his jeans. He kicked his way out of the offending garment and his briefs. 

He sank to his knees, working on the fastening of Ryan’s jeans. When the buttons were finally open, Ryan’s long, thick cock fell out to greet him. 

Oh fuck, Ryan is bare. 

Ethan pushed the material down Ryan’s hips and looked up at the sex god before him.

“Is it safe?”

Ryan ran his hand through Ethan’s hair. “Yeah, I’m clean.”

One hand cupped Ryan’s smooth balls while the other fisted the large erection. Ethan tilted his head and ran his tongue over the globes, slipping them into his mouth one at a time. His tongue glided over the satin-soft skin then he flattened it licking up to the crest where he was greeted with salty-sweet moisture. He opened and sucked the large round head of Ryan’s cock into his mouth. He swirled his tongue around the flange and dipped into the weeping slit.

“Oh, that’s it. Suck me.”

Ethan opened his jaw as much as possible and sank down on the hot thick column of flesh filling him. He’d mastered the art of deep-throating long ago, and his lovers all appreciated the diligent practice.

“Holy Christ, E!”

Ah, another satisfied customer.

He hollowed his cheeks as his lips rose up the long cock, swiped his tongue over the head and descended to the root one more time. His throat constricted as he swallowed, and he heard Ryan’s deep moan above his head. He continued his up-and-down movements, even using his teeth to nip on the tender flesh and exert extra pressure on the base. 

Ryan exclaimed his pleasure at the added sensations. His hands once again buried in Ethan’s hair as the trim hips began to thrust. Ethan closed his eyes and savoured the sensation of having his mouth fucked, but he wanted to feel Ryan buried inside him when they came this first time together. He looked up and caught the blue-grey gaze of his lover to convey his desire. 

Ryan pulled out and lifted Ethan under his arms to once again align their bodies. Their lips met in a tender kiss, a dissimilar sensation to the primal grabs and thrusts they’d so far shared. Arousal ripped through Ethan’s system. He separated their lips, sat on the bed then scooted backwards until he could reach the bedside table. Ryan knelt on the down-filled comforter and crawled up to loom over his body. Ethan finally got his hand on the lube and a condom and held them out.

“I know you said you’re clean, but I don’t bareback. Not until I’m committed to my life partner.”

“Good, neither do I.” 

He handed Ryan the rubber, watching as he tore open the foil pack with his teeth then sheathed his cock in rapid succession. Ryan flipped open the cap of the lube and squeezed out a liberal dollop. The cool gel slicked around the skin of Ethan’s hole. Ryan leant forward and captured his cock between firm lips. One finger pushed through the ring of Ethan’s anus. The finger moved around quickly and a second joined when he begged for more. Ryan continued to suck while he stretched him. Three fingers now slid in and out of his ass. The burn was exquisite, and his body demanded more.

“Fill me, Ryan. I want that long, thick cock inside me now!”

Ryan lined up the head with Ethan’s pulsating opening then lifted his legs over the thick forearms braced on his bed. Ryan pressed forward, and the blunt head of that perfect cock pushed at Ethan’s opening. It paused only a couple of inches in. 

“Oh god, don’t stop Ryan. Please give me it all.”

“Not stopping. Couldn’t even if…fuck me, you feel good.”

Ryan’s thick cock continued to fill him deep. The burn sent welcoming sparks of sensation across his nerve endings. Ethan pressed down and impaled himself, crying out at the feeling when Ryan’s cock surged to the hilt and round full balls slapped against his ass. Those globes bounced against him as Ryan thrust hard. Ethan reached back and grabbed the railing of his iron bed frame. 

“Harder…harder…” He lifted his legs over Ryan’s shoulders so the man could get deeper. Ryan’s hips sped up. The sound of their skin slapping against each other and the scent of sex filled the moonlit bedroom. Ryan pegged his prostate and stars burst behind Ethan’s eyes. “Fuck me!”

Ryan’s cock pistoned in and out of him at a blinding pace. Sweat dripped down of his nose to land on Ethan’s chest.

“Yes…yes. You feel so fucking good,” he panted.

“Soon,” Ryan warned.

Ethan’s orgasm closed in. His spine tingled, his balls pulled up tight against his body. Ryan adjusted the angle of his thrusts and stroked right over Ethan’s gland, causing him to scream as he came without a single touch to his cock. Waves of ecstasy rolled over him short-circuiting his brain. Cum coated his stomach and chest. 

Ryan pounded inside him several more times then the large body stiffened. Ryan’s back and head arched, the tendons in his neck standing out as a slash of moonlight landed directly on his torso in that moment as he roared out his climax. Ryan’s cock pulse deep inside Ethan, and for the first time in his sexual history, Ethan wished nothing separated their bodies.

 

* * * *

 

They lay in bed for awhile savouring the euphoria. Ethan’s eyes were closed, and his head rested on Ryan’s chest. One long muscled arm held him close and lazily rubbed his back.

Ethan shifted onto his side, lifting his head and rested it on his hand. “Tell me about the tattoo?”

“It’s an Aztec Sun. I got it shortly after being accepted by the bureau. The Aztecs believed that the sun was the guardian of heaven. Heaven may be a lofty goal, but I’ve always pictured myself a guardian, so I went with it.”

“It’s beautiful. The detail of the centre medallion and in the individual flames is very good.” He rolled onto his back but turned his head to face his new lover. “You want to see the rest of the place now?” 

“Yeah.” Ryan looked over at the clock next to the bed then back at Ethan. “I hate to say it, but I can’t stay tonight. I have to be at the office by seven-thirty tomorrow morning, and everything I need is at home.”

“I kind of figured that. How about we have a drink then I’ll take you home?” Ethan sat up to roll out of bed but was halted when one of Ryan’s arms wrapped around his waist. He was pulled back into Ryan’s torso and lips nibbled up and down his neck.

“I want to stay with you. I wish nothing more than to fall asleep with you wrapped in my arms.”

Ethan figured Ryan thought maybe he was upset about having to leave. “I understand, I do. This wasn’t planned, and we’re both adults who have demanding jobs. Falling asleep with you does sound wonderful. We’ll just have to plan better in the future.” He knew he was being rather presumptuous, but being with this man felt right in a way he’d never experienced with guys he’d dated in the past. Ethan leaned his head back on the round muscled shoulder behind him and lifted his head for a kiss.

Their lips met and tongues came out to play. Ryan’s hand cupped his cheek as the kiss deepened, and their bodies fell back onto the bed. Ethan arched into the warm expanse of skin covering him, savouring the weight pushing him into the mattress. They moved back and forth against each other, tongues sliding in and out of each others mouths. Ryan broke away and nuzzled along Ethan’s cheek and neck, licking along his Adam’s apple and in hollow at the base of his throat. Ethan’s cock hardened once again, and he gasped as a hand encircled it. His hips thrust up instinctively seeking more. 

 

Ryan grasped Ethan’s cock, giving it a few firm strokes. For a lean man, Ethan had a nice thick cock. It’s length almost a match to his. He continued to stroke the hot hard flesh. He latched onto one of Ethan’s nipples and sucked hard.

“Yes!” Ethan exclaimed.

Ethan’s hands buried in Ryan’s hair, holding Ryan against his lightly muscled chest. Ryan flicked his tongue against the firm nub and slid his thumb across the silky head of Ethan’s cock smearing the slippery liquid glistening on the tip. Another long slow stroke ended with a twist of the sensitive crown.

“Oh God.” Ethan’s head arched back further into the mattress, and he swallowed hard as his hips thrust upward.

Ryan moaned around the nipple filling his mouth. His cock ached for attention, and he flexed his hips against his lover’s muscled thigh. His hand stroked, and his thumb pushed against the slit on the head of Ethan’s cock.

“Faster…” Ethan thrust faster in rhythm to the strokes on his cock, emphasising his demand.

He continued to rub himself against Ethan’s thigh in sync with his hand. His head lifted from where it had been attached to bury in the thick locks of Ethan’s hair. He slid his arm under the arched neck and pulled their bodies closer together. Ryan’s lips floated over Ethan’s temple and down his cheek, finally finding their match. Ethan’s mouth opened under his, and Ryan sipped from the sweet recess. 

“Soon…gonna,” Ethan voice rasped.

Ryan’s head ducked back down, and he bit the hard nipple waiting for him. A cry filled the air, and liquid heat covered his hand. His hips thrust twice more, and he shot his release against the firm leg beside him. He milked Ethan’s cock until his lover’s body stopped shaking.

 

Ethan’s mind floated back to earth when he heard a dark, husky voice in his ear.

“You are so fucking hot when you come.”

His body was covered in sticky cum from both his and Ryan’s climaxes. It was going to start itching soon, but for now, he rolled closer to his lover and burrowed into the man who gave him so much pleasure.

“Guess we used up our time for that drink, huh?” Ethan teased.

“There’s always time for one last drink.” 

Ethan sat up and slid to the edge of the bed. He padded over to his bathroom and waited a moment until the water filling his vessel sink warmed to above freezing temperatures. Once satisfied, he dampened a cloth, then wiped away the traces of their passion. He retrieved another cloth from beneath the vanity, moistened it then carried it back into the bedroom then cleaned Ryan’s cock for him. He placed a little kiss on the soft flesh then threw the cloth in the hamper on the other side of the room. They dressed, but Ryan stopped him when he went to pull on his jeans. 

“You don’t need to drive me all the way home and come back. Stay, I’ll catch a cab.”

The idea of staying home was pleasing, but Ethan didn’t want to go back on his word. He’d told Ryan he would take him home since he’d kidnapped him.

Ryan walked up to Ethan and gave him a soft kiss. “It’s okay, I don’t mind.”

Ethan smiled and gave Ryan a kiss of his own. “Come on. I’ll give you the two cent tour before you leave.”

The floor was cold under Ethan’s feet as he turned on the canned lights in the hallway ceiling. The soft glow highlighted the hardwood. When they reached the end of the hallway leading to the main loft area, the first thing in line of sight was the galley-styled kitchen. It had contemporary wood cabinets, granite countertops and a tall breakfast island jutting out at a perpendicular angle housing the sink and dishwasher on the opposite side. Off to the right was the entertainment area with his oversized leather sofa and flat screen television. He’d placed his office area against wall that separated his bedroom and bathroom from the main living area. Last but not least, he showed Ryan his deck with a view of the downtown skyline.

“What do you think?”

“I love it. The exposed red brick throughout the place, the hardwood floors, the exposed venting. It’s warm unlike some loft spaces that are all modern and cold. The artwork you chose complements everything, too. How high are these ceilings, and how many square feet do you have?”

Ethan preened at Ryan’s compliments. “I think they’re twelve feet, and I have a little over a thousand square feet of usable space. What’s your place like?”

Ryan tugged Ethan into his arms and kissed him. “You’ll just have to come over and see for yourself.” He smiled. “It has some similar elements. Exposed brick and hardwood floors, but my bedroom is in an upper loft area, and I have a decorative fireplace. There are three main areas all separated by steps. My kitchen isn’t nearly this nice, and I don’t have a deck, but we do have a courtyard. I don’t spend much time out there though.”

“It sounds nice.”

“It’s served me well for the last several years, but I’m not particularly attached to it.”

Ethan separated from Ryan’s hold and walked over to where he kept his decanter of Irish whisky. He poured each of them a finger and carried it over, handing the lead crystal glass he’d inherited from his grandmother to his lover. They stared at each other as they sipped the warm, spicy liquor. Silence filled the darkened space. 

When they’d finished, Ethan took the glass and set it on the island. Then he took Ryan’s hand and led him back down the hall to the front door. He leaned in and kissed Ryan, his hand secure to the back of the other man’s neck. The slow, deep meshing of mouths was erotic and spine tingling. When they pulled apart, their noses together, he gave Ryan one last peck. “I’ll see you later.”

“You can count on it.”


Chapter Four

 

 

 

Two days later, Ryan leant back in his office chair and looked out the window. The sky was grey and overcast. It had been freezing when he’d stepped out for lunch a couple of hours ago. He squinted then stood to move closer to the window. He peered out into the maze of buildings that made up government centre.

That can’t be… I’ll be damned it is snow.

Fat flakes floated past the window. He hadn’t heard anything about snow being predicted today. It certainly was cold enough for it though.

I wonder how many inches we’ll get?

He walked back over to his desk and pulled up the internet to check the radar. A bulletin flashed across the top. Meteorologists predicting unexpected snowfall may reach ten inches. 

Disgusted he slumped down into the seat. 

Snowfall had been a fact of his entire life. He preferred having some notice though. He wondered if Ethan drove to the office. How did his car handle in poor weather? His shoulders and neck tensed at the thought of Ethan driving around in the snow in a car not designed to handle the bad conditions. He pulled his chair into the desk and grabbed the phone. Dialling the number for Ethan’s office, he waited with bated breath. Two rings later, he heard the extension picked up.

“Ethan Harrison.”

“Hey, it’s me.” The tension in his neck and shoulders dissipated at the sound of Ethan’s relaxed and cheerful voice. 

“Hi! To what do I owe this pleasure?”

“Just wanted to talk. I’ve been sitting here all day attempting to review case files, and my mind keeps wondering. I keep thinking about the other night.”

Ethan chuckled, “I know the feeling. I think I’ve read the same deposition three times. I read a sentence and some random word sparks a memory. My cock has been half hard all day. Hey, did you see the snow?”

Ethan sounded excited like a little boy.

“Yeah, they’re predicting ten inches. Where the hell did this snow come from?”

“Well, to the best of my knowledge, it comes from the sky, but I couldn’t give you a definitive answer beyond that.”

He snorted at the ridiculous comment. “Smartass.” He flicked the D.B. Cooper bobble head his administrative assistant had given him last Christmas. “Did you drive to work?”

“Yes, I normally do. I have to walk too far on either side of the ‘T’ stations to make it worthwhile, especially in winter.”

“How does your car handle in the snow? Considering the surprise they may not have all the streets cleared very quickly.” He didn’t want to sound too overprotective, but he needed to know that Ethan would be safe on the way home.

“It’s front-wheel drive, so I do okay as long as I take it slow.”

Ryan closed his eyes and said a silent prayer. “All right, just be careful.”

“I will, you too, yeah?”

“Yeah. I have all-wheel-drive so I’m good. You know what I’d really like to do tonight?”

“What’s that?”

“I’d like to turn out all the lights in my apartment and fuck you in a nest of blankets as the snow falls outside the windows.” He smiled as he heard a little moan on the other end of the line.

“Damn it, Ryan, there goes my cock again. I’m going to get busted one of these times. As good as that sounds, it would be impossible tonight. I’ll be here late going over the Yeung file. I’ll be lucky if I’m heading home before nine o’clock.”

“What are you going to do about dinner?”

Ethan chuckled, “That’s what vending machines are for.”

“No way. I’m not going to let you eat that crap when I can bring you something nice and hot. What do you want?”

“Ryan, you don’t need to bring me supper. I’m used to snacking on the go and at late hours.”

He knew he didn’t have to, but he wanted to see Ethan again. If his scenario wasn’t going to work out then he would go to Ethan. “Please, let me do this for you. If you’re working on my case anyway, I can answer any questions that pop up.” That sounded professional and not too lonely and desperate to feel Ethan in his arms again.

They talked for a few more minutes after he’d convinced Ethan to let him bring dinner. There was no way he was going to let his man eat dinner out of a vending machine if he could help it. 

Wait. His man? Was Ethan his man? They hadn’t made any promises to each other, but it felt like there had been something special between them the other night. It hadn’t only been another night of casual sex. But he would have to play this out and see how things progressed before he let his heart get tangled in the relationship. 

 

* * * *

 

Ethan hung up the phone and stared at it for a minute. Ryan was actually going to bring him dinner. Ethan had never had a boyfriend do that before. Most of the men he’d dated had gotten fed up with the hours he worked and had ended up telling him off when he’d said he once again had to work late. That had happened more often than not during the years he’d spent in a corporate law firm before moving to the U.S. Attorney’s Office. 

Back then it had been normal for him to put in seventy to eighty hours a week. The hours were a bitch, but the money had been good. It had allowed him to pay off his student loans and put aside a nice savings. Now he still worked long hours, but it wasn’t quite as insane. Of course, for all he knew, Ryan might get fed up quickly as well. Ethan had better not expect too much, but he would certainly enjoy Ryan’s attentions while he had them. 

Ethan called down to the security desk and informed the night guard that Ryan would be arriving in a few hours. The guard had recently made the change from first shift so he knew Ryan on sight and said he’d let the man in with no trouble. The anticipation of time with Ryan and a hot meal kick-started his motivation, and he opened the next deposition to review. Breaking out a highlighter, he scanned for the information he needed.

Several hours later, he heard a knock at his door. He looked up and saw Ryan with a grin on his face and holding a large bag with heavenly smells wafting from the top. Ethan removed his wire-framed reading glasses and went to greet him. Ryan waited in the open door to Ethan’s office, and when Ethan reached him, their heads tilted towards each other and their lips met. The kiss started out soft and welcoming then heated until they each had their arms wrapped around the other and their bodies pressed tight. 

The bag of food ended up on the floor when Ryan speared one hand through Ethan’s hair and the other grabbed his ass. It was a good thing he was the only person left in the office. The rest of the attorneys and staff had scurried home when the snow had begun to pile up. 

Ethan tilted his hips so their cocks could grind against each other, and he captured Ryan’s groan in his mouth. Their tongues duelled back and forth. Ryan tasted of coffee and peppermint. It felt so damn good to hold him again. It had only been two days since they’d seen each other, but he’d missed the feeling of the larger man’s muscles pressed against him, missed absorbing the heat from his skin. 

Their lips separated, and Ryan’s traced a path across Ethan’s cheek and down his neck, until he reached the collar of his dress shirt. Ethan tilted his head to give better access. Ryan loosened Ethan’s tie and undid the top buttons of his shirt. The material separated, and Ryan latched on to the tender skin at the base of Ethan’s throat. Ethan moaned as the suction drew the blood close to the surface. He knew there’d be a mark there later, but didn’t care.

When Ryan finally let go, Ethan rested his head on the wide shoulders of his lover. His arms were around Ryan’s lean waist, and he closed his eyes for a few seconds savouring the closeness. Ryan’s arms rubbed up and down his back as they stood there in the frame of Ethan’s office door. 

Ethan stepped back and almost tripped over the bag of takeout but was caught then pulled back into the large body in front of him before he hit the floor.

“Sorry, I dropped it. It was more important to hold you than hold the bag of food.”

“That’s okay. If tripping means I get to feel you against me, I’ll have to look for more things to fall over. I think I might have dropped a pen on the other side of my desk, want to try it over there?”

Ryan laughed and caressed Ethan’s cheekbones before giving him another quick kiss. “I can think of several things I’d like to do behind your desk. For instance, bending you over and rimming your ass before I shove my cock deep inside you, or how about having you sit in that big executive chair with me on my knees blowing you within an inch of your life.”

“Oh God, I’ll never look at my office the same way again. I’ll constantly fantasise about you doing just that.”

“How about we give you memories instead of fantasies?”

 

Ryan stepped into the office, closed the door and turned the lock. Ethan was already behind the desk, unbuttoning his pants. Ryan watched as the belt came undone and the zipper was lowered on the black dress slacks. Ethan pushed them and his briefs over his hips, exposing his long cock. Ryan’s mouth watered remembering the taste of Ethan’s flesh and pre-cum from the other night. Ethan sat in his chair and started stroking his cock. Ryan’s eyes were glued to the vision, watching the movements of Ethan’s hand.

His feet finally moved, and he found himself in front of the chair. Ethan was slouched down with the tails of the light blue dress shirt framing the hard glistening erection. Ryan’s cock was like stone and pressing against his pants. He undid his belt, button and zipper then knelt between Ethan’s legs. He slapped Ethan’s hand away.

“Mine,” he said, making a fist around the hot, thick column of flesh. He slid his tongue up the length from base to tip.

“Oh fuck.” Ethan tilted his head back against the chair and clenched the padded leather armrests.

Ryan kept licking around Ethan’s balls then up and down the turgid stalk but did not touch the head. Little whimpers and cries greeted his ears. Ethan’s hips lifted trying to direct him where to go.

“Please, Ry… Please, suck me.”

His lips opened, and he captured the crown. Suckling on the wet tip, he swirled his tongue around the rim and flicked it across the fraenulum. The flavour of Ethan’s skin and pre-cum exploded across his taste buds. He opened wide and swallowed Ethan’s cock all the way to the base, making sure to squeeze with his throat muscles when he reached as far as he could go. 

“Oh shit… More…more. Do it again.”

Ryan sucked up to the crown then slid down the length over and over. Ethan panted, and Ryan held his hips still so they wouldn’t jerk, forcing the cock he sucked to move too deep or quickly into his throat. 

“Gonna come, Ry.”

Ryan pulled down on Ethan’s balls and squeezed the base of his cock. “Not yet. I want you to come when I’m buried deep inside you.”

He pulled Ethan out of the chair and bent him over the desk. “Hope none of those papers are important, baby, because I’m going to make you shoot so hard.”

Ethan pushed up on the desk and swiped the files aside. “There, the desk has been cum proofed.”

Ryan pressed on Ethan’s back to flatten him once again against the surface. He sat in Ethan’s chair. His hands separated the round ass cheeks in front of him, and he groaned at the sight of the winking, puckered hole waiting for him. He ran his tongue up and down the trench and circled the rosette until the muscle relaxed so he could slip his tongue inside. The musky taste of man was ambrosia. He stiffened his tongue and speared as deep as possible into the tight opening.

 

Ethan cried out when Ryan’s tongue entered him. He only been rimmed a handful of times, and this was by far the best ever. The feel of Ryan’s slick, soft tongue circling and licking inside his ass was incredible. It made him want to beg, made him crave something harder and longer pushing deep inside him. He wanted, no needed, Ryan’s cock. Needed to feel the stretch and burn as Ryan buried himself deep. Needed the overwhelming pleasure of Ryan thrusting in and out, pegging his prostate and send him flying.

“Fuck me, Ry. Now”

He sensed Ryan standing and heard the rip of a foil packet. Seconds later, the tip of a lubricated condom pressed against him, demanding entry. The crown of Ryan’s cock entered and paused. 

Ryan’s hands grasped his hips as he pushed slowly forward. Ethan got impatient to feel the long cock buried inside him and pushed back until their pelvises pressed together.

“Oh fuck, babe. You feel amazing. So hot. So tight.”

“Fuck me, Ryan. I need it hard. I won’t break, I promise.”

 

Ryan pulled back and slammed forward as fast as he could. He swore spots danced behind his eyelids the pleasure of being inside Ethan was so great. In and out, he drove his hips. His grunts and Ethan’s cries of ecstasy filled the office space. Sweat bloomed on his forehead, and he leaned over Ethan’s back. The shift caused him to make direct contact with Ethan’s gland. He stayed at that angle, nailing the spot over and over. 

He kept up the brutal pace, giving Ethan the fucking he’d demanded. His cock was as hard as it had ever been. He knew he wouldn’t be able to hold on much longer. Ethan was trapped against the desk, his cock dragging across the surface with each surge of Ryan’s hips. It must have been enough stimulation because Ryan felt the muscles in his lover’s ass constrict around him, and Ethan’s entire body tensed as he yelled out his climax. 

Taking that as a signal to let go, Ryan slammed forward several more times and let his orgasm roll through him. His hips kept up the pace involuntarily as his mind shut down and endorphins flooded his system. His cum filled the condom so hard he worried about it holding. When he came to, he was collapsed over Ethan’s back, panting like he’d just run a marathon. He placed little kisses down the elegant spine, and the lean body beneath him shivered.

He pulled out and removed the condom, wrapping it in tissue from the desk for removal. He straightened his pants then bent over to pull up Ethan slacks. Ethan was still bent over the desk, and his eyes were closed. 

Concern speared through Ryan. “Are you okay, baby?”

 

“Yeah, I’m good.” Ethan lifted his head and pushed against the surface to raise his body. “Jesus, Ry, that was amazing. I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard.” 

He took several tissues out of the holder and wiped up his mess. He was glad to see that it didn’t leave a stain on the dark wood. 

He put his clothes back to rights and sat on Ryan’s lap in the office chair. His head rested on Ryan’s shoulder, and Ryan’s arm wrapped around his waist. After luxuriating in the glow of another round of amazing sex, he looked into Ryan’s eyes and touched their lips together softly.

“This was the best dinner meeting I’ve ever had, thank you,” he said.

“It was my pleasure. How about we actually eat?”


Chapter Five

 

 

 

They carried their now cooled meals down the hall to the small kitchenette. Thick carpet silenced their footsteps. The bright white walls were sporadically broken up by framed photos of U.S. cities, presidents and capitol buildings. The security lights provided enough illumination to make the long hall just this side of dark. 

Once they’d warmed their meals in the microwave in the coffee room, they carried them into the conference room where a long table sat surrounded by chairs. They left the overhead lights off to enjoy the view of downtown and the harbour through the large windows. There was enough light from the table lamp on the credenza along the far wall for them to see.

“How’s your grilled chicken?” Ryan asked.

Ethan wiped his mouth with his napkin and smiled. “It’s delicious, thank you. I didn’t realise how hungry I was until I took the first bite. This is so much better than a pack of Cheez-its and Zingers from the vending machine.”

“See, I told you. If you know you’re going to be staying late, call me, and I’ll bring you something.”

He dragged Ethan’s chair closer and gave him a soft kiss. Their lips lingered for a few brief moments. His tongue gave a little lick as they separated. He tasted the lemon and basil from chicken on Ethan’s lower lip.

“I don’t like the idea of you eating poorly and being here all alone when I can easily meet you after leaving the office. I know you have a lot of work to do, and I don’t want to distract you, but you should be allowed to have a dinner break.”

“It’s not that I can’t; it’s more like I’ve never had a reason to. One of the reasons none of my relationships have ever lasted is because I work long hours and anyone I was dating at the time was very resentful of that. In their defence though, I never put much effort into making the time to spend with them.” He shrugged his shoulders and focused his gaze on Ryan’s blue-grey eyes. “I never wanted to make the time.”

Ryan swallowed his bite of burger. The piece felt like a concrete brick moving down his throat. He took a drink of his water to alleviate the blockage. This was a big moment in their tenuous relationship; he knew it. “And with me?”

“I’m here, aren’t I?”

He stood and pushed Ethan’s chair back from the table. The other man had a startled look on his face but then smiled. Ryan lifted the leaner man up and sat him on his lap. He’d never been one for lap cuddling, but somehow, it felt right holding Ethan this way, luxuriating in the closeness and comfort of their bodies pressed together in tenderness rather than passion. He lifted a fry from Ethan’s plate and fed it to him.

“This feels silly. I’m a grown man and have been feeding myself for thirty years…”

Ryan stiffened, maybe Ethan didn’t like this. Ryan didn’t want to upset him. Things had been going so well up to this point. He moved to return them to their original positions but was stopped when a hand pressed against his chest.

“But I like it. I’ve never sat on anyone’s lap before, at least, not as an adult.” Ethan scooted around until he sat more comfortably on Ryan’s thighs. “You’re not much bigger than I am. Are you sure I’m not crushing you?”

“You’re nearly as tall as me, but I have a good fifty or sixty pounds on you—”

“Yes, and they’re all muscle,” Ethan said, squeezing the large biceps of the arm and continuing to feed him little nibbles.

“Believe me, you’re not too heavy. You feel perfect in my arms. Your hip snuggled up against my cock is making me hard again, especially with the way you keep squirming.”

Ryan punctuated the statement with a small thrust of his hips. Ethan’s weight holding him down in the chair was perfection. The clean masculine scent of Ethan’s aftershave wreaked havoc with his senses. He wanted to burrow into the soft skin of Ethan’s neck. 

The colourful lights of downtown twinkled through the fat snowflakes floating past the streetlights outside the large windows, and there was a quiet intimate atmosphere from the otherwise unoccupied office. Holding the smaller man in his arms at the end of his long day felt right. More than any previous dalliance. They’re relationship was still so new but already more fulfilling than any he’d previously experienced, certainly more than the casual backroom hook-ups of his youth. 

Their lips touched as they shared little kisses between bites of food. Ethan’s mouth was the perfect combination of softness and masculinity. They fit together like two pieces of a puzzle.

They finished their meal, and Ryan anticipated that Ethan was about to tell him he needed to get back to work, but instead he scooted around on Ryan’s lap again making him groan. Thick soft strands of Ethan’s hair kissed Ryan’s neck when Ethan laid his head down on Ryan’s shoulder with a sigh. He lazily rubbed up and down Ethan’s back and felt the tension of the day leave his body. Ryan leaned his head back against the tall chair and closed his eyes, letting himself drift in the haze between napping and consciousness.

Sometime later, he became aware of the fact that his human blanket was missing, and he stirred. His eyes blinked open slowly then he rubbed them, trying to generate moisture in the dryness he always felt when falling asleep with his contacts in. When he was able to focus again, he saw Ethan sitting in the chair next to him. Adorable wire-framed glasses perched on his face as he was obviously engrossed in reading some document. 

“Hey.”

“Hey. Good nap?” Ethan smiled.

“Yeah. Didn’t realise I needed one.” He felt bad for crashing out in the middle of their dinner date, but Ethan didn’t seem too put off. Still he should apologise. “I’m sorry about that. I guess it was the full belly, quiet space and the warmth of you in my lap that put me under.”

“No worries.” Ethan stood and took the few steps that separated their chairs. He leant down to place a soft kiss on Ryan’s lips then relaxed back against the conference table. “I checked out for a little while, too. You make a fabulous pillow by the way. Unfortunately, I have to finish going over these documents tonight. My boss wants an update on the case tomorrow.”

Ryan’s brain was now officially awake, and he glanced over at the papers scattered all over the large table. He spied multiple coloured highlighters littering the surface. “Do you need any help?” 

“Well, I’m going through these depositions and identifying pieces that are relevant to our prosecution.” Ethan sat back in his chair and pulled himself in closer to the table. “The trick is you have to know what to look for in the sea of babble.” He glanced down at the slowly shrinking pile of papers he still had to review. “You could help me by looking through these and seeing if there’s any mention of Yeung’s contacts with the parent company funding him. That’s what I’m trying to nail down at the moment. We need to have documented proof of his association and intent to sell the design of the device.”

Ryan was about to interrupt and defend the FBI’s investigative skills when Ethan’s hand landed on top of his stopping the words from escaping.

“I know you built a solid case, but I need to show the first assistant attorney and the judge the documentation when we go to court. These depositions are interviews with Yeung and some of his top executives. The more links we can make, the more solid the case.”

He felt a little chagrined that Ethan’s simple words had put him on the defensive, but this case had consumed his life for the past year. He sometimes felt as if he ate, slept and breathed Luke Yeung and Amerisystems. Sometimes, just when things seemed to be coming together, the slippery little sucker would pull a fast one on them, and they’d lose their connection. They had the proof of Yeung’s intent to sell to Losung a company funded by the Chinese government, but one of the hardest things to nail down was his reasoning. Money was the primary motive the FBI officially had determined. They’d found the trail of cash leading to a deposit of fifteen million dollars in a private Swiss bank account opened under a dummy corporation with Luke listed as CEO. However, that in itself had been a bitch to prove because he’d given his Chinese birth name to the institution. Once they’d dotted every i and crossed every t, they’d finally been able to subpoena the records. 

Most people think that private off shore banks are obligated to maintain absolute privacy, but in the Swiss system they are required to assist authorities in criminal matters, and since, in this case, it was a federal investigation in economic espionage, a crime punishable in both Switzerland and the U.S., they were able to freeze Yeung’s foreign assets. 

However, Ryan had always suspected a much deeper motive. One more malevolent. He’d uncovered a circumstantial link from Luke Yeung to an enforcer of a triad, a Chinese underground society often seen as the Asian counterpart to the Italian mobs, known for financing terrorist acts. When he’d brought the information to his superiors, they’d instructed him to stay on the leads with more documental proof. They couldn’t prosecute the man for his associations, but they could for espionage. 

He’d never been able to let go of the fact, though it was small. The thought that an American citizen was directly linked to an organisation responsible for the deaths of one hundred children in a nerve gas attack on a school in Malaysia was sickening. Worse because that man was within Ryan’s grasp for what was technically a white collar offence when he could potentially be prosecuted for something much more criminal. It didn’t matter that Yeung hadn’t flicked the switch or bought the weapon. If he was truly a member of the organisation responsible for providing the funds to purchase the biological weapon, it made him just as culpable in Ryan’s mind. For awhile, Ryan had done some silent digging to find out if Luke Yeung was a triad member but had never unearthed more than the association between to the two men.

 

Ethan stopped talking when he realised Ryan wasn’t paying attention to him any longer. He saw the far off look in Ryan’s eyes and wondered where he’d gone. When they changed from their normal placid blue-grey to a stormy dark colour, Ethan shivered. He hoped whatever Ryan was thinking it wasn’t him. He’d hate to have inspired whatever thoughts made those beautiful light eyes seethe with anger. 

Ryan’s large muscular body was tight with tension. His fists clenched so tight his knuckles were white. Ethan couldn’t stand watching him locked in the silent struggle any longer.

He softly whistled a popular tune of a classic rock song, hoping the external stimulus would pull Ryan outside his head. He didn’t dare touch the man as aggressive as he looked at the moment. Not that he was afraid Ryan would hurt him, but he knew how jarring it could be when yanked out of thought by a sudden interruption. It was better to close the mental door yourself. He kept watch out of the corner of his eye as he continued highlighting the relevant material in the depositions he was reviewing. About thirty seconds into the song, Ryan blinked and looked over at him. 

Ethan didn’t want Ryan to dwell on whatever he was thinking so he light-heartedly asked, “Name that tune?”

“What is Changes by Tesla?”

“Wow, I’m impressed! How on earth did you pick that up so fast?”

“Ironically, it was playing on my Sirius radio on the way over here. I sometimes go through a stage when I need a hair-band fix. What put it in your head?”

Ethan chuckled. “Believe it or not, the same thing. I had my radio tuned to the Hair Nation station on the way to work this morning.”

“Oh lord, I thought I was the only one. Most of my buddies say I’m insane to want to relive that period of Aquanet, alcohol induced haze and stank leather.”

“Wait. First of all, that album was released in 1986. There is no way you were old enough to be immersed in the hair-band alcohol and drug haze. Second of all, you have leather?” Ethan smiled and leered.

Ryan laughed. “Okay, so I was only fourteen at the time that album came out but I was a rebellious child. I can’t count the number of times my parents held their ears and shook their heads at the noise coming from my bedroom. Guitar riffs splintered the air from the moment I came home from school to when they shut off my lights in effort to enforce bedtime. I idolised those leather-clad bad boys and their unabashed enthusiasm to do whatever they hell they wanted regardless of consequences.” He gave Ethan his own leer. “And let’s be honest. All that tight, black leather showcasing lithe hips, thick bulges, long legs and sweaty chests fuelled hours of fantasies for a hormone riddled teenage boy.”

Ethan licked his lips at images of a younger Ryan jacking off to a poster of Poison or Mötley Crüe. He still had a copy of Rolling Stone with Jon Bon Jovi on the cover stashed away in his closet. 

“So Thanksgiving is next week. What are you doing?” Ryan asked

Ethan shook his head when Ryan’s question broke his fantasy apart. “Huh?”

Ryan snickered at Ethan’s distracted question. “Thanksgiving? Turkey, mashed potatoes, pumpkin pie. Ringing any bells?”

“Oh yeah.” He grimaced. “Have to go home for the obligatory visit to the parental units.”

“Uh-oh. Not a good thing?”

He shrugged. “It’s fine. I just don’t have much in common with any of my family. Mostly, I sit there and listen to them expound on the perfection of my younger brother. His perfect job, perfect wife, perfect children.”

“You’re a lawyer for the United States Attorney’s Office. That’s not good enough for them?”

He looked away not wanting Ryan to see how much it hurt. Despite his best efforts, he was still considered a disappointment in his parents’ eyes. It didn’t matter that he graduated top of his class at Boston College on full scholarship. It didn’t matter that he’d played sports his entire childhood, adolescence and college years. He’d gone to law school and gotten a job with a prestigious law firm right out of school instead of going into the family business. His family had owned and operated a marina and boat rental business in the Ozarks for years. He loved the water but had wanted more for his life than giving vacationing families tours of the lakes in central Missouri. 

The big kicker was that despite coming out to his parents at high school graduation, they refused to acknowledge his lifestyle. It could be worse. He knew some men whose family had cut all ties with them when they’d come out. His just ignored the entire episode as if it had never happened. His mom still asked him if he’d met any nice girls in the big city and invariably offered to set him up with some woman friend’s daughter from the church when he went home.

“Ethan?”

“Sorry, let’s just say they had other expectations.”

“There’s nothing you can talk to them about? I know you had fun at the football game the other night. Does you family not do sports? There’re always games on that day.”

“Oh my dad and brother love football. They spend hours in front of the tube, drinking beer while my mom and sister-in-law cook dinner. It just so happens they feel the need to explain each play to me like I’m a four year old because playing soccer all my life wasn’t considered a real sport. Real men don’t play soccer, don’t you know?”

“What a load of horseshit. The tactics and strategy involved in soccer are ten times more complicated then being told what plays to run and barrelling full speed into a two hundred and fifty pound defensemen. You have to think on the fly, calculate trajectory and avoid being kicked in the balls.”

Ethan laughed and was glad Ryan had pulled him out of the funk he always sunk to when thinking about going home. He looked into the smiling eyes next to him. “Thanks”

“Ditto.”

There was no need to expand. They both knew what was being said.


Chapter Six

 

 

 

 

Ethan was so glad to be home. Thanksgiving had been everything he’d expected and dreaded. 

The moment he’d landed at Lambert International in St. Louis, things had gone from bad to worse. The rental agency had lost his reservation for the car, and the only thing available was a tiny compact his tall frame barely sardined into. Then he’d gotten a flat driving down to his parents. Changing a tire in a rain and sleet storm on the side of Highway Forty-four was nobody’s idea of a good time. 

When he’d finally arrived, he’d been hungry, still damp and cold. His mom had told him there might be leftovers in the fridge, but they’d already eaten when his plane had been delayed due to the storm. He’d told her not to worry about it that he was going up to his old room to sleep. However, he’d been told his niece and nephew were staying there. He’d gotten relegated to the sofa-bed in the basement. 

Unfortunately, the basement was also his dad’s man-cave so Ethan had to wait until the beer, chicken wing and Die Hard fest was over before he could crash. He even liked the most recent Die Hard movie, but at that point, he could care less how many terrorists one man could single-handedly defeat. Even if Bruce Willis still looked damn good.

The following morning had been business as usual. Beer, football lessons and attempted setups. He’d told his mom that he was seeing someone, and she’d gotten all excited, but when he mentioned Ryan’s name, a sour expression had crossed her face and she’d changed the subject. 

The only redeeming aspect had been seeing his nephews. He loved those little boys, and they were always fun to play with. He’d taken them in the backyard and kicked the soccer ball around with them, teaching them tips for passing the ball with accuracy. They’d been wet, muddy, tired and had had a blast until his sister-in-law scowled them for bring dirt into grandma and grandpa’s house then gave him a dirty look for encouraging their reckless behaviour. He’d taken the boys upstairs and cleaned them up, and even had them laughing with imitations of their mom by the time they were done.

Now, as his plane touched down at Logan, he was home. The weather report said Boston would greet him with fresh blanket of snow and freezing winds, but he didn’t care. The entire four hour flight he’d anticipated seeing Ryan again. Ryan’s arms would surround him with heat, firm lips would breathe warmth into his body and a hot hard cock would—

Okay, time to stop thinking along those lines until he could safely exit the plane without embarrassment.

When he got to the security checkpoint, a smile lit his face at the sight of Ryan waiting for him. His tall muscled frame had a clear line of sight above the others waiting and passengers disembarking. When those grey-blue orbs locked on Ethan, he couldn’t help himself; he quickened his step to nearly a run and threw his arms around his man. When Ryan’s arms encircled him and squeezed in welcome, it truly felt as if he were home. 

Ethan finally pulled back, wanting to kiss those perfect lips inches from his, but he knew they had to show some restraint. “God, I missed you.”

“Me too, E. But you survived, yeah? Now, you’re home.”

“That’s just what I was thinking.”

“Let’s get out of here.”

They exited the terminal, and Ethan was nearly blown backwards by the brutal north wind. Ryan caught him and turned with his back to the wind so Ethan was protected. The shield of Ryan’s larger body provided some defence against frigid air. He tucked his body closer seeking shelter as they crossed the parking area to Ryan’s SUV. 

After Ethan was seated and closed into the cold interior of the vehicle, Ryan ran around to the other side and jumped in. He turned the ignition over and cranked up the heater that, fortunately, still had some warm air in reserve. 

Ethan didn’t have any gloves and rubbed his hands together cupping them over his mouth. He blew the little heat still inside his body over the chafed skin. His hands were gathered between Ryan’s larger ones and rubbed, the friction helping the numbness that settled in despite the short distance from the door to the car. He glanced up and smiled at the tender way Ryan took care of him. 

Their gazes held for a few seconds then, as a unit, they closed the distance between their bodies and met in a torrid kiss over the centre console. His now warm hand latched onto the back of Ryan’s neck, holding him prisoner as their lips clung to each other. Ryan tasted so good. Their tongues duelled and clung together in each other’s mouths. He couldn’t get enough and tried to extend the kiss, silently begging Ryan to continue the wonderful feelings coursing through him. 

They’d only been separated for a few days, but it felt like forever. He needed this man more than he’d ever needed anyone before. Ryan was his anchor in the storm of craziness that was his life. He’d been adrift in the midst of his family, and he needed the security Ryan’s presence and touch provided.

 

“Stay with me tonight,” Ryan pleaded, his breathing harsh in the cab of the car. His fingers stroked the thick locks of Ethan’s hair back from his forehead where they’d fallen over the bright hazel eyes. “Let me hold you, let me touch you, let me—”

He’d been about to say ‘let me love you’ but stopped. He didn’t want to freak Ethan out. The man was becoming the centre of his universe. Ryan had thought the extended weekend away would give him focus, cool the raging emotions that kept consuming him when they were together. Instead, he’d found himself reaching for Ethan at night or wanting to pick up the phone to call and make sure he was okay. Ryan had gotten the impression that Ethan’s childhood home was anything but something to be thankful for and had wanted to be there for him.

His family was the opposite. Loving, generous, supportive. When his mom had asked if he was seeing anyone he’d told her about Ethan. He tried to play it cool, saying they’d only been together a few weeks, but she’d seen right through him. He never knew how, but she’d always been able to detect his bullshit, even as a kid when he would stupidly act out in effort to be cool. 

She’d cornered him the day after Thanksgiving and asked if he loved Ethan. The question had floored him. He knew he cared for the man but loved? Now? So soon? It couldn’t possibly be. She’d just smiled and patted him on the cheek before walking away to serve more pie to the rest of the family. The thought had consumed him the rest of the weekend. He’d eventually realised that he was falling and fast.

“I packed a suit for tomorrow before I left.” Ethan looked down and drew little circles on the leather padded division between them.

Ryan lifted Ethan’s chin and kissed him. He let the touch linger, his fingers holding Ethan immobile. He didn’t know where the uncertainty and shyness was coming from. Ethan had always been so sure of himself, never hesitant about what was happening between them. If this is what a weekend with the man’s family did to him, Ryan would make sure that from now on he was there standing next to him in solidarity. If his family didn’t like it, they could just deal. If they couldn’t provide their son and brother with the love and support he deserved, Ryan would make sure Ethan could get it from him and his. He separated their lips and rubbed their noses together.

“Then let’s go home.”

He pulled out of the parking space and manoeuvred his way out of the area surrounding the airport. When they neared his loft, he realised this was the first time Ethan had been to his home. Until now, they’d always met at his apartment or at one of their offices for dinner after work. Every time they’d had sex, it’d always been at Ethan’s apartment or office. He remembered that night with a smile. 

Ryan unlocked his door and ushered Ethan inside. Giving him the tour, he pointed out the basic kitchen, sitting area and home office. Taking Ethan’s hand, Ryan led him to the large windows at the base of the stairs to his loft bedroom and pulled him into the circle of his arms. They stood in silence for a minute soaking up each other’s presence and gazing out at his view of the city. By unspoken accession, they turned and walked up the stairs to Ryan’s bedroom hand in hand.

They stopped beside his bed and slowly undressed each other. Layers melted away. The soft, pale skin of Ethan’s body was revealed inch by inch. Ryan traced the ridges of the protruding collarbone then skimmed over the leanly muscled ribcage and stomach. 

 

Ethan held on to Ryan’s hips as fingers explored the contours of his body. Ethan had begun to feel a little self conscious about his body. He tried to work out as often as his busy work schedule permitted, but knew his regime was nothing like the hours he’d spent daily running and lifting in college. His one indulgence he swore would never alter, unless the sky was falling, would be his weekly workouts rowing on the Charles River during the spring and summer seasons. The solitude he found on the water calmed his raging mind and the cardio workout ensured that he still maintained good muscle tone throughout his body. He was proud of the fact that with hard work he’d kept his six-pack, but he knew he was not as ripped as he had been in college. Preferring his lovers to have larger, harder bodies than himself had been slightly awkward on more than one occasion when he’d met up with the wrong guy, but he still believed there was nothing in the world like having the weight of his lover above him in bed, the weight pressing him into the mattress, his man’s body surrounding and consuming him while they fucked. He’d topped on occasion and even enjoyed it, but he was a guy and guys liked to have sex, any sex. Still, he generally preferred the bottom role to his lovers. 

Ryan’s hands reached Ethan’s jeans and the buttons popped open one by one. Their lips met and clung together. Their similar heights made it easy to maintain contact as their clothes fell away. Ryan’s large hands slid inside Ethan’s jeans, and Ethan heard a groan when Ryan discovered he’d gone sans underwear in anticipation of their meeting tonight. Ryan’s palms slid around to Ethan’s ass and cupped, pulling him so close that no space separated their torsos and hips. 

Ethan’s jeans fell to his ankles, and he kicked them away. His nude body pressed tight to Ryan’s. They worked together to get Ryan’s jeans and underwear off. He latched onto one of Ryan’s nipples and sucked. His head was held tight to Ryan’s hard, broad chest as he worked the pebbled protrusion. Ryan’s jeans were forgotten for the moment. When they did get the offending material removed, they pressed tight against one another. Their cocks rubbed and left wet kisses on each others stomachs. 

Ethan licked and nibbled on Ryan’s neck and jaw. Ryan’s head tilted back, and Ethan felt him swallow hard as he licked across his Adam’s apple. 

Ryan walked them backwards as they continued to kiss. Ethan’s knees hit the edge of the mattress and his weight shifted to his heels. He couldn’t maintain his balance and started to fall backwards, but Ryan wrapped an arm around his waist and guided him down slowly. Ryan’s body covered him so perfectly. They inched their way back onto the mattress. Their bodies constantly maintained contact, lips met in fiery, tender kisses, hands groped and caressed naked skin.

He cradled Ryan between his legs and arched his hips to rub their cocks together, seeking the contact and electric sensations that bolted through his body. He latched onto Ryan’s ass and pulled him in begging for the grind of their bodies together. He needed this touch, this closeness. He needed to feel surrounded. He opened his eyes and stared into those above him asking, pleading to be filled, stretched and loved until he could finally let go and leave his body behind in the transcendence of pleasure only Ryan could give him.

 

Ryan reached for the bedside table and dug around for a second until he found the lube and a condom. He needed to be inside Ethan, and he needed it now. He’d read the desire in the man’s eyes a moment ago. They needed this moment. It was just the two of them in this bed. No family, no work, nothing but what they shared. 

He slicked up his fingers then pressed against Ethan’s opening. He groaned long and low as the tight ring gave way, and he entered the heat of Ethan’s body. His long finger worked deeper into the constricting depths. He worked his way in until his palm touched the cheeks Ethan bared by holding his legs back against his chest. Ryan quickly added a second and third finger when Ethan started gasping and pushing into his hand, silently begging for more. He twisted and separated his digits as the muscles loosened enough for him to fit in his cock without pain. 

Ryan leant over and slashed his mouth across Ethan’s. His head twisted adjusting the fit of their mouths. He forced his tongue between Ethan’s succulent lips, licked across his teeth and thrust deep into the warm cavern of his mouth. He consumed Ethan’s taste. 

Ethan gave no quarter and answered each thrust, lick and bite with one of his own. Sexy, savage growls traded between their fused mouths. Ryan’s fingers stroked deep penetrating Ethan as far as possible. He found and pushed against Ethan’s prostate, and a primal sound echoed in the space of his loft. The muscles in his arm were tight and delineated, and he pulled out slowly only to push back again pegging the glad that made Ethan yell and push into his touch. 

Ryan’s cock was so hard the skin felt tight as blood pulsed through his veins. He ached to push his way inside and claim what was his. The need to be buried deeply inside Ethan burned through his bones. 

He sat back, tore open the foil wrapper and sheathed his cock, hissing as the thin latex slid down the turgid skin. He used a little more lubrication to slick himself up. He braced his hands on either side of Ethan’s head and angled his hips so he was pressed against the stretched opening that fluttered and begged for his entry. He pushed, and the head of his cock popped through the first ring. His eyes locked on the glowing hazel ones beneath him. Slowly, he fed inch by inch of his cock deep. He didn’t stop until the entire length was held snugly inside the molten welcoming channel.

He paused and tried to keep his mind from fragmenting over the extreme pleasure of being held by Ethan’s body. The feeling was so amazing, so consuming that he was afraid he would lose it. When he was able to breathe without gasping, he slowly pulled back so only the head of his cock was still inside then slammed forward once again, completing the union of their bodies. Ethan’s shout of pleasure vibrated through him.

 

Ethan’s blood boiled as Ryan set his body on fire. Ryan’s thrusts overwhelming his entire being. Lean hips drove faster and faster. Whole body lunges speared him to the very depths of his soul. His legs gripped tight and high around Ryan’s back as he arched into each stroke of the wonderfully long, thick cock filling him over and over. His hands clenched the sheets on either side of him, holding on to keep them from going over the edge of the mattress. He couldn’t even reach for his cock for fear of losing the tenuous hold on their position. 

Ryan’s large chest billowed with breaths as he kept up the brutal pace. This is what Ethan needed, this all encompassing, mind-melting, body-shattering experience. Ryan adjusted the angle of his thrusts, and now, the head of his cock came in direct contact with Ethan’s gland. The rapid staccato thrusts hit it again and again. Ethan’s throat felt raw with his exclamations in ecstasy. 

Without warning, every muscle in his body tensed. A shot of electricity bolted from the top of his head, down his spine, through his ass and pooled in his balls. It felt as if static electricity zapped across his skin and collecting where their bodies joined as Ryan continued to drive rapidly inside him. Then as if a switch were flipped, the thunderbolt shot through his cock as he came harder than ever before in his life. The orgasm continued so long that the explosions erupting from the slit covered his chest and stomach in wet seed. 

Ryan, stilled and roared out his climax. Ethan felt the jerks of the cock held deep inside him. The sensation prolonged his pleasure. The fiery sensation steamrolled through his body as he latched onto Ryan back and arched into the sweat-covered chest above him. His eyes rolled back into his head and lights flashed behind his eyelids.

 

* * * *

 

Ethan’s brain slowly swam to consciousness despite his best effort to remain in the lovely, warm haze of his dream. He’d been wrapped in Ryan’s arms after making love in a cabana on a private beach. The warm, topical sea breeze had gently cooled their sweat slick bodies. The scents of sun, sand and sea had wafted around them. The sound of the surf had crashed on the shore, singing a lullaby of its own. But try as he might the new day beckoned. 

His eyes blinked slowly and focused on a wall in front of him. The weak early light highlighted a black and white artistic photograph of a nude male. The symmetry and delineation of his muscles were a testament to the ideal physique. Ethan rolled onto his back and lifted an arm behind his head. Ryan’s large arm landed across his stomach, and Ethan ran his hand down across the sleep-warmed skin. The crisp hairs tickled his palm. He linked his fingers with the lovely long fingers that had loved him nearly unconscious the night before. He turned onto his side so they faced each other, slung his arm over Ryan’s waist and scooted closer so their bodies nearly touched.

“Morning,” Ryan’s gravely sleep filled voice mumbled into his pillow. 

Ethan traced a finger down Ryan’s nose and closed the distance between them to press a soft kiss to his slack lips. “Morning.”

Ryan tightened his arm around Ethan fractionally and returned his kiss. “I like this waking up with you.”

“Yeah, it’s nice.” Something he could really get used to. “We should get up.”

He saw those beautiful grey-blue irises come to life with the new day when Ryan finally opened his eyes. For a few seconds, Ethan looked at him and enjoyed the quiet stillness of the morning and waking warm under the covers with this passionate, intelligent and kind man.

“We should,” Ryan responded

Ethan adjusted his body as Ryan rolled on top of him. He eagerly spread his legs so their hips could cradle together. His arms came up and wrapped around Ryan’s back. He moaned as Ryan’s head dipped to nuzzle his neck. He turned to the side to give Ryan more room to work. Their lips eventually met and their morning erections rubbed together. Ethan groaned as his tongue slipped inside Ryan’s mouth to mate with its match. Ryan slid their bodies together and pleasure sparked through Ethan. 

In tandem movements, they arched together chasing a shared climax. His legs lifted for better connection and his hands clenched on the thick muscles of Ryan’s back. It didn’t take long before he felt the first stirring of his orgasm.

“Ry, I’m close.”

“E, you feel so good. Your body’s warm and soft with sleep. Your cock rubbing against mine is heaven. I can feel your heart slamming against your chest. I love the taste of your skin first thing in the morning. I missed you when you went away. Missed your touch, your kiss, your smile. Come with me. Give me your pleasure.”

Ethan gasped as Ryan’s hips sped up. The friction from their cocks rubbing together was eased with pre-cum leaking from their slits. His orgasm pooled in his balls and his mind splintered as he came. Seconds later, Ryan’s hot release mixed with his and their moans vibrated on their sensitised skin.

 

Their accelerated breathing gradually slowed, and Ryan saw a wide smile light up Ethan’s face. He rolled to the side and used the edge of the sheet to wipe Ethan’s stomach. His head landed on the same pillow, and he pulled their bodies close, loving the feel of them pressed together. Waking up and being able to simply roll on his side to touch that warm smooth skin was the best greeting to a new day he could think of. The sun had climbed higher in the sky, and he knew it was time to leave the comfort of bed. He kissed Ethan’s soft lips and smoothed the thick strands of hair that had been rucked up by sleep and their exertions.

“I think our time of avoidance has come to an end,” Ethan said.

“I know.”

Ryan rolled to the edge of the mattress and forced his body to sit up. He stood and walked around the other side holding out his hand to Ethan. The one really inconvenient thing about his apartment was that the bathroom was on the ground floor. When he’d signed the lease he hadn’t considered how annoying it would be to trudge down there on cold mornings like this or if he had to go in the middle of the night. “Come on let’s grab a shower, and I’ll scrounge up some breakfast.”

They ran down the stairs, the hardwood floors cold under their feet. In the bathroom, he turned on the shower. He lifted Ethan up on the vanity, and they languidly kissed while waiting for the water to warm up. 

When steam began to billow from behind the curtain, he pulled Ethan into the tub and shoved him under the spray. Ryan laughed at the little jump and dance Ethan did while trying to adjust the water temperature to his liking. They took turns soaping each other’s bodies, making a game out of finding every nook and cranny. He discovered that Ethan was extremely ticklish along his ribs and exploited that for several seconds. The sound of Ethan’s laughter and begging him to stop echoed in the small tiled space. 

When Ethan started soaping his hair, Ryan reached out and scrubbed the thick locks he loved running his hands through. It was long enough on top that a mischievous thought popped in his head, and he tugged and lifted the pieces until a short Mohawk stood on top of Ethan’s head. Ethan laughed and rolled his eyes before dipping his head back under the water. Ryan’s mouth went dry at the sight of water and soap suds sluicing down the leanly muscled body before him. 

Despite their horsing around, they quickly finished their shower. After drying off, he went out to the kitchen and started the coffeepot then ran upstairs to get dressed.

When garbed in the conservative black suit of a proper FBI agent, he went back down to see what he had in the cabinets to make for breakfast. Spying some eggs and bacon in the fridge he set them on the counter. He walked around the corner to see if that would be agreeable with Ethan and spied him shaving in the bathroom mirror. 

Ryan ran a hand over his cheek and noticed that he had his usual morning roughness. Stepping up next to Ethan, he picked up his electric razor and ran it around his face for a minute. 

It was a little surreal sharing his small bathroom with a lover for their morning rituals. None of his past relationships had reached a point where sleep over involved getting ready for work the following day. Now that he thought about it, he rarely even had a lover stay with him. He tended to stay at their place so he could leave when he wanted to and wouldn’t have to face any awkward morning after issues. 

He kept glancing at Ethan in the mirror and found his presence not nearly as disruptive as he would have anticipated. In fact, it was kind of nice watching that smooth skin being revealed by each swipe of the razor. When Ethan was finished Ryan leaned over and placed a kiss on Ethan’s freshly shaven skin, inhaling the scent of shaving cream and aftershave. Ryan moved behind his lover and wrapped his arms around Ethan’s waist. He kept one hand on Ethan’s bare chest and slipped the other under the edge of the towel. 

He cupped Ethan’s soft balls, kissed his rounded shoulder and gave his sleeping cock a couple of strokes. “Go get dressed. I’ve got coffee brewing.”


Chapter Seven

 

 

 

Two weeks later, they were sitting on Ryan’s sofa relaxing. Ryan had declared that the day was a no-work day. It was decided that they would do nothing but be vegetables, watch movies and read. It would undoubtedly lead to a romp on the bed, or sofa, or floor, or wall at some point but the intent was to enjoy their time together with no distractions. 

Ethan shifted his book aside and smiled when he spied Ryan reading a popular comic book. He’d had no idea that the decisive and dedicated FBI agent had such an inner child. Occasionally, low chuckles were heard from that end of the couch. The large, L-shaped, leather seating had two sections so they each had their own areas to stretch out. Ryan was reading an X-Men comic that looked to be fairly old. When yet another chuckle floated over the paper pages, Ethan laughed, and Ryan look up from behind the colourful pages.

“What?” Ryan asked.

“Nothing. It’s cute; that’s all.”

“What’s cute?”

“You, Mr. FBI, reading a child’s comic book and, obviously, enjoying it.”

He knew he was baiting Ryan but couldn’t help it. He laughed a little louder at the look of indignation that crossed Ryan’s face.

“I’ll have you know that this is a vintage annual edition issue from 1986. It was a huge deal.”

“I thought you were into leather and hair-bands in 1986. The rebel child who tormented his parents with ear splintering music?”

A blush bloomed across Ryan cheeks, and he mumbled barely loud enough for Ethan to hear. “I went and bought it with my allowance when my friends weren’t around.”

Ethan thought it was cute how Ryan was obviously embarrassed to admit he’d still liked comics despite the bad boy attitude he’d tried to portray at the time.

“Didn’t you like comics as a kid?” Ryan asked.

“Was never allowed to read them. I did sneak a friend’s Spider Man one time though. I watch the new movies made off the comics. But I admit that I didn’t think the newest X-Man movie was as good as the first three.”

Ryan put his book on the coffee table and swivelled around, so his head was down by Ethan’s lap. “So what did you do?”

Ethan ran his fingers over the top of Ryan’s head. “Worked in the marina my family owned. I helped direct and release boats to and from the slips and also went out with my dad on guided fishing trips. My job was to bait fishing lines. I played soccer any chance I could get, even if it was only kicking the ball against the side of our house. That’s about it really. I grew up in a small town so there wasn’t much to do.”

“What about friends? Didn’t you go to movies or the mall or anything like that?”

“No close friends and no mall. I was sort of buddies with a couple of the guys on my soccer teams, but once the game or practice was over, we went our separate ways.”

Ryan rubbed Ethan’s belly. “I’m sorry, E. It sounds kinda lonely.”

Ethan shrugged his shoulders, which was his usual response when he felt uncomfortable talking about his family or childhood. “That’s why I had no problem packing up and coming to Boston once I graduated. It ended up being the best thing for me because I met Rick and Conor and, in them, found my best friends. I came out to them right away, and they’ve been behind me one hundred percent, even when I split with my ex. I was a mess for awhile, and they put aside all their business to deal with my drama until I got my head out of my ass and started living again.”

“So it was a pretty serious relationship?”

“We’d been together for nearly six years. Met sophomore year at B.C. and were glued to each other’s hips from day one. I found out that about a year after we graduated he started cheating on me, with just about anything with a dick, our senior year. I was so busy getting ready to graduate and then the first terms in law school I didn’t pick up on the patterns. It was my fault. I should have made more time for him. He said he wouldn’t have done it, if I’d been home more often. Spent less time in study groups and at the library. He even―”

“Wait, stop right there.” Ryan sat up and put his arm around Ethan’s shoulders. “Just because you were dedicated to succeeding in school did not give him the right to step out on you. It sounds to me like you were in a committed relationship, and he should have honoured that, not used your hectic schedule as a way to justify his actions.”

Ethan shrugged again and looked back down at the book open in his lap. His fingers fiddled and flicked the edges of the pages until Ryan stopped the nervous habit. Ethan lifted his head and saw the resolute look in Ryan’s eyes. Ryan really believed what he said. It wasn’t just talk to him. 

Ethan angled his head and kissed Ryan, letting his lips speak his thanks. After several kisses, they settled back down and picked up their respective reading material. He continued to absently play with Ryan’s hair as he read the story he’d chosen off Ryan’s bookshelf. The novel was an anthology of three stories about a town in Wyoming that was developed specifically to be GLBT friendly. The volume he’d chosen was apparently the first of the series. He looked at the cover and made note of the author. He had a feeling he was going to become a devoted fan.

“How did your meeting with Yeung go the other day?” Ryan asked, several minutes later.

“Doesn’t that conversation break the no-work agreement for the day?”

“Yes, but answer the question then I’ll stop wondering and be able to go back to my childish pursuits.”

Ethan marked his page and set the book aside. “That is one scary man. Those black eyes have about as much warmth in them as a meat locker. He’s facing charges for economic espionage and thirty years in prison, yet he sat there silently, shooting daggers at me the entire time. It was a little unnerving honestly. The only time he opened his mouth was when asked a direct question and his lawyer instructed him to do so. There were moments I could have sworn he was mentally placing some kind of ancient Chinese curse on me.”

 

Ryan put his comic on the coffee table. He heard the underlying tenseness in Ethan’s voice despite the attempt at levity. His suspicions of Yeung’s more sinister activities came to mind. The thought of Ethan being threatened whether real or perceived did not sit well with him. He would have to keep an ear to the ground for any rumblings coming from the contacts he’d made during the investigation.

He forced Ethan to sit forward and scooted back so he was reclining perpendicular to where Ethan had sat. He tugged Ethan onto his lap. “I want you to tell me if anything more than creepy feelings happens.”

Ethan was obviously about to baulk, but Ryan closed the distance between them and kissed him to stop the objection. 

He’d intended for the kiss at be quick, serving only to shut Ethan up, but it rapidly turned into a hungry meeting of lips and tongues. His hand lowered to rub on Ethan’s quickly filling crotch beneath the zipper of his jeans and groans escaped from both of them. He ended the kiss and placed his forehead against Ethan’s.

“It’s not that I think you can’t take care of yourself. I need to know for the investigation. There are some things that I’m still working on as part of a separate case and knowledge of any aggressive behaviour from Yeung is vital. On a personal level, the thought of you being hurt or threatened, especially because of a case I brought to you, makes me sick. I care about you a great deal.“ He took a deep breath and went for broke. “In truth, I’m falling for you, E. I know it’s fast since we’ve only been together a little over a month, but it’s true.”

Ethan let out a big breath. “It makes me both excited and terrified that you think I’m special enough to hold a place in your heart. I…I think I’m falling, too, but I’m afraid it’s too soon for those feelings to be real. As you said, we’ve only been together a short time. How can we accept these feelings as fact with regards to the brevity of our relationship? I was with someone for nearly six years, and what I thought was love wasn’t enough to keep us together. What I feel for you is already so much more. How can we trust that it’s going to be enough?”

Ryan smiled and rubbed their noses together. “E, you’re such a lawyer. There is no fact or evidence or verdict of absolute when it comes to love. It can be fulfilling, thrilling, scary, frustrating and even painful, but when two people who care about each other, trust each other and have the desire to work together to build a future, a family, it’s the most rewarding bond a human can experience. I’m not asking or pressuring you for a declaration or commitment. I only ask for the opportunity to allow our relationship to grow.” Ryan twined their fingers together, looked into those cat-like hazel eyes and smiled. “Speaking of growing relationships. Christmas is only a little over a week away. Do you already have plans? Do you have to go home again?”

Ethan shook his head. “I planned on staying here and working on the case.”

“Would you come home with me? My mom invited you when I was there for Thanksgiving, but I didn’t know how or when to bring it up until now.”

Ethan’s eyes went wide at the question. “You want me to come home with you for Christmas? What about your family? Won’t they have a problem with you bringing home a man?”

“Sweetheart, my family has known I’m gay since I was sixteen. It doesn’t change the fact that they love me. When I told my mom about you, she practically ordered me to bring you home.” He saw tears gather in Ethan’s eyes, and his heart broke for the sadness and isolation Ethan must feel within his own family. The man’s family hadn’t disowned him, but had definitely abandoned him. “Come with me. Let me show off my gorgeous, intelligent and funny boyfriend.”

“Okay, but you need to tell me who to buy gifts for.”

“You don’t need to bring gifts. You’ll be a guest.”

“If I’m going to invade their home for the holidays, it’s the least I can do.” Ethan crossed his arms sternly.

Ryan really didn’t want Ethan to feel obligated to bring presents, especially since the holiday would be his lover’s introduction to Ryan’s family. 

“Please.” Ethan batted his eyes and placed little kisses all over Ryan’s face. “I haven’t bought Christmas gifts for anyone in years. It’ll be fun. We can go shopping together.”

“Oh hell, like I can say no after that.” He stopped Ethan’s kisses and pushed him back to lie lengthwise along the sofa before crawling over the top of him. “One condition. Anything bought is from the two of us. I want to make sure it’s known that we come as a pair.”

 

Ethan arched up and linked his hands around Ryan’s neck, glad he’d gotten his way, even if it had taken a little creative cross examination. “That’s fine. Now, I want you to make love to me. I want to feel your beautifully long, thick cock deep inside me. You gave me that book earlier, and it made me all horny. It’s your responsibility to ease the ache it caused.”

“Now, that is a demand I have no problem satisfying.”

 

* * * *

 

Ethan gazed out the window of the SUV consumed by the thoughts running through his head. Despite the reassurances Ryan had given him, he was nervous about meeting his lover’s family. Not only for his sake but Ryan’s as well. What if his presence created tension and discord between Ryan and his parents or sister? He didn’t want to be responsible for putting a pall over the holidays. 

He’d seen the family photos at Ryan’s loft, and they all appeared to love Ryan. The photos had been dramatically different from the ones that graced Ethan’s parents’ living room. They were stiff and formal with tight smiles with strategically placed supportive hands. Ryan seemed to have no worries, but what if his family couldn’t accept his homosexuality when forced to confront it with the presence of a lover? Ethan looked down when his hand was grasped in a firm grip as Ryan’s fingers weaved with his.

“It’ll be good, E. You’ll see that all this fretting you’ve been doing when you think I’m not looking will be for nothing.”

He hadn’t realised that Ryan was aware of just how rankled he’d been since the invitation a week ago.

He let out a sigh. “I’m sorry, Ry. I just don’t want you to be disappointed if your family changes their spots when I show up on the front step. It’s Christmas, and I hate family drama during the holidays. I’ve been the source of it for years, and I don’t want to bring that into your home.”

Ryan pulled the car over to the side of the road. He threw it in park and turned to the side to face Ethan. “E, listen to me. I think I understand your concerns, but trust me when I say that my family is nothing like yours. My being gay has never, not once, been a taboo subject. When I came out, the only thing my dad said to me was ‘it’s about time you told us.’ He admitted to suspecting I liked boys for several years and told me he was proud I was willing to be honest and that quite, frankly, he was glad it was out in the open.”

“I hear your words, Ry, and I want to believe that what you say about how your family will respond is true. I’ve dreamed of the existence of such families. I…I’m just—”

“Afraid to believe in the dream?”

Ethan nodded and started picking at the stitching on the leather seat. Ryan’s fingers clasped his chin and forced him to meet his milky-blue eyes.

“You are a beautiful man who has so much to offer the world. Any family should be proud to claim you as their own. The fact that those who should don’t is their loss. Let me be your family, E. Let mine become yours, and your dream will be reality.”

Tears cascaded down Ethan’s cheeks, but there was naught he could do to stop them. Ryan’s heartfelt declaration and offer somehow lifted the stain on his soul he’d struggled with for so long. 

He crawled across the centre consol and straddled Ryan’s lap. They met in a deep passionate kiss. He used his lips and fingers to convey his appreciation and acceptance. Ryan’s mouth opened, and Ethan pushed his way inside. He tightened his arms around Ryan’s neck holding him, locking their upper bodies closer together. His hard cock was trapped by the tightness of his jeans, and Ryan’s matching erection pushed against him. 

The intoxicating scent of Ryan’s soap combined with the musk of male skin drifted into his nostrils causing his balls to tingle in response. Their tongues twisted around each other, attacking and retreating in a splendid dance. 

Ethan savoured every moment of the kiss and took advantage of the craziness of the situation. He wanted Ryan, and he wanted him now. It didn’t matter that they were perched on the side of a New York state highway where anyone brave enough to transverse the snow-covered roads could see them. It was daylight outside, but he counted on the darkly tinted windows to provide them with a modicum of privacy.

Ethan’s hands slid down the muscular chest hidden by the casual sweater. He lifted the edge up underneath Ryan’s armpits, exposing his washboard abs. His fingers tweaked the hard nipples and traced the rippled ridges. 

He achieved his ultimate destination when he undid Ryan’s button and slowly opened his zipper. He reached through the opening of Ryan’s boxer briefs and removed his cock. The tip wet with desire. He slowly stroked while his rampant hard-on was freed. 

At the first touch of Ryan’s hand on the sensitive skin, he moaned and buried his face in the angle of Ryan’s neck and shoulder. His balls inched closer to his body and churned with the desire to release. His cock was worked well by Ryan’s hand. Ethan pulled from the base to tip of Ryan’s cock and back again, using his thumb to circle the head and gather the moisture that seeped to ease the movements.

“That’s it, E. Give yourself to me, just as I give myself to you.”

“Ry…Ry, I’m gonna.”

“Yes, don’t hold back.”

Ethan’s T-shirt was lifted up and the opening tucked over the back of his head to hold it in place. He thrust his hips into Ryan’s hand as much as his position allowed. 

Ryan’s cock jerked in his hand as he sped up his handling. He wanted them to come together, and he was so close. Groans tore from his throat, and his balls contracted. 

All of a sudden, Ryan slapped his hand away. Ethan’s mind so far gone with pleasure as he begged for his orgasm he didn’t even stop to question. Those wonderfully large hands squeezed their cocks together. Their combined pre-cum quickly eased the friction as Ryan stroked them in tandem. There was no more holding back as Ethan erupted in a series of volleys. Their releases mixed and covered Ryan’s hand as they succumbed to the moment.

The frantic thump of Ryan’s heart filled his ears, and harsh breaths panted from Ethan’s lungs. His head rested on Ryan’s shoulder for a few blissful seconds until his mind cleared, and he once again became cognisant of their surroundings. A huge smile split his face, the first in many days.

“Umm, do you have some napkins or anything in here?”

Ryan lifted his hand and licked at their combined seed slowly cooling on his skin.

“Oh fuck, that’s hot.” Ethan groaned then dipped his head for a taste. Their tongues met on Ryan’s fingers, sharing the taste between them. When they finished, he met Ryan’s gaze and felt happy. There was no other word to describe the light feeling floating through him. 

He looked around them and started chuckling. He’d never done anything as outrageous as having sex in a car, let alone in daylight on the side of the highway. His chuckles turned to outright laughter and blended with Ryan’s. 

When he rubbed at the tears of laughter leaking from his eyes he realised that they still had some tidying up to do. Ryan must have come to the same conclusion.

“Reach over to the glove compartment, and you should find some wet wipes.”

Ethan retrieved the moist towels then they cleaned up their hands and gave a swipe over their cocks to remove any stickiness. After putting their clothes to rights, Ethan crawled back over to the passenger side and buckled his seatbelt before they continued on the journey to meet his new family.


Chapter Eight

 

 

 

 

Ryan pulled into the driveway of his parents’ Victorian home. The five hour drive from Boston to Watertown, New York had made Ryan’s shoulders slightly stiff and he desperately needed to stretch his legs. The SUV provided ample space but wedging his six foot five inch frame into any vehicle for a length of time left his muscles in need of a good rub down. Maybe he could talk Ethan into a massage later? 

He waded his way around the front of the car through the snow and met Ethan on the stone-paved path leading to the front door. The path looked like a canyon between the massive drifts of snow. He took hold of Ethan’s hands and pulled him into a hug. “You ready, E?”

“Yeah, I’m good.” Ethan nuzzled Ryan’s neck for a second as a gust of frigid wind caught him by surprise.

They started up the path, and before they got four feet, the front door was thrown open by Ryan’s mom.

“Hey, you two! Get in here before you freeze to death!”

They jogged the last several feet and dashed into the storm room at the front of the house to remove their coats and kick the snow off their shoes. Ryan hung their coats on the hooks attached to the wall then pulled his mom, Angela, into a hug and kissed her on the cheek.

“Geez, mom, you really didn’t need to order all this snow just for us. We would have been perfectly happy with a couple of gift cards.”

“You hush. Come inside and get some coffee,” Angela responded.

They stepped into the main door and were met with the sounds and scents of Christmas. Dean Martin carols played on the stereo, a decorated tree stood in the corner of the living room off to the right and fragrant smells floated from the kitchen. It seemed his mom was baking, and his mouth watered for one of her gingerbread cookies.

He pulled Ethan to his side and secured an arm around his waist. He felt the tension in Ethan’s lean frame and knew his lover was still a little nervous. “Mom, I’d like you to meet Ethan Harrison. E, this is my mom, Angela Ashton.”

 

Ethan stepped forward and offered his hand. “It’s nice to meet you, Mrs. Ashton. Thank you for inviting me to celebrate the holiday with you.”

“There’s no need for formalities, son. Ryan talked non-stop about you at Thanksgiving. I feel as though we’re already family.”

Ryan smiled as his mother came forward and enfolded Ethan in a hug. The top of her head only came to Ethan’s chest, but the strength and welcome in that simple gesture made her seem larger than life. Ethan looked over at him with wide eyes then awkwardly patted Ryan’s mom’s back in response.

Ethan turned to Ryan and arched his eyebrow. “Talked non-stop?”

Ryan felt the blush creep up his neck and cheeks. “Well, you know, just the basics.”

“Yeah, he told us your name, age, date of birth, social security number. We’ve done an extensive background check by the way. He told us you’re the most promising assistant attorney in your office, a fabulous soccer player, and if I’m not mistaken, he mentioned once or twice how attractive you are.” She glanced over at her son. “You were right, dear. He is stunning.”

Ryan knew he was redder than a fire engine. He was going to kill his mother. He dearly loved the woman, but she was a menace to society and, judging by the sparkle in her eyes, loved every second of his embarrassment.

“And on that note, I think I’ll go show Ethan our room.” He pointed his finger at his mom, whose lips were quaking with laughter. “I’ll talk to you later.”

He encased Ethan’s hand in his as they made their way up the wooden steps with a pretty, white decorative banister. Their room was in a converted attic that took up half the length of the house. It was painted a soothing moss green and had white wainscoting. The roofline was angled and provided ample headroom despite both of their above average heights. The bed was queen sized with a black iron headboard. The wall right next to the bed had a large window so daylight could filter in, and there was a skylight at the other end of the space.

“This is really nice. Was this your room growing up?” Ethan asked.

“Nah. Mom and dad fixed this up once the grandkids started popping out. They knew Julie would want to keep them nearby, and there are only three bedrooms on the second floor. So they made this as a spare guestroom. I always stay in here when we get together as a family though. The nice thing is that it’s away from everyone else and well insulated.”

Ethan cosied up to Ryan and encircled his waist. “Oh yeah? And why is that such a good thing?”

He grasped Ethan’s ass and pulled him in tight. “Because that means I can make you scream, and they won’t hear you.”

“And what makes you think I’ll let you have your evil way with me?”

He forced Ethan to walk backwards to the bed. “Because you love it, you crave it, you beg for it. Your perfect world would consist of me chaining you to my bed, with your ass high in the air twenty-four hours a day.”

“Awfully high opinion of your skills, don’t you think?”

“If I’m not mistaken, it was your voice pleading for me to never stop last night as you raked you fingers down my back and pushed into every single thrust as my cock filled you time and time again.”

Ryan heard Ethan whimper and smiled as memories of hours they’d spent in bed the previous night assaulted him. He’d taken Ethan twice then Ryan could have sworn Ethan had literally sucked his brains out through his cock. They landed on the bed with Ethan beneath him. The mattress bounced but there was no creak.

“No springs. It’s one of those Tempur-pedic things so we can bounce and pound to our hearts’ content with no one the wiser,” he boasted.

“Oh God, Ry,” Ethan moaned.

 

Ryan swooped in and covered Ethan’s mouth with his own. He was burning up with the need to touch. His taunts had been designed to finish the job of getting Ethan to relax, but Ryan had fallen under his own spell and now craved the feel of Ethan’s body pressed against him.

He took Ethan’s mouth good and hard. It opened eagerly, and their tongues twisted together. He tasted the coffee and cinnamon candy Ethan had had on the drive up. Ryan let his weight settle, and his rapidly hardening cock pressed against Ethan’s. Those long legs he loved separated and wrapped over his calves. 

They were so involved in the kisses that he jerked when a loud knock echoed up the stairwell from the door.

“Boys? Julie just got here with the kids. Come on down so Ethan can meet them all.”

Ryan groaned and dropped his head onto the pillow beside Ethan’s head. “Okay, mom,” he said with his face smashed into the thick filling of the pillow.

“What?” Angela yelled.

“He said we’ll be right there, Mrs. Ashton,” Ethan called out.

“Oh good, take your time. I’m sure you’re enjoying a little rest after that long drive.”

The door closed, and Ethan chuckled. He pushed Ryan off him and sat up on the bed. He slapped Ryan on the ass and bounced to the edge of the mattress. “Come on, Ry. Let’s not keep your mom waiting. I’d hate for her to come up here and investigate just how much resting we were doing.”

Ryan’s face was still smashed into the pillow. “She’d be a dead woman, and she knows it.” He rolled over onto his side and propped his head up on his hand. “What am I supposed to do about this?” He pointed to the erection still pushing against his jeans.

“You still have that? Mine deflated faster than a whoopee cushion the second I heard your mom’s voice at the door.”

He went over to the top of the steps and looked over his shoulder. “Tell you what, you hold on to that for me and I’ll make sure you’re the one who’s screaming tonight.” 

Ryan groaned as he heard Ethan’s feet trot down the stairs.

 

* * * *

 

That evening, they sat down to dinner in the formal dining room to celebrate Christmas Eve. The casual elegance of the Ashton’s home was very welcoming. Ethan looked around at the slate blue walls accented by white moulding. It framed each of the floor to ceiling windows, was used as a chair rail and edged the ceiling. What was really neat though was how they used it beneath the chair rail, placing a length in the corners and bisecting the walls to the baseboard. 

The dark cherry wood table was large enough to hold all eight people comfortably. Roman shades in a complementing blue diffused the cool winter light slanting through the tall windows. A silver chandelier emitted a soft glow throughout the room. The stylish comfort of the Ashton’s home was so different from Ethan’s parents’ house. His childhood home had brown carpeting, faded white walls and cheap starving artists’ prints in gold frames on the walls throughout the interior. His mom still sported wallpaper border in the kitchen with illustrated cocks. He nearly snickered at the thought that they weren’t even the good kind. 

Ethan swallowed the giggle and looked over to see Ryan, sitting next to him, raise his eyebrow. Julie, her husband, Jacob, and their youngest, Nick, sat across the table. Ryan’s nine year old niece, Rebecca, sat next to him and his mom and dad graced the ends of the table. 

“Ethan, we’ve all heard Ryan’s version, but why don’t you tell us a little more about yourself?” Julie asked.

He took a sip of his wine. “There’s not much to tell really. I grew up in central Missouri. My family owns a marina on one of the big lakes in the Ozark region. I went to Boston College on an academic and soccer scholarship then attended Harvard law. I currently work for the U.S. Attorney’s Office.”

“What about your family? Do you have any brothers or sisters?” Jacob asked.

“I have one brother. He and his family still live in the town where I grew up, and he works alongside my father. I have two nephews and one niece.” He looked over towards Rebecca. “She’s about your age.”

“What made you decide to leave Missouri?” Angela chimed in.

“To be honest, my relationship with my family is rather strained. I’ve always wanted more than working at the marina, and they didn’t understand why. In addition, they don’t accept my lifestyle. They haven’t disowned me or anything, but me being gay is never mentioned aloud, and every time I go home, my mom attempts to fix me up with some daughter of a friend of hers. For the most part, they ignore me but still require my presence on a semi-annual basis.”

The table was silent for several seconds, and Ethan was worried he’d over shared. Maybe they were just being polite and didn’t want to know all the drama surrounding his relationship with his family? Had he embarrassed Ryan with his honesty? He thought about the children sitting amongst them but didn’t think he’d said anything too adult. 

The tension slowly eased from his body when Ryan gave his hand a squeeze.

“I know how hard it is to maintain a relationship those who don’t support you,” Ryan’s dad said. “I come from a similar situation myself. Let me be the first to say that you will never have to worry about that in this house. I’ve strived to always make my children feel they can be open and honest with me and their mother, not to mention each other. That’s not to say that we don’t argue or have some rather heated debates, and I can’t say I’ve never tried to talk them out of something I felt was not in their best interest, but once a decision was placed on table, we’ve always tried to support them the best way we can. When you’re here, and as long as you are with Ryan, I will treat you the same as I do either of them.”

Ethan was stunned by the acceptance of Ryan’s dad. After their initial meeting, which had been more welcoming than he’d ever anticipated, the man had remained pretty quiet. Now hearing words of unconditional support uttered by someone he’d only met hours ago, when he’d never heard them from those who gave birth to and raised him, tears gathered in his eyes. He looked to Ryan and saw him smile then at each person surrounding him. Here in the northern reaches of New York, thousands of miles from his origins, he’d finally found what he’d been searching for his entire life. He’d found a real family.

 

* * * * 

 

That night he lay in bed next to Ryan, staring up at the ceiling. “You think if we stay up late enough we’ll hear Santa on the roof?” he asked.

“And what is it you’re hoping Santa will bring you?”

Ethan rolled over so that his body was spread over Ryan’s, straddling his hips while keeping their chests pressed together. “My Christmas wish has already come true. I just always wanted to hear the ringing of his sleigh bells and the thunder of reindeer hooves on the roof.”

“Were you one of those kids who tried to stay up the entire night with a flashlight under your covers, determined to catch the big man in action?”

“I’ll have you know that my traps were meticulously thought out. One year, I taped a piece of white thread from my mom’s sewing kit to the base of a cookie. I trailed the entire length down the hall to my bedroom and tied one of those little round bells to the other end then sat in wait. When the bells jingled, I knew I’d catch my man.”

“What happened?” Ryan smiled.

“When the bell jingled, I sprang from my bed only to find our dog, Crosby, eating the whole plate of cookies. I’d been so excited to snag Santa that I’d forgotten to lock him in his kennel.”

Ryan was laughing so hard he nearly upended Ethan from his perch. “Did your parents find out?”

He smiled at Ryan’s obvious enjoyment. “Nope. I herded Crosby into his kennel, cleaned up all the evidence then tiptoed back to my room. The next morning when my dad went into the living room, he asked what had happened to all the cookies, and I told him Santa must have eaten them.” 

He didn’t tell Ryan it was that morning his parents had told him there was no such thing as Santa and they were disappointed that he still believed in such nonsense being a full ten years old.

He kissed Ryan’s lips to stop the laughter from bubbling out. The heat coming off Ryan’s body was a luxury to wallow in. He wished they could always be this close together. Skin to skin, lips to lips. 

He remembered his promise to Ryan earlier and slowly slithered his way down, stopping to nibble and suck on one of Ryan’s copper coloured nipples along the way. He surrounded the little bud with his lips and pulled. Ryan hissed and arched into him. Ryan’s hands speared through his hair to hold him in place. 

When the pressure on the back of Ethan’s head lessened, he backed off to swirl his tongue around the sensitive tip. His fingers manipulated and tugged on the opposite side. A little devil danced on his shoulder as he took the hardened bump between his front teeth and pulled. Not hard enough to cause real pain but definitely enough for Ryan to gasp. Ethan soothed the sting with his tongue for a moment then moved to the other side and repeated the treatment. 

Ryan was breathing hard beneath him, and a hard cock pressed against Ethan’s belly. Ethan wiggled his way down beneath the sheets, kissing his way down Ryan’s chest and stomach. He traced his tongue in the ridges of the defined muscles. They flexed and jumped beneath his tongue. He let out a heavy breath against Ryan’s hairless groin. He loved the smooth skin. Its silky texture slid like glass beneath his lips. Ethan hungrily swiped his tongue across the heated tip of Ryan’s cock, capturing the salty taste. 

Ethan’s moan under the sheets mingled with Ryan’s overhead. Cool air washed over his body when the covering was whipped away. He didn’t allow Ryan’s cock to leave his mouth, but he did look up in question.

“I want to see you. I want to watch my cock slide in and out of that sweet, hot, wet mouth of yours.”

Ryan’s harsh whisper filled with lust turned Ethan on even more. Though phrased like a demand, the tone had a distinctive edge of a plea.

He slid his mouth down Ryan’s length until the tip reached the back of his throat. He tried to relax his muscles as much as possible then take a little bit more. Drawing up, he lavished the tight skin and pulsing veins. He used his other hand to cup and roll Ryan’s heavy balls, every now and then giving them a gentle squeeze. His head bobbed up and down, pausing at the deepest point to tighten and release his muscles, creating an extra stimulation for Ryan. He slid his finger into his mouth along Ryan’s cock and wet the digit as much as possible.

He slipped the finger down and pressed on the ultra-tight ring of Ryan’s anus. He circled the constricted opening until it softened enough for him to slip the tip of his finger inside. He continued to suck on the perfect cock filling his mouth while he wiggled his finger around trying to loosen the tight opening.

“Oh god, E…more… Put it in,” Ryan begged.

Ethan pushed his finger in, all the way to the third knuckle, and moved it around. Retreating from the snug heat, he heard Ryan whimper until he once again advanced. The walls of Ryan’s channel rippled along the length of the single digit. Ethan had never played with Ryan’s ass before. He’d never thought the more dominate man would express a desire for it. 

Beads of sweat dotted, Ethan’s forehead as his arousal climbed. He was surprised when the bottle of lube was placed right in the line of his vision. 

“Please, E. I need you. You promised to make me scream.”

He released Ryan’s shaft from his mouth and removed his finger from the tight clasp his body. Flipping the cap open, he squeezed out the cool gel and smoothed it around Ryan’s hole. Then he slicked up one digit and placed it once again at the puckered entrance. Pushing against the muscle, he slid in easily. He moved around some more then added a second. 

Ryan groaned. 

Searching for that special spot, Ethan was rewarded with a cry when he pegged Ryan’s prostate. Ethan continued to loosen him up. When he thought it was safe, he added a third finger. Ryan tensed for a moment then Ethan felt him bear down and, slowly, open to the intrusion. It must have been some time since Ryan had done this due to the untried muscles Ethan was separating.

A condom was tossed at him, and he removed his fingers, wiping them on the damp cloth they’d gotten in the habit of keeping by the bed. Sheathing himself in the latex, he dribbled the lube on his cock, which by that point was harder then ever and throbbing for release.

“How?” he asked.

“Like this. Wanna see you.”

Ryan’s legs were a lot more muscular than Ethan’s but not too thick, so Ethan lifted them on his shoulders. Leaning over, he braced one hand on the bed beside Ryan’s head and leant over to kiss him at the same time he placed the head of his cock at the stretched opening and slowly pushed in. His simultaneous gasp mingled with Ryan’s cry when he fully penetrated the larger body beneath him. 

“Fuck, E. You feel so good, so right.”

He closed his eyes to savour the feel of Ryan surrounding him. His body cried out for more, demanding he thrust, but he refused until he knew he wouldn’t hurt his lover. His ears started to ring, and his lungs burned before he realised he hadn’t taken a breath since merging their bodies.

He gasped in a lungful of air and stared down at the vision below him. “I gotta―”

“Move!” Ryan commanded.

Ethan pulled back so the head of his cock was the only thing held within Ryan’s heat then he snapped forward burying his entire length once again in heaven’s embrace. Retreat and advance, retreat and advance, over and over, he thrust into his lover. Each time was better than the last. He’d felt a special connection between him and Ryan every time they’d made love, but now…now that he’d not only accepted Ryan into his body but claimed Ryan’s body for his own, he knew the circle was complete. He knew, from this point on, their relationship would be more—more than he’d ever had before, more than he’d ever expected, more than he’d ever dreamed.

 

Ryan’s hands clutched onto Ethan’s triceps. Pleasure sang through his body with each drive of Ethan’s cock into him. He’d rarely bottomed for anyone, not giving them the trust such a position demanded, but when Ethan had started playing with his hole, he’d known. He’d known that the time was right; the man was right. Ryan needed to feel Ethan claim him this way.

His cock slapped against his stomach with each thrust, the force leaving kisses on his skin from the copious amounts of pre-cum. He reached for his cock and stroked in time with Ethan’s thrusts. He’d jacked off thousands of times over the years, but this was different. His hand felt different, his skin tingled and the blood rushed through his veins. 

He knew Ethan was close, felt it in the way the hand on his hip tightened and the rhythm of their bodies sped up until Ethan’s body was nearly a blur of motion. He’d never been taken like this, never anticipated that Ethan’s claiming would be this consuming, this primal. His studious, soft-spoken, fun-loving man had unleashed his animalistic side that left no doubts in Ryan’s mind about who he belonged to. 

Ryan’s balls churned with the need to come, his spine arched, his hand stripped the skin of his cock like never before, and just before he thought he would beg the heavens above for intervention, he screamed in a pleasure so intense stars danced behind his eyes. 

Ethan’s hand took over for him as the orgasm devoured his being and pulverised every cell in his body. Ethan’s rhythm faltered, and a few thrusts later, he stilled deep inside Ryan. He knew Ethan was coming because the cock inside him jerked, and Ethan’s own yell echoed in the still of the night.


Chapter Nine

 

 

 

 

Christmas morning was a revelation to Ethan. More familiar with a subdued exchanging of gifts, he was unprepared for the joyful insanity of the Ashton home. Each person had a small pile of presents with something of theirs placed on top to signify the owner’s stash. The scents of coffee and orange juice mixed with warm, fresh-baked cinnamon rolls. 

When he and Ryan had emerged from their attic hideaway, Ethan had been shocked to find his name printed on some of the boxes in Ryan’s pile. Ryan had convinced him they should snuggle together in a large overstuffed club chair. The chair was wide enough for them to sit side by side if Ethan angled his body and they wrapped around each other. 

He blew on his cup of coffee and tried to cover a yawn but apparently was not successful.

“Late night, Ethan?” Julie asked.

He heard the laughter in her voice and felt a blush creep up his neck. Damn his winter-pale complexion. Fortunately, Ryan came to his rescue.

“We stayed up trying to spy on Santa.”

“Did you hear him, Uncle Ryan?” Rebecca asked full of wonder.

“We heard something on the roof over our heads. It could have been reindeer feet.” He looked at Ethan. “Didn’t you say you heard bells, too?”

He nodded his head vigorously and looked over at Rebecca. “Did you hear them?”

She shook her head and looked at her mom. “Did you hear anything, mom?”

“Oh, I heard something, but I think it was a couple of screeching owls. Could have been wolves howling, too. I’m not sure.”

Ethan nearly choked on a hot sip of coffee. He looked at Ryan and felt somewhat vindicated by the man’s deer in headlight stare. Ryan wiggled around in the seat, and Ethan suspected his lover was still tender from their activities in the early morning hours. Ethan locked his gaze on Julie but just smiled and drank his coffee like nothing substantial had occurred. Her laughter brought the rest of the family in from the kitchen with confused looks on their faces. 

“What’s going on?” Angela asked.

“Nothing, mom!” Ryan quickly exclaimed.

“Uh-huh, like I’m going to believe that one. There are times I swear my grandchildren have more maturity than the two of you whenever you’re in the same room. Now, Ryan, why don’t you peel yourself away from Ethan for a minute and come help me in the kitchen then we can all open gifts.”

“Ah, gee, mom! Do I have to?” Ryan whined.

“Ryan James Ashton, now.” Angela snapped her fingers and pointed to the kitchen but had a smile on her face as she walked out of the room.

Julie wiggled her fingers goodbye. “See ya, Rye bread.”

 

* * * * 

 

A few minutes later, Ryan and his mom and dad all entered with trays of drinks and snacks. Ryan’s dad lit the fireplace, and everyone settled into their seats for gift opening. 

The kids tore into the wrapping paper, and the room was showered in red, green and Christmas-themed confetti. Rebecca squealed when she opened her Dance Dance Revolution kit from Ryan and Ethan. Ryan’s mom and dad exclaimed over the framed photograph of Boston harbour, Nick started making car noises the moment he uncovered his Hot Wheels track set, and Julie and her husband nearly had tears in their eyes when they opened their gift certificate for one weekend of free babysitting. 

After awhile, everyone settled down, enjoying their gifts and chattering away. Ethan and Ryan were still snuggled in their chair when Ryan pulled out a small square box and handed it to him.

Ethan opened the paper and the black box, gasping when he saw a tonneau shaped, stainless steel chronograph wrist watch. He’d made a casual reference weeks ago that he’d never had a nice watch and always scoped out men’s wrists for one that he liked. 

“Turn it over,” Ryan whispered.

 

To E, wherever the hands may fall, it’s the perfect time to say ‘I Love You’.

 

Ethan stared down at the inscription forever embedded in the silver finish. His chest felt tight, and his vision swam. His hands shook as he lifted the priceless treasure from its padding. He slipped it over his left wrist and secured the latch shut. The click echoed in his soul and sealed his commitment to Ryan as much as any wedding band. 

He looked up and placed his hand against Ryan’s cheek, looking into his stunning grey-blue eyes for what felt like an eternity yet could only have been a few seconds.

“I love you, too.”

Oblivious to anyone else in the room, he sealed his vow with a kiss. They clung together as they slowly exchanged emotions that could only be shared by the physical intimacy between two lovers. Ryan’s mouth opened, and their tongues slipped between them softly for a few brief moments.

When they separated, Ethan placed his forehead on Ryan’s and caressed the back of his head. Eventually, he noticed that the cacophony of sound that had surrounded them was now silent. He looked up and saw everyone watching them, but he couldn’t find the wherewithal to care. His heart beat to the rhythm of ‘Ryan loves me’.

“What?” Ryan asked the room at large.

“Oh Rye bread, that was so… My baby brother’s in love,” Julie whispered, smiling.

Ethan noticed that Angela’s eyes shimmered, and Ryan’s dad looked at them with a satisfied smile.

 

* * * * 

 

Ethan stood, with drink in hand, soaking up the celebratory atmosphere. Music played, and everyone around him was in high spirits. It was two hours until they officially rang in the New Year. Boston was socked in with a massive storm front dumping copious amounts of snow across the eastern seaboard. They were expected to get close to ten inches by the end of the night, but inside his friends’ home, the mood was festive and the fire warm. 

Ryan was talking to Calleigh in the kitchen, while she dished up more hors d’oeuvres. Rick and Conor were upstairs putting their sons to bed. The boys had been allowed to stay up extra late because of the holiday, but their sleepy eyed gazes a little earlier suggested that they were ready to go to call it a night.

He spied Rick and Conor’s prized possession on the entertainment centre. The high definition Xbox 360. He set his glass on coffee table and bent over to check out their stash of games. An internal squeal of excitement ran through him when he saw Rock Band 2. He eagerly opened the case and inserted the disc. Looking around, he tried to find the guitars and drum kit. He heard footsteps behind him and found Rick and Conor entering the room.

“Hey, where’d you stash the gear?” he asked.

“We had to put it away from curious little hands.” Rick opened a closet door and pulled out the equipment. “Who wants what?”

“I’ll play guitar,” Ethan pronounced.

“I’ll play bass,” Rick said

Ryan entered the room and quickly took stock of the action. “You have someone on drums yet?”

Ethan looked to Conor. “That means you get the mic. It’s only fitting. Your golden Irish pipes put us all to shame anyway. All right, what are we going to play first?”

“I vote for Judas Priest or AC/DC,” Rick stated.

“Does this thing have any Poison or GNR?” Ryan enquired.

“No, but it does have Bon Jovi and Journey.” Conor showed them on the screen.

“You hear that, E? They have Bon Jovi, and I know how much you loved Bon Jovi,” Ryan taunted.

Ethan glared at Ryan then Rick and Conor started laughing. They all knew about his little obsession with the beautiful man when he’d been a teenager.

“Well, at least he has class. I can’t say the same for the boys of the Crüe you were so enamoured with,” he retorted.

“Oh hell, Ethan. Did you manage to find the one other person in the world who literally loved hair bands as much as you did?” Rick joked.

They flipped through the list for a minute then Ethan let out a little squeal and pointed at the large flat screen TV. “That one, that one.”

“What one?” Conor asked.

“Blondie!” Everyone in the room stared at Ethan as if he were nuts. “What?”

“Jesus, Ethan, you can be so gay.” Rick shook his head.

Ethan stuck out his tongue at his old friend. “It’s a good song.” He started singing and doing a little dance. “One way or another I’m gonna get ya, I’ll get ya, I’ll get ya, get ya, get ya, get ya.”

Ryan stood from the drum set and stopped Ethan with a long, hard kiss. “You already have me, E.”

Ethan’s body hummed from the brutal kiss, and he wavered on his feet until Ryan steadied him. A huge smile lit up Ryan’s face and Ethan gently touched his watch.

“What time is it?” Ryan said for Ethan’s ears only.

“I love you.”

Rick looked at Conor. “What’d we miss?”

“I haven’t got a baldy, but at least, he stopped singin’”

 

* * * * 

 

They played with Calleigh occasionally picking up an instrument or the microphone until it was close to midnight. It was a good thing the entertainment room was in the back of the house with the all the noise from the singing, beating on drums and radical power cords emitting from the surround-sound home theatre system. 

They turned on the TV to watch the ball drop on Times Square, and Ethan put his arm around Ryan as they counted off the last seconds. When the counter hit zero, they turned to one another and shared their first kiss of the year. It was a kiss of commitment, love and passion. 

He wrapped his arms around Ryan’s neck and held on as his body predictably ignited. He became lost in the sensations of mingling breaths, mating of soft tongues and Ryan’s hands. One wove through his hair and the other clutched his back. 

They finally separated and turned to see their friends unapologetically watching them. All three had huge grins. Rick and Conor each had an arm around Calleigh.

“I’d like to propose a toast,” Rick said. “To new love, new life and old friends.”

They all saluted, and Ethan took a drink of his margarita that Conor had made especially for him to make up for last New Year when he’d been forced to drink that black monstrosity he called beer. That was when he noticed that Calleigh was drinking clear soda and both Rick and Conor were rubbing her stomach.

“Christ on a cracker! Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” he exclaimed.

He saw all three of them nod their heads.

“We’re pregnant!” they announced as a group.

He looked pointedly at Calleigh stomach. He hadn’t noticed earlier, but she did appear to be wearing a looser fitting blouse. He’d just assumed she’d done so for comfort. “How…when…”

“Well, when a man and woman shag—”

“Conor McGuire, don’t be a dick. I was trying to ask how far along she is.”

“I’m due in June,” Calleigh said.

“We’re all getting united on the Cape in March. I’m hoping you’ll be there,” Rick said.

He looked at Ryan who gave a slight nod of his head. “We wouldn’t miss it.”

 

* * * * 

 

 Rick stacked the last dish in the dishwasher and turned to Ethan. “So it looks like you found what you were looking for old pal.”

Ethan paused at wiping down the counter, confused by the random question. “Huh?”

“If I remember he had to be tall, hot, built, smart, and desperately in love with you. From what I can gather, Ryan seems to meet all your requirements.”

Ethan sighed, “Yeah.”

Ethan knew by Ryan’s chuckle that he probably had a dopey dreamy look on his face. His happiness now was so different from the personal turmoil of the past several years. Despite the drama though, Ryan and Conor had stood by Ethan without fail. Several months after Ethan’s break-up with Carl his friends had started to needle him incessantly about how thin he’d gotten or how dark the circles under his eyes had become. While Ethan knew their intentions were in the right place it was so hard to trust another man with his heart. About a year ago Ethan woke up one morning and realised he hadn’t been out with Rick and Conor in months, the most familiar piece of furniture was his office chair and his libido was screaming at him to get his act together. The first couple of dates Ethan went on were awkward, but at least he’d committed to opening himself up again. And now Ryan had stolen Ethan’s heart, and he couldn’t be happier.

Rick slapped Ethan on the back. “I’m happy for you, grape nuts. It seems you wished upon the right star. I’m glad you finally found your prince.”

Ethan laughed. “Dude, you’ve been watching too many children’s movies.”

Rick shrugged. Ethan was just giving Rick trouble, and his friend knew it. It’s what they did. They both knew Rick was completely enamoured with his sons and loved spending time with them. Ethan couldn’t wait for the new baby to arrive. He hadn’t said anything, but he was secretly hoping for a little girl to spoil. 

 

Ryan had just stepped out of the washroom when Rick stopped him

“You got a second?” Rick asked.

Ryan looked around for Ethan. “You know where Ethan went?”

“He’s in the kitchen. This won’t take long.”

“That’s fine, what’s on your mind?”

“Ethan doesn’t have any blood family that cares about him so I’m going to give you the talk.” He crossed his arms attempting to appear resolute. “I want you to know that we’re more than Ethan’s buddies. We’ve been like the three musketeers or brothers in arms for thirteen years. Aside from Conor, he’s my best friend, and I love him. Until now we’ve been his only real family.” He held up his hand when it appeared Ryan was going to interject. “I understand that he now has you, and he shared with me what happened when you took him home for Christmas. I’m glad. It appears that you truly love him, and I think he’s the happiest I’ve ever seen him—including when he was with Carl back in school. Conor and I discussed it, and we’re confident that you’re the best thing for our little boy. Take care of him.”

“I’ll protect him with my life if need be.”


Chapter Ten

 

 

 

 

Ethan looked out the window and sighed as he saw that once again it was snowing. He’d hoped to make it home before the next surge hit, but as the saying went, there no rest for the wicked. Luke Yeung was definitely wicked. Ethan’s desk was currently littered with documents of proof between Yeung and his contacts in China, emails and text messages all subpoenaed by the FBI. One of them even had a written description of the prototype. 

He’d thought Yeung, who reportedly had a genius IQ, would know to use an anonymous account or code or something. Not that he was complaining. It certainly made his job easier, but having to shift though every piece of paper was taking weeks.

He glanced at his watch and thought of Ryan sitting at home probably watching one of his crime dramas that he loved so much. Ryan’s fascination with the shows was surprising. Ethan thought that Ryan would get enough of that at the office, but without fail, his DVR tuned in several nights a week. 

A couple of weeks ago, they’d sat in Ryan’s living room and had a marathon of Bones, CSI and NCIS. The beer had been plentiful and the snacks finger-licking good. The best part though was snuggling up next to Ryan, hearing him laugh at the witty dialogue. Ethan had ended up contentedly falling asleep with his head in Ryan’s lap until Ryan had woken him up. Then they’d gone upstairs and made love until the early hours of the morning.

That’s it. What am I doing here? These papers can wait ‘til tomorrow. I have a man who loves me.

He picked up his cell phone and texted Ryan that he was on the way over. He got an immediate response to be careful on the roads and bring an extra suit because he was staying the night. Ethan had taken to keeping one in his office closet for times like this. Ryan’s loft now housed an extra toiletry kit. A few of his T-shirts and a pair of his jeans had found their way into Ryan’s drawers. It was the same at his place. With all the going back and forth, maybe it was time to release the question of living together. It would be nice to actually come home, to their home, at the end of the day.

He locked up the office and headed down to the lobby. He waved to the guard on duty at the desk, and stepped out into the bitter night air. Heavy snow swirled around and made it difficult to see more than a few paces in front of him. It didn’t help that being down by the harbour there were no buildings to block the harsh winds coming off the water. It sucked that the only parking was two massive open lots. That meant he’d have to spend the next ten minutes brushing snow off his car, while dancing around as if he were a Mexican jumping bean to stay warm. He shuffled through the bricked arches leading to the parking lots. Out on the open lots the snowdrifts had already accumulated up to his ankles. He passed a handful of giant snowballs, which he assumed were buried cars belonging to those foolish enough like himself to be out in this weather. He hit the remote start and the unlock button on his key fob. The dull glow of the headlights shining though the white blanket concealing his Camry guided him in the right direction. 

He was reaching for the door handle when pain exploded in the back of his head. The ground rose up greet him with a jarring thud. The snow on the ground was frigid against his cheek and dampness immediately soaked through his suit pants. 

He reached to feel the back of his skull, and the security lights shined enough for him to see his fingertips come back bloody. 

Oh Shit. That’s not good.

A hard kick to his ribs had him curling into a little ball.

“You little faggot, I’m going to teach you a lesson.”

He was flipped over onto his back and held down while another set of arms pummelled his face and stomach. He tried to open his eyes and get an identity of his attackers, but they were quickly swelling shut. One of the men bent down and got right in his face. Ethan saw distinctive Asian features, although at the moment he couldn’t think well enough to determine nationality. Black hair hung over his forehead and eyebrow, thin lips snarled and dark eyes glared in hatred. A third set of legs added swift brutal kicks. One landed right to his groin, and he screamed into the dark cold night. 

“I think the little fag liked it. Give him another.”

Another kick landed, and Ethan nearly threw up as pain assaulted his balls. 

“Your kind thinks you have the right to force the rest of us to watch your disgusting displays? From now on, I want you to remember this moment because if we see you again, the pain will only be worse.”

A bone crushing kick landed on his side, and he felt a rib snap. He was forcibly rolled over, one of the attackers held his face down in the snow. The frozen moisture was sucked down, and he hacked trying to clear his lungs. 

As soon as he cleared his breathing, he heard the metallic sound of a knife opening. He struggled and tried to crawl away only to have his back stood on by one of the attackers. All the air in his body expelled so he couldn’t even scream any more. 

A searing hot pain invaded his body as the knife drove through his wool coat and sank deep into the tissues of his lower back. The removal of the implement was almost twice as excruciating since the attacker jerked it upward, cutting through more muscle and who knew what else. 

Terror swamped Ethan’s consciousness, and pain previously unimaginable radiated through his body. He vaguely heard the attackers talking above him and thought one of them might have said ‘finish him’. He tried to get his brain to command his limbs to move. He didn’t want to die out here in this frozen hell, but between the cold and blood loss everything had become numb. He called up a vision of Ryan staring down at him with such love and joy in his eyes as they made love then welcomed the darkness that embraced him as something solid connected with the back of his skull.

 

* * * * 

 

An annoying beep floated through Ethan’s consciousness. He tried to ignore it, but the sound kept repeating over and over. Its pulsating rhythm pounded in his head. He groaned and tried to turn away from the sound. He couldn’t seem to open his eyes. Whether it was because he didn’t have the strength or something was preventing him, he didn’t know. 

Why did he feel so fuzzy? His head felt as if thick cotton filled the cavity instead of a brain; his throat was dry and achy. Maybe he had a cold or the flu? That would explain the sluggishness and sore throat but then—

What the hell is that beeping sound?

Something tightened on his hand, and he realised it was the only part of his body that was warm. It reminded him of Ryan. How his large body was always so inviting on top of him. The thick muscles generated heat as if a tiny furnace burned underneath his skin. 

“Ry…”

“Oh thank God, E! Hold on, baby. I’m going to let the doctors know you’re awake.”

Doctors? Why are there doctors in my apartment?

“You’re going to be okay. I’m going to take care of you, and we’ll figure out who did this.”

Who did what? It’s just the flu. I’ll be fine in a couple of of days. Well, maybe a couple of weeks judging by how he felt right now. 

Ryan was being overprotective. It was simultaneously an endearing and annoying trait.

“Alarm,” Ethan croaked out.

“What baby?” Ryan’s deep voice rumbled close to Ethan’s ear.

“Alarm…turn off. Wanna sleep.”

“Oh, okay, hold on.” 

Ethan noticed Ryan’s heat moved away from his face then he heard—

“He wants to turn off the alarm. Is there some way to silence the beep?”

“Sure, it’s probably pounding in his head.”

A moment later the detested beep stopped and Ethan sighed in relief.

“Is that better E?”

Ethan attempted to nod his head, but excruciating pain made him wince. Instead he tightened his grip on Ryan’s hand. Why did his head hurt so badly? He’d never suffered from migraines? And who was Ryan talking to in the room?

In a blinding flash, it all came back to him. Texting Ryan that he was coming over, the snow, walking to the car, the first hit to the back of his head. He’d been bashed.

“Don’t try to move, hon. The doctors will be here in a few minutes, and then, we’ll get you some good stuff for the pain.” 

A cold small hand landed on Ethan’s shoulder then he slid back under the darkness.

 

Ryan glanced up at the nurse who’d been taking care of Ethan on the day shift. “Thank you, Karen.” He placed a soft kiss on the corner of Ethan’s lips. “You hear that babe? A couple  more minutes, and you’ll be floating. No more pain.”

It killed him seeing Ethan like this. For a week, he’d been sitting by Ethan’s side, waiting for his lover to wake up. The doctors had been puzzled why Ethan hadn’t gained consciousness yet. No swelling or bleeding had shown up on the scans as a result of the hits to his head. The anaesthesia from surgery had long worn off, but Ethan had continued to lay there. Still and unresponsive. His entire upper body was covered in bruises. The mottled skin was now a sickly green as they attempted to heal.

Rick and Conor had been there with Ryan hour after hour as they’d waited for news. Ethan had been immediately rushed into surgery after being found by the night guard for the building and hauled away to the hospital by EMTs. Ryan continually blessed the alert man who’d checked the parking lot after seeing a car fishtail past the entrance to the building at a high speed.

When Ryan had first seen Ethan immediately after surgery, his legs had nearly collapsed. The person in that bed wrapped in gauze from head to toe with tubes entering and exiting every part of his body couldn’t be his baby. As one day had passed into two and two into three, he started praying. Ryan had called Ethan’s parents, after getting the phone number from Ethan’s assistant, and had been shocked when they’d asked if it was absolutely necessary for them to fly all the way to Boston. At first, he’d thought it may have been a cost issue, so Ryan had offered to pay their way, but instead Mr. Harrison said it wasn’t a convenient time for them to leave since it was the weekend of a big boat show and their marina had a booth reserved. Ryan then called his mom and dad and they immediately came down for a couple of days to sit with Ethan. Last night, they’d finally convinced Ryan to go home and get some real sleep, shower and eat. He’d gotten back to the room a couple of hours ago, and the weak sound of Ethan’s voice calling to him was as beautiful as any opera.

He knew his parents were worried about both him and Ethan. They’d once again come through for their children by providing support in a time of need. He’d gone to get some more coffee yesterday and had come back to find his mom holding Ethan’s hand and talking to him. Ryan was sure he wasn’t supposed to overhear her words, but she’d been asking him to wake up because she was worried and wanted to see his pretty hazel eyes and hear him laugh like he had at Christmas again. 

It had touched a part deep in Ryan’s heart to hear the care and concern in his mom’s voice for his lover. He knew then that his mom and dad really considered Ethan a part of their family.

His musings were interrupted when Dr. Waters came in. He’d been fantastic in keeping an eye on Ethan’s status. He was young, attractive and Ryan suspected gay. He was always outgoing and friendly, despite the long hours he must put in at the hospital.

“I hear someone decided to finally join the land of the living?”

“He woke up about ten minutes ago,” Ryan said.

“Has he said anything?”

“He said my name then asked that the heart monitor be turned off.” He looked down at Ethan’s once again sleeping form. “I think he thought it was his alarm clock because he said he wanted to go back to sleep.”

“Some confusion at first is normal. His body has been through a lot, and he does have a severe concussion. When he’s more alert, we’ll be able to test for any lasting damage.”

Ryan swallowed hard. “What kind of damage?”

Dr. Waters picked up Ethan’s chart and glanced at the latest notes from the nurses. “It’s hard to say with a head injury. He may have some difficulty with fine motor skills, short term memory, possibly even speech. We’ll just have to see. The fact that he was aware enough to ask for the alert to be shut off because it was bothering him is a good sign.” He squeezed Ryan’s shoulder in support. “His recovery is going to take a long time, but he will recover and that’s what matters.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” He lifted Ethan’s hand, which he’d refused to relinquish and kissed it. “Don’t you worry, E. I’m not going anywhere.”

“What time is it?” Ethan croaked out.

Ryan laughed, and Dr. Waters looked at Ryan as if he’d finally snapped. “It’s time for me to say ‘I Love You’.”

Ethan’s lips stretched like he was trying to smile then went lax again. Ryan looked up at Dr. Waters. “He’s going to be fine.”

 

* * * *

 

Ethan gingerly sat on the side of the bed and waited for Ryan to arrive. After two weeks, he was finally going home. He tried to straighten a little more and winced at the pull along his back. The superficial stitches had been removed a couple of days ago, but the internal damage done by the knife would take a lot longer to heal. The doctors had told him that the internal stitches used to close the tears in the muscle would remain for years and the scarring would be tender for months. 

He’d lost his spleen and one kidney, but no other major organs had been damaged. The two broken ribs hurt like hell, and sometimes, he was still short of breath after the most basic of activities. He’d seen his face for the first time a few days ago on his first independent trip to the bathroom and been shocked at the rainbow of healing skin. He was now very sensitive to light, but the doctors said that would diminish gradually. In his goody bag, he had scripts for pain killers but vowed to take them only if absolutely necessary.

“Hey, babe! You ready to blow this pop stand?” Ryan called out, entering the room.

“Please.” Ethan held out a hand, asking for assistance off the bed. “It’ll be nice to go home. I have to call the office and ask them to bring over my work. I can’t afford to get behind any further. I wouldn’t be surprised if they asked me to step down off the case as it is.”

“Ethan, you’re recovering from a severe beating and major surgery. The office knows this, and they don’t expect you to be one hundred percent right away. Hell, even if they did take you off the case, it would probably be better for you.”

“No Ry, I need to work. I need something else to focus my energy on. I promise I won’t over do it, but I’ll go insane if all I do is sit there watching daytime TV and twiddling my thumbs.”

“Okay, but I’m limiting you to only two hours at a time. You will take breaks for naps and food and cuddle time.”

He smiled, so glad Ryan would be staying with him. They’d decided it would be best if Ethan did his convalescence at his loft, since it was a single floor layout.

“You know I had intended to ask you that night what you thought about us moving in together. This wasn’t quite what I had in mind…”

Ryan placed his hands on Ethan’s hips and kissed him on the nose. “It’s not an ideal situation, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t looking forward to seeing your face every morning when I wake up.”

“Take me home, Ry.” He placed his head on Ryan’s shoulder and let his love hold his weight for now.

He was so tired. Despite doing nothing but lying in bed for two weeks, it had been impossible to get any rest. At first, the nurses had constantly woken him to check on things or change his medication. Then the nightmares had started, and he’d been afraid to close his eyes for fear of reliving the attack. His eyes burned with the need for a good restful sleep, and he hoped, once he got home and could snuggle up next to Ryan, it would happen. Ryan would keep the nightmares away, and if he couldn’t, then at least, he would be there when Ethan woke up.

 

* * * * 

 

Ryan opened the door to Ethan’s loft and guided him inside, his hand supporting Ethan’s back on the good side. 

“All right, do you want sofa or bed?”

“Sofa. I’m tired of the bed, but maybe a couple of pillows behind me?”

“Sounds good. I’ll put in a movie.”

They shuffled into the living area. Ryan could tell the short trip from the hospital to the apartment and the walk down the hall had tired Ethan even though he was trying to hide it. 

“What do you want? Comedy or action?”

“I think action, laughing too hard may hurt too much right now.”

“Then I think this situation calls for a Harry Potter marathon. I brought over my entire collection last night.”

“Oh, I like those. Good choice. Can we make some popcorn, too?”

“Absolutely! What’s a movie marathon without popcorn?”

He settled Ethan on the sofa and put enough pillows behind him that he looked like a pasha reclining in his kingdom. He set up the DVD player then joined Ethan at the sofa. 

Ryan sat on the floor in front so they could touch and kiss at will. He craved Ethan’s touch even though he knew it would be some time before they could be intimate again. His love was alive, and there didn’t appear to be any permanent damage from the blows to his head. That’s all that mattered. 

All his physical hurts would heal in time, but Ryan was worried about Ethan’s mental health. The nurses told him Ethan hadn’t been sleeping well and the dark circles under his eyes verified it. Ryan didn’t know if it was due to being in an unfamiliar environment or if his love was plagued by nightmares. The nurses had told him that they’d heard cries coming from his room on more than one occasion and beyond giving his statement to the police Ethan really hadn’t talked about the attack. Tonight, Ryan would try and get him to take a sleeping pill. That might help, and now, Ryan would be there if Ethan woke up.

After Ethan had woken up from the coma, Ryan hadn’t had a choice but to go back to work. Fortunately, today was Friday, and they had the next couple of days to get into a routine. By Monday, he was sure Ethan would be okay by himself. First thing, next week, he would go by Ethan’s office and pick up his files. He understood Ethan’s desire to keep his mind focused on the case, but he would make sure that Ethan followed the rules.

He wanted to check in with detective Phillips who’d been assigned to Ethan’s case, too, and see if they’d been able to identify Ethan’s attackers. Ethan had said they were Asian and had taunted him with homosexual slurs, but Ryan couldn’t help but suspect there was more to it than a simple hate crime. If there was such a thing.

Ethan fell asleep halfway through the first movie. Ryan continued to sit there and occasionally rub Ethan’s hand or stomach when he started to stir. It seemed to help Ethan relax, and the lines on his forehead eased. 

When the movie was over, Ryan stood and went over to the kitchen. He would make a light supper tonight. Maybe some vegetable beef soup and half sandwich. Grilled cheese sounded good to him.

He was grilling their sandwiches when Ethan cried out. Ryan slid the pan to the opposite burner and ran over to check on him.

“E?”

He noticed Ethan was still asleep except it was anything but restful. His face was a study of pain, and his hands looked as if they were trying to fight off whatever assailant haunted his dream. Ryan had a pretty good idea of what the dream was about. He knelt beside the sofa and grasped a flailing hand. He put it on his cheek and leaned over to stop Ethan’s thrashing so it wouldn’t hurt his healing body.

“Wake up, E. It’s okay. I have you. You’re safe now. Open those beautiful hazel eyes for me.” He smoothed back the thick hair that had fallen across Ethan’s brow. “Come on, sweetheart, come back to me.” He saw Ethan’s eyes flutter. “That’s it. A little more.” When Ethan’s eyes opened all the way, Ryan smiled. “Hey, baby.”

A single tear tracked down his love’s cheek, breaking Ryan’s heart. He kissed the drop and sat back on his heels, still holding the cool hand. “Wanna talk about it?”

“No, but I probably should.”

Ethan attempted to push himself up, and Ryan grimaced as Ethan’s face contorted when a spasm of pain ripped through his still healing body. Adding comedy to tragedy, Ethan’s stomach growled loudly in the process.

“How about we get some dinner and a pain pill in you? Then, if you want, we can talk. I’ve got soup and grilled cheese all ready. You want to eat here or make your way over to the breakfast bar?”

“Thank you. I think I’ll stay here tonight, but don’t let me get lazy with all this pampering.” Ethan smiled.

Ryan plated their dinners and brought them over, using TV trays as tables. Ethan sat up completely and perched himself next to Ryan. They put in the second Harry Potter movie and enjoyed watching while they ate.

That Voldemort is one bad ass dude.

As the credits rolled, Ryan took their plates into the kitchen and put them in the dishwasher. Ethan rose from the couch slowly and went into the hallway bathroom. Ryan kept an eye on the closed door in case Ethan needed any help. When it opened a minute later, he let out an audible breath. Ryan knew he had to get a grip on the emotions rolling through him. The hospital wouldn’t have released Ethan if they didn’t think he was ready, but it was hard.

“You want anything before we tuck ourselves into bed?” he asked.

“I’m good. You don’t have to wait on me, Ry. I’m slow, but I’m functional.”

“I know I don’t have to. I want to. I…I need to…” His vision wavered and he felt a tear escape his control. “I wasn’t there, E. I wasn’t there when you needed me. Now…”

It took Ethan a minute, but he made his way over to the kitchen where Ryan stood, gripping the counter with white knuckles. He put his arms around Ryan and kissed the back of his neck. “You were there, Ry. I thought of you to escape the pain. I thought of your touch, your kiss, your warmth. All of that sheltered me. And now, you’re here. You held me in the hospital, you soothed me in my sleep, and when I wake up, I know you’ll be there to comfort me if the dreams take over.”

Ryan’s body shook as tears racked his body—the first he’d allowed since that nightmarish call two weeks ago. With the tears came guilt. He should be holding Ethan as he cried, not the other way around. But he couldn’t seem to stop. Ethan placed kisses on his neck and held him as tight as a weakened body could. Soft words of love and encouragement were crooned in Ryan’s ear until the waterworks ceased.

They made their way into the bedroom, shutting off the lights along the way. Ryan made sure the front door was locked then joined Ethan. 

“I really would like to take a shower, Ry.” Ethan pushed at the soft sleep pants he wore. “Do you think you could help me?”

Despite the sincere request, Ryan saw a glimmer of devilishness in Ethan’s eyes.

“Well, I did say I’d do anything.”

He stripped off his shirt and jeans in rapid succession then followed Ethan into the master bathroom. The water ran and steam started to fill the space. He slowly unbuttoned Ethan’s shirt. The buttons were a requirement until Ethan’s body healed enough that lifting his arms overhead wouldn’t be painful. 

The bruising around Ethan’s ribs had been the worse, and they were finally looking normal. The doctors said it would take another month before the ribs healed completely. Ethan had been fortunate that when his rib had snapped it hadn’t punctured a lung.

They stepped into the glass and tile panelled shower. He turned Ethan around to see his back. The angry red scar travelled across the lower back and up the left side. That’s how there’d been damage to both his spleen and kidney. In addition to the scar from the wound itself, there were smaller scars from the surgery used to save Ethan’s life. 

Ryan knelt on the slippery tiles and kissed each line, letting his love help heal the wounds given in hate. After he rose, they soaped and kissed each other’s bodies, the water eventually rinsing away the suds and cooling. 

They stepped out and dried off with the super fluffy towels Ethan had and Ryan secretly luxuriated in. There was no hiding his half-hard erection when they went into the bedroom, but he tried to make it as inconspicuous as possible. Ethan sat on the edge of the bed and turned his head right as Ryan dropped the towel. The thin hand still bruised from IV lines reached out to grasp Ryan’s cock.

“No, baby. Don’t you worry about that.”

“But I want to. Just because I can’t get it up yet doesn’t mean you should have to suffer.”

“But it also doesn’t mean you should have to take care it, especially since you’re hardly strong enough to walk from the parking lot to the apartment without wearing yourself out. We’ll get back to our usual antics in good time. I promise. For now, let me tuck you in bed and hold you tonight.”

He saw a look of both resignation and appreciation cross Ethan’s face. Pulling back the covers, Ryan situated Ethan with pillows surrounding him for support. He walked around the other side, climbed in and snuggled in the soft cotton sheets and down comforter. He rolled to his side so he was facing Ethan, letting the darkness soothe them.

He spoke softly out of deference to the intimate atmosphere. “You ready to talk about the nightmare?” 

“There’s really not much to tell. I’m about to reach for the handle on the door to my car, when I feel the first hit to the back of my head. Then I’m on the ground curled around myself, trying to deflect some of the blows. The snow was so cold, but the heat of the knife entering me burned. I see his face, over and over, hurling hateful slurs and taunts. It’s like a short movie clip set on repeat.”

Ryan held out his hand, and Ethan took it. Their fingers clasped together between their bodies.

“We’ll find them, E. I’ll find them.”

“I know you’ll try, but please, don’t agonise over it. It would be a lie if I said that I don’t care if they’re ever caught and brought to justice. What kind of lawyer would I be then?” He smiled and squeezed Ryan’s hand in the dark. “However, I won’t allow them to rule my life either. I’ve you, I’ve my job and I’ve my friends. It’ll take time, but I’ll be okay. I promise.”

“I know you will. You’re the strongest person I’ve ever met. Don’t be afraid to lean on me for a little while if you need to though, and if I seem a little overprotective, I’m sorry, but you’re just going to have to put up with it.”

Ethan was quickly fading since he’d taken that sleeping pill. He rubbed his head into the wonderfully thick pillows. “M’kay. Nuv you, Ry.”

“Love you too, E.”

Once Ryan saw Ethan’s breathing slow and even out, he allowed himself to drift off, still clutching their hands together.


Chapter Eleven

 

 

 

 

Earlier, Ryan had stepped into the police station, given the front desk sergeant his name and asked to speak to Detective Phillips. Now, he was cooling his heels in the waiting area. The coffee they’d offered him tasted as if it’d been filtered through a jock strap, but at least, it was hot and caffeine rich. He’d left Ethan at the loft, doing of all things, watching early morning cartoons. He chuckled. Who knew his brilliant lawyer lover was a sucker for Cheerios with classic Scooby-Doo and Tom and Jerry.

He was starting to get impatient when he spied Detective Phillips headed his direction. He stood and held out his hand. “Detective Phillips, thank you for seeing me.”

“No problem, Agent Ashton.”

“Ryan, please. I came to find out if there’d been any progress in identifying Ethan’s attackers.”

“Actually, yes. I was going to call you today. Why don’t you join me in my office, and I’ll show you what we have.”

They walked down a short hall and entered a room with large windows offering views of the busy station area.

“Have a seat.” Phillips indicated one of the chairs at the table.

“Thanks. I don’t intend to step on your toes with the investigation. I had some thoughts I wanted to share with you and figured this would be the best place to do so.”

“By all means. If you know or suspect something, I would appreciate any information you have.”

“The thing is Ethan is currently working on a case. A case my department investigated regarding economic espionage. You know that Ethan is a lawyer in the U.S. Attorney’s Office, correct?” When he saw Phillips nod, he continued, “Our case is as ironclad as one can be. We spent the past year gathering evidence to ensure a conviction. The defendant is an extremely wealthy, extremely intelligent, very well connected and a determined person. Now, I’ve always had suspicions that that there might also be a link to a particular Asian crime syndicate but could never prove it. When Ethan said his attackers were Asian, little warning bells went off in my head. What if this wasn’t a hate crime? What if his attack was a message, a threat to back-off the case disguised as a hate crime?”

“If that were the case why not say that or threaten him. Why the disguise?”

“I’m not sure, but something hasn’t been sitting right about the whole thing. Well, you know what I mean.”

“I do, and I respect your intuitiveness.” Phillips opened the folder sitting on the table. “The man Ethan described has been identified as Huang Ch’en. He is reportedly an enforcer for a certain triad and is most commonly seen with two others of the same level.”

“That’s fantastic when are you picking them up?”

“That’s the not so good news. When we made the identification and received a warrant to search his last know address we found evidence that he’d left. His departure on an Asiana flight into Beijing the day after the attack was confirmed.”

Ryan slammed his hand on the table. “Fuck!”

“I understand your frustration. As you know there is no extradition from China.”

“You understand my frustration? Really? You know how it feels to see your lover laying unconscious in a hospital bed, beaten to a bloody pulp, with a missing spleen and kidney? You know how it feels to hear him cry out in terror because he can’t sleep for remembering the attack? Or watch his once firm muscled body struggle to get his clothes on and off?”

“Ryan, calm down. I may not know what you or Ethan is going through, but I do know the frustration and helplessness you feel when watching a loved one suffer. I’ve also been there for countless families who desperately want answers and justice. I’ve seen the face of evil in ways you could never understand.”

Ryan took a breath and let it out slowly trying to calm his agitation. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to lash out at you. I truly appreciate the work you’ve put into the case and your willingness to listen to me.” He looked deep into Detective Phillips’ eyes and recognised a man in torment. Some powerful demon had hold of the strong man. He glanced at the desk and saw a picture of a solider in full combat fatigues standing on sand with a snow dusted mountain in the background. He looked back up at Phillips.

“My foster brother. That was taken during his last tour in Afghanistan.”

“Did he make it home safe?”

“He made it home, but he struggles with PTSD and, now, has a permanent severe hearing loss in both ears from a head trauma.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“He’s living with me, while trying to acclimate to both civilian life and the injury. You’re not the only one who loves somebody in pain Agent Ashton.”

Ryan once again looked into the depths of Phillips’ stormy grey eyes. Maybe he was reading more than what was there, but he sensed an undercurrent to the words softly spoken. He stood and started to pace the conference room. “Is there any way we can link the men who jumped Ethan to the man he’s prosecuting?”

“I won’t lie to you. If the man is as connected as you say then most likely it won’t happen. However, I will give you the information we have and wish you all the best.”

“Thank you.”

 

* * * * 

 

Ryan left the station feeling conflicted. Part of him was glad one of Ethan’s attackers had been positively identified and the others all but confirmed. Another part of him was glad that they were out of the country, even though it meant being unable to arrest and charge them with the assault. But then there was the part that was angry and still scared. If the thugs had been hired by Yeung, what was to stop him from trying again, and this time finishing the job? 

He thought about this and all the angles he could pursue to prove the connection all the way to Ethan’s office to pick up Ethan’s files.

When the elevator doors opened on the floor to Ethan’s office, the first thing he saw was Tom Wilson, the official U.S. Attorney for the district of Massachusetts. He casually waved to the man and headed towards Ethan’s assistant. He’d called ahead and told her he was going to come by. When she saw him, she stood from behind the desk and rushed over to greet him.

“Hi, Agent Ashton. How’s he doing?”

“Cindy, it’s been nearly three months since Ethan and I started seeing each other. How many times do I have to remind you to call me Ryan?” he asked, smiling.

“I know, I know. Old habits and all that. You’ve been coming around this office for years as Special Agent Ashton, and now, my brain’s supposed to switch and think of you as Ryan?” She grabbed the end of her ponytail and waved it at him. “Don’t you realise us blondes are a little slow?”

He laughed, knowing she was teasing him. Everyone in that office knew just how sharp and efficient Cindy was. Hell, she practically ran the place.

“You are about as slow as a cheetah and just as cunning, young lady. Don’t try to pull the wool over my eyes.”

“A cheetah, huh? I think, I actually like that. Sleek, fast, predatory and beautifully graceful. Yeah, I’ll take that.”

They stepped into Ethan’s office where she’d complied everything Ryan would need to take home.

“Seriously, though, how is he?”

“Healing. The superficial bruises are just about gone. His ribs will hurt for another few weeks; the wounds from the knife and subsequent surgeries will be about the same. Doctors have said he can start normal activities in another four to five weeks.”

“Well that catalogues his physical condition, but what about…” She tapped her temple.

He wasn’t kidding when he’d told her she was cunning. He knew Cindy and Ethan were friendly, but was this enquiry about a friend or was she on a mission for the department?

“He’s handled that part remarkably well. There are no indications of permanent damage from the blows to the head. He’s in good spirits and eager to continue the work on the case. Which is why—”

“You’ve been sent to act as courier?” She pointed the pile on the desk next to them. “Here’s everything he was working on. I’ve included the research, references, his notes for cross examination, questions for testimony, contact information and outline for final arguments. There’s also a scan of the prototype. I’ve set it up so he can log on to his computer remotely to access anything I’ve forgotten. The instructions and pass codes are all there.”

“I never doubted you, Cindy.”

“You better not, mister. Oh and tell him that all his other active cases have been transferred around. If he wants to know who has what, have him call me. That being said I’ve been instructed to tell you not to let him overexert himself. Wilson wants him in the chair next to him when this goes to trial.”

“The lead attorney specifically said he wants Ethan as co-counsel during the trial?”

“No, he specifically stated that Ethan is the lead attorney on this case. He’s taking second chair. Said Ethan earned it with all the hard work he’s put in.”

That was huge! This was a major case. National level, headline worthy. There was a knock at the door, and Wilson poked his head in.

“Do you have a second, Ryan?” he asked.

“Sure, come on in. I was just thanking Cindy for getting all of Ethan’s work together for me to take home to him.”

She nodded her head to Wilson. “I’ll see you around, Ryan. Remember what I said,” she reminded, walking out and closing the door.

“What can I do for you, Tom?” Ryan asked.

He’d known Tom Wilson for several years. His department had sent several cases to this office. Wilson was overall a nice guy. Nearing sixty, he was as active and dedicated as people half his age. Not bad looking, either. He had that salt and pepper distinguished look going for him, as well as wide shoulders, lean waist and hips and well-trimmed goatee. Ryan never had seen a wedding band on the man’s hand, and Wilson had never spoken of a significant other. 

Hmm? I wonder…

“I wanted to check in with you and see if there’s been any progress in identifying Ethan’s assailants.”

“You have good timing. I was at the police station just before I came here. They have positively identified one of them and have strong suspicions on the other two. The problem is they’ve fled to China.”

“This was confirmed?”

“Yep, day after the attack, they’re listed on a manifest to Beijing.”

“Damn, I would have loved to stick it to them.”

Should I tell Wilson my suspicions and enlist his help? It can’t hurt, and I might need every contact I can get my hands on.

“There might be another way−”

“You know something?” Wilson said eagerly.

“I don’t know anything, but I have a hunch.”

He explained his past inquiries into Yeung and his reasoning for the possible connection to Ethan’s attack. “I know it’s a stretch and nearly impossible to tie together but…”

“Count me in. If Yeung had anything to do with Ethan’s attack, I want to nail the bastard. I know I’m Ethan’s boss, but he’s also a good friend. He’s the most promising assistant attorney I have, and I don’t want this to bring him down. I’m sure Cindy told you that I’ve requested Ethan to be lead on this one. I thought he’d earned it with all the hard work, but if this is true, then he also deserves the right to see the S.O.B. put down. If we can’t make the connection for the attack, at least, he’ll have the knowledge that we put Yeung away for treason. It’s kind of like convicting Al Capon of tax evasion, you know?”

Ryan nodded. “I’m sure Ethan would say the same thing, and when I tell him about your request, I know he’ll be thankful. FYI, I haven’t told him about the identification or my suspicions yet. I’ll definitely mention the former but haven’t made up my mind about the latter yet.”

“I would seriously consider telling him, even if nothing comes of it. Ethan is a real stickler for honesty. I know you have all the best intentions, but sometimes, he can think very black and white.” Wilson chuckled. “It’s his only real flaw as a lawyer. Sometimes, we have to work in shades of grey.” He looked to the closed door and back again. “Look, I know you love him, and I know he loves you. I swear the moment you two met, the temperature in this office went up several degrees. I don’t want something as inconsequential as a little omission to hurt that.”

Should I ask? Oh hell, go for broke.

“I appreciate the advice, Tom. You know we’ve been colleagues, and I’d like to think friendly acquaintances for several years, would you mind if I asked a personal question?”

Wilson stepped back and crossed his arms. “It depends. I reserve the right to not answer.”

“Fair enough. I know you’ve always been aware of Ethan’s orientation, why doesn’t it bother you?”

There that’s asking but not asking at the same time.

“You’re wondering if there’s another reason why I might support him.” Wilson smiled. “I can understand this. I’ve never spoken of my personal life with you, and I’ve never made it a secret that Ethan’s honesty about his sexuality is accepted without reservation. First, let me say that I’m not gay. I was married for many years, but she left shortly before Ethan came to work for me. However, I did have a brother who was gay.”

“Did?”

“Yes, back before ‘coming out’ was more socially acceptable, he and a group of friends tried to pave the path so to speak. In the early seventies, they began a newspaper. It was a haven for gay rights activists and a literary outlet for the community. Unfortunately, it didn’t work out for them. They were attacked as a group. Every one of them shot and killed coming home from a club. Eyewitnesses said the shooter yelled ‘faggots belong in hell’ before he pulled the trigger.”

“Tell me they got him.”

“They did. He was serving four consecutive life sentences for second degree murder.”

“Was?”

“Died of pancreatic cancer ten years ago.”

Ryan was shocked by Tom’s story. Not that it had actually happened, unfortunately one didn’t live as an openly gay man without experiencing some form of bigotry in one’s life. He’d never known this personal side of the distinguished attorney and wondered if that experience had anything to do with why he’d chosen this profession.

“Thank you for telling me. Would it be okay if I told the story to Ethan?”

“I don’t have a problem with that. Take care of him, and get him back to us as soon as possible.”

“I will. Now, I’d better get these files home before he gets too antsy.”

Tom patted Ryan on the back. “Yes, we’d hate for Ethan to not have any work to do. God forbid the man actually takes it easy for awhile.”

 

* * * *

 

“Honey, I’m Home!” Ryan yelled, opening the front door to Ethan’s loft.

“Back here!” Ethan cried from the interior of the apartment.

Ryan walked through the hallway, peered into the bedroom then into the main living area. He didn’t see Ethan anywhere.

“Babe? Where are you?”

“Out on the balcony.”

He stormed to the opened door off the kitchen. “Ethan Harrison, it is twenty-eight degrees out here and you were released from the hospital two days ago! You have two broken ribs that already put you at risk for pneumonia. Now, march your adorable ass inside this minute!” He pointed inside the door he held open.

Ethan kissed Ryan sweetly on the lips. 

“Yes dear.” He shuffled inside and turned to greet Ryan, holding up his hand to stop another blistering retort. “I was only out there for a minute before you came in. I wanted some fresh air. I’m not going to harangue you for the scolding because you said I have an adorable ass.”

Ryan put his arms around his baby. “You do have an adorable ass, but that doesn’t mean you’re excused from risking hypothermia.” He grasped said ass and gave it a squeeze. “Nothing more happens to this ass on my watch.”

Ethan groaned and leaned into Ryan. “Feels good. I miss your hands on me.”

Ryan slid his hands beneath the waistband of Ethan’s sleep pants to touch bare skin. The silky mounds were cool from the excursion outdoors. He slid his fingers up through the crease, tapped once against Ethan’s anus then circled the tight ring.

“Yes,” Ethan whispered.

“Oh, E, you don’t know how much, but the doctor said…”

“I know, another six weeks. That doesn’t mean we can’t kiss and touch. I can suck you off and you can―”

“First thing tomorrow, I’m calling Dr. Waters to find out what are acceptable activities.”

Ryan kissed Ethan hungrily. Ethan melted against him, and the arms around his waist tightened. Soft lips opened and welcomed him. Ryan’s tongue slid across Ethan’s. He sucked at Ethan’s lips and tasted him, nipping tenderly. He slid his tongue into the warm recess and released a moan of his own. Their tongues danced in perfect rhythm. Their lips meshed together. It seemed the few days of rest had done Ethan good because he was sporting an erection, the hardened bulge a welcome feel. There were times not so long ago, Ryan had feared never having this with Ethan again. Now, he held his love in his arms, he touched his warm supple body and he kissed those perfect lips. No matter what happened with any investigation or court case, these moments were what truly mattered.

Ethan’s cheek rubbed against him. The roughness of the morning beard felt good on Ryan’s skin, adding another layer of sensation. The tip of his finger breached Ethan’s opening and circled around. Ethan tried to push back onto it, but Ryan stopped him before things got out of hand.

“Wait, E. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have—”

“I’m fine, Ry. Please, I need this, need you.”

“Okay, we do this my way.” He led Ethan to the couch and made him lay down with the pillows. Ryan pulled down the soft, loose pants and separated the long, toned legs. “You are not to move a muscle. You so much as twitch those bewitching hips, and I stop. Got it?”

“Yes, sir.” Ethan gave a mock salute.

Ryan took the lube out of the side table where they’d stashed it weeks ago, squeezed out a dollop on his fingers then placed the slicked skin against Ethan’s hole and inserted the one finger all the way to the base. Ethan moaned but didn’t move. 

Ryan used his other hand to grasp the hard cock in front of him and slipped the head between his lips. He circled the crown, flicking the tip into the slit. Ethan’s response was a banquet to his senses. Little, earthy moans echoed above Ryan’s head, his finger squeezed in tight heat, a long hard cock slid across his tongue and his vision filled with Ethan’s expression of ecstasy.

His mouth sank to the base of Ethan’s cock. He sucked and laved the turgid flesh, using his tongue to press against the large veins snaking up the length. His finger circled and pumped inside Ethan’s body. His head bobbed, and he crooked his finger, finding the gland that set his love on fire. The muscles surrounding him contracted when he rubbed on the small protrusion, and Ethan cried out. 

Ryan accepted Ethan’s full length once again and worked the head with his throat. The cock in his mouth thickened some more and jerked, then he was rewarded as spurts of cum hit the back of his throat. He pulled back so he could get a better taste and savoured the gift. 

He ripped open his jean, grasped his cock and, with a few jerks, came. The surge of his orgasm ripped through him. When he came out of the fog of pleasure, he noticed he still had Ethan’s cock in his mouth. He gave the now soft flesh a little lick and removed his finger. The next thing he noticed was that Ethan stared at him with a well fucked face.

Ryan stood and went to clean up in the hall bathroom. When finished, he brought out a warm damp cloth and cleaned Ethan up. He chucked the cloth in the direction of the bathroom. Gently, he lifted Ethan’s torso and slid beneath him.

“Feel good, E?”

Ethan nodded and snuggled into Ryan’s hip. “Yeah, real good.”

“Listen, there’s something I need to tell you. I meant to when I got home, but you managed to distract me.”

“Who me? Never.”

“Uh-huh. So I went by the police station this morning. Detective Phillips told me they identified the attacker you described. Problem is he’s skipped the country.”

“Where’d he go?”

“China.” Ryan repeatedly ran his fingers through Ethan’s hair.

“China?”

“Beijing exactly. Well, that’s where his plane landed anyway. Two other men whom he’s seen with regularly where also on the flight manifest, and Detective Phillips suspects those are the others who were there that night.”

“Well, that sucks. Did he say if they would keep eyes and ears open for if they come back into the country?”

“Yeah, but he didn’t seem hopeful. They left the day after the attack, E. They ran.”

“What’re you not telling me? I can hear something in your voice.”

He took a deep breath and let it out. “I don’t think it was hate crime. I think you were targeted because of the case, and Yeung’s behind the whole thing.”

Ethan pushed himself up so he could face Ryan better. “Wow, that’s quite a big conjecture. Wanna tell me what led you to that conclusion?”

“I didn’t withhold information from you about the case. I would never do that. I didn’t say anything to you before for two reasons. One, my superiors ordered me to let it go, and two, I never had any real evidence to support my theory.”

“Ryan?” Ethan urged.

“I’m getting there. Several months into the investigation, I found a connection from Yeung to an enforcer in a Chinese triad. This particular group is known for funding terrorist activities. We suspect they were the ones who backed the nerve gas attack in Malaysia. The one on the school.”

“Oh God.”

“Anyway, I’ve always suspected that Yeung was either a high-standing member of the triad or had very close ties, but I could never prove it. I did a little digging on my own, even after I was told to concentrate on building the evidence for your case. Ended up making a few more circumstantial connections, but that was it. The man they identified? He’s a member of that same triad. He’s an enforcer. Not the same one I’d linked to Yeung, but still of the same organisation.” He placed his hand on Ethan’s cheek. “You’re prosecuting a man who’s been charged with selling prototype designs to the Chinese government. A man with possible ties to an Asian crime syndicate, and you get bashed by a group of men from this same organisation who left the country the very next day. Tell me you see the pieces here.”

“I can’t deny the logic of your argument, but it sounds like there’s nothing we can do about it.”

Ryan kissed his love. “The only thing we can do is try to prove Yeung ordered the hit. If we do that then we can nail him for attempted murder.”

Ethan stood, walked over to the window and stared at the snow-covered buildings. “I understand your need to see someone brought to justice for what happened to me. Hell, I’d love to see that, too, but I don’t think it’s worth stirring up the hornet’s nest. From what you say, this group of people is dangerous, and I couldn’t live with myself if something happened to you while trying to investigate what happened to me. We have Yeung on these other charges. Our case is solid.” He looked over at Ryan. “Your case is solid. Let’s focus on that. It’s not the same, but he will be punished. Plus that’s a federal crime, whereas what happened to me is only a state crime. Federal law always trumps state law.”

“Like convicting Al Capon for tax evasion?”

Ethan smiled. “Exactly!”

Ryan shook his head, grinning. “That’s what Tom said earlier. He told me you would say the same thing.”

Ethan went back over and sat next to Ryan. “You spoke with Tom about this?” 

“Yeah, when I went over to pick up your files. They’re over there by the way,” he said, pointing to the breakfast counter. “He also told me a story…”


Chapter Twelve

 

 

 

 

The wind off the shore felt good blowing through Ethan’s hair. He’d given up on trying to keep the thick locks tame once they hit the coast. The sun was warm on his face, and the air was filled with scents of seawater and sand. He sat on a log high enough up the beach to avoid the surf from high tide, in full effect. His feet dug in the sand, and he crinkled the tiny grains between his toes. Spring was here, and he couldn’t be happier. 

He felt nearly one hundred percent again. His ribs had healed, and for the most part, there was no more pain in his back. He was still really sensitive to light so he always wore dark sunglasses outside now, but that was fine with him. He picked out some good ones designed for people with light sensitivity that made him look stylin’. The scars along his back still pulled occasionally, but Ryan used a special cream to help them heal better. He was very diligent about making sure it got put on every night before they fell asleep.

As if conjured from Ethan’s mind, Ryan jumped over the back of the log and plopped down next to him. “Hey, hot stuff, we all checked in?”

“Yep. We have a king sized bed, these huge floor-to-ceiling sliding windows that open to a private deck overlooking the cove, and an insanely luxurious bathroom with a big tub and separate glass shower.”

“Sounds perfect. Good idea to splurge for the room upgrade. Where is the gang staying?”

“Oh get this. They went all out. They have two balconies, two fireplaces, a living area with full bar, and full-sized dinning table. Their master bathroom has marble tile, a Jacuzzi big enough for four, and panelled doors that open to both the water and the fireplace in the bedroom.”

“Well, it is their wedding and honeymoon. I suppose they’re allowed. Did they still want to meet for dinner tonight?”

“I think they said to meet them in the bar and grill at seven o’clock. Apparently, the place has fantastic food and is open to the ocean.”

Ethan looked over at the man who’d taken care of him so beautifully over the past two months. Ryan had been so patient, especially when Ethan had become frustrated at the restrictions both his doctor and his body had placed on him. This weekend, they celebrated not only their best friends wedding, but his return to active duty so to speak. He’d been given the all clear to work full time and resume all activities.

“So what you’re saying is that we have three hours to kill,” Ethan said.

“Yeah, what do you want to do first?” Ryan rubbed his hands together. “We could play a round of golf or build sand castles or take one of those little sailboats out.”

As eager as he was to have sex again, Ethan wanted to wait until tonight. Call him sappy and sentimental, but there was something magical about making love to your partner with moonlight and sea air streaming through open windows.

“Can we really build sand castles?” Ethan asked. He was nearly bouncing with childish exuberance.

“Absolutely, love. I’ll go ask the pool people if they have any forms.”

Ethan waited while Ryan ran off like a little kid. A few moments later, he returned with his booty and a triumphant grin.

“We struck the mother lode! There are no kids here right now so he gave us the whole stash. Let’s go down to the water’s edge and pick our spot.” He looked at the surf. “It looks like high tide right now, but I’m sure we can find something.”

They found a hidden little cove behind a dune not far from where they’d sat. Ryan upended their bag of goodies and sorted out the various pieces.

“Right, what’s first?” Ethan asked.

“What do mean?”

“I’ve never built a sand castle before, so what’s first?”

“You’ve never built one?” Ryan said, shocked.

“No. There aren’t really sandy beaches near the lake where our marina is located, and until I moved to Boston, I’d never seen an ocean before.”

“You guys never did spring break or anything. You know, ‘Guys Gone Wild’ in Cancun or Miami?”

“Too busy maintaining my scholarship. Besides spring break requires money.” He saw Ryan shake his head as if he were dumbfounded.

“All right, the first thing we do is build a base. I’ll go fill this bucket with water and you fill that form with sand.”

They worked for nearly two hours, crafting and perfecting their creation. In the end, it came out looking not too shabby in Ethan’s opinion. They made the structure look like it was built on a cliff. It had layers of turrets and buildings. Walls and archways. Ethan had even used a little stick to make holes for arrow slits. He felt like a little kid and couldn’t be happier. Ryan seemed to enjoy himself, too. Ethan hadn’t seen the man laugh that much in…well…two months. It might have been a spontaneous whim, but he thought this was the best thing they could have done today.

He took his iPhone from the cargo pocket of his shorts and snapped a photo. Judging by the clock on the screensaver, he determined if they wanted to meet Rick, Calleigh and Conor on time, they needed to head back to the room and clean up. They picked up their toys and strolled hand in hand down the shoreline. When they reached the area directly in front of the resort, he tugged on Ryan’s hand to stop him.

“Thank you. This was the best afternoon I could have hoped for.” He kissed Ryan slowly, tasting the salt from the air and heat from the spring sun. He lifted his arms around Ryan’s neck, so happy to be able to do that without pain anymore, and deepened the kiss. When they finally separated, they were breathing heavily and both aroused.

Ryan pulled their bodies together and clasped Ethan’s butt. Firm lips caressed his ear as Ryan whispered, “Tonight, I’m going to make love to you, E. I’m going to kiss your body from head to toe, slip that hard cock pressing against me right now deep into my mouth and suck you ‘til you beg for me to take you. I’ll open you one finger at a time. Stretching your tight little hole enough that I can slide in nice and easy. I’m going to fill you with one slow plunge ‘til I’m buried balls deep in that perfect hot ass of yours. Over and over, I’ll thrust, making sure I hit your sweet spot. I won’t stop ‘til I hear you scream my name and your cum glistens in the moonlight. Then when your body grips me in its perfect satin glove, I’m going to come inside you…bare.”

Ethan whimpered as his legs nearly buckled under him. “Oh God, Ry. I need you. Now. I want you now.”

“Tonight, love, tonight.”

 

* * * * 

 

“Ethan, ye look gran’. Almost like yer old self again,” Conor said, taking hold of Calleigh’s hand on top of the dinner table.

“Thanks, Con. I feel good. No more chronic pain. Things still twinge a bit if I over do it, but for the most part, they managed to put this humpty dumpty back together again.”

“You’re just short a couple of organs,” Rick commented.

Ethan waved offhandedly. “Who needs them? I’ve got another kidney and the spleen was just taking up space.”

“Ryan, make sure you keep an eye on him. People who have had their spleen removed are more prone to infections. What starts out as a little cold can escalate quickly into something more serious like pneumonia. I assume your doctor has spoken with you about maintaining your vaccinations?” Calleigh said.

“Always the nurse, aren’t you, Cal?” Ethan mumbled.

“Don’t worry. He knows I’m going to be all over him.”

Ethan shot a look at Ryan whose eyes twinkled knowing Ethan would catch the double entendre behind the innocent words. His cock jumped, and he stared at Ryan’s mouth. Ethan moistened his lips, slowly. Ryan’s eyes and nostrils flared at the gesture. Ryan’s hand took his, fingers stroking the palm of his hand and underside of his wrist. Ethan’s pulse beat wildly, and his breathing became shallow.

Rick chuckled. “Umm, guys?”

“Sorry.” Ethan shook his head to clear the lust induced fog. He purposely turned away from Ryan to avoid temptation. “So Calleigh, only a couple more months until the sprite is due. You glow with maternal bliss.”

“Oh Ethan, you’re so sweet. I keep looking over my shoulder because I’m convinced one of the staff is going to suspect I’m shoplifting a beach ball.”

Personally, Ethan thought her baby bump was adorable. She hadn’t quite reached beach ball proportions in his estimation, but he’d learned with his sister–in-law to never comment about a woman’s weight or size while pregnant. If Rick and Conor’s looks were any indication, they also admired their soon-to-be-wife’s full figure. “At least, this time it’s only one. That has to be easier than the boys in some regards.”

“This is true. It’s nice only having one set of arms and legs flailing around inside you.” She rubbed her distended belly and smiled when Rick and Conor’s hands joined hers.

Conor patted Calleigh’s stomach. “That’s da’s little caragan.”

Calleigh looked back over at Ethan and smiled. “The baby just kicked Conor’s hand. He’s getting an early start on the baby’s Gaelic lessons. That means darling. We’re due on June seventeenth by the way, so the countdown calendar says ninety-four days to blast off. We’ll see if things go according to schedule. The boys put in a surprise appearance a couple of weeks early, but that’s not uncommon with multiple births.”

Ethan was startled when his chair was yanked to the side, and Ryan snaked an arm around his middle. Ryan’s chin rested on his shoulder and warm breath caressed his neck. Ethan closed his eyes, and a little groan escaped when soft lips were planted a kiss on the sensitised column.

Conor gave a hard laugh. “Okay, what’s up with you two? I know you’re usually all lovey-dovey, but you’ve been joined at the hip all night.”

Ryan tilted his head and whispered in Ethan’s ear. “You think he really wants to see our hips joined the way I intend them to be in less than an hour. You like the thought of someone watching me take you, E? Watching me fill you one inch at a time then slamming home so hard your body is thrown forward by the momentum?”

He felt a flush cover his body and began to pant at Ryan’s seductive words.

Rick looked hard at Ethan. “Jesus, Ryan, what’d you say to him? The man looks on the verge of orgasm right here at the dinner table.”

“And just how do you know exactly what he looks like before coming?” Ryan growled.

Rick held up his hands in defence. “We lived together for four years. Dorm rooms aren’t known for their privacy.”

Calleigh looked back and forth between Ryan and Ethan. “Oh, I know what’s happening here.” She giggled.

Conor looked over at her. “You do?”

She nodded. “Ethan’s surgery was almost exactly eight weeks ago. I suspect he had his last post-op visit with his doctor only a couple of days ago right?”

“It was yesterday actually,” Ryan said.

Ethan lifted his head and stared at his friends, willing them to understand. His entire body felt as if it were on fire. He knew if they bothered to look they would see a massive hard-on pressed against his khaki pants. Ryan’s fingers were doing deadly things to the back of his neck. They’d ordered a wonderful meal, and he wanted to enjoy the evening with his friends on this the night before their wedding, but he truly didn’t know if he would make it. Maybe if he ran to the bathroom and took care of things he could get through the rest of the evening.

“Oh feck, you mean?” Conor smiled, shifting in his seat.

“Yep.” Calleigh smiled

“Why the hell didn’t you say so? Damn, man, go!” Rick exclaimed.

Ethan jumped out of his seat and took off in the direction of the cottages, skirting around empty tables. He didn’t know if Ryan was right behind him, but he knew the moment they touched again it was all over. He figured he’d better hightail it to a secure private location, preferably stocked with lots of lube. They were going to need it.

 

Ryan stood slowly then dropped several bills on the table. “Please give the waitress our regrets. I hope you have a lovely evening. Now, if you’ll excuse me?”

He turned and started casually walking in the same direction as Ethan. He felt their friends gazes trained on his back and broke out into a full run, their raucous laughter echoing behind him. 

He made it to the walkway to their cottage in record time. His sandals skidded on the paved stone at the sight of Ethan’s shirt lying on the ground. He picked it up and looked towards the front door. A few feet in front of him were the khaki pants Ethan had been wearing. Underneath the overhang lay his flip-flops and hanging from the door handle was his underwear. He laughed as he gathered up the treasure trail of clothing.

He opened the door and nearly had a heart attack at the sight before him. Ethan lay on his back with his feet spread wide and propped on the bedspread. His eyes travelled down the length of Ethan’s body and arrested at the sight of one hand wrapped around his cock. Holy God, Ethan had waxed. One of Ethan’s hands milked his straining erection, and a finger of his other hand was buried in his ass.

Ryan dropped the clothes just inside the door. His eyes fixated on Ethan’s movements as he stripped. His cock reached for his navel, glad to be free of the confining denim. He walked across the room to the double plantation, shuttered floor to ceiling sliding windows and opened them wide. Their private deck faced the cove, and they had no neighbours on either side of them. There was an old fashioned hurricane lamp sitting on the bookshelf. He used matches he’d stolen from the restaurant to light the wick then placed it on the side table beside the bed. The warm light cast a glow over Ethan’s skin as he continued to pleasure himself.

“You warming yourself up for me, E?”

He climbed up on the bed and balanced above the lean body. His head lowered, and he brushed a fleeting kiss on Ethan’s lips. His love’s head rose to maintain the connection as Ryan pulled back. Ryan placed his hand on Ethan’s chest and smoothed it down his body, bypassing his cock and balls as he continued down one leg from thigh to toes. Ethan had lost some muscle mass since the attack, but Ryan was confident they would get him back to his fighting weight.

His hand ran over the smooth skin that had formally been covered in light brown curls. “Did you do this for me?”

Ethan nodded. “You like it? I always love touching your bare skin and wanted to see what it would be like.”

“Baby, I already loved your cock, but on display like this with nothing hiding its magnificence, I’m breathless.” He circled a finger around the hole Ethan was slowly fingering. “Is that sweet little ass hungry for more?”

“Yes,” Ethan moaned.

“Does that delicious cock your jacking want to feel my mouth surrounding it?”

“Uh-huh.”

Ethan opened his eyes, and Ryan saw they were feverish with arousal. He hadn’t seen those golden hazel eyes that bright for a long time.

“Oh love, what you do to me with the simplest look.”

He lowered the leg closest to him and turned Ethan on his side so they were facing each other. Ryan’s hands smoothed up and down the satiny skin. The glow from the hurricane lamp created highlights and shadows on the planes and valleys of the body he craved. He closed the distance between them and aligned their cocks so each little movement slid them together.

“I can’t put into words how badly I want you, E. My body wants to flip you over and plough into you fast and hard, but my heart wants to savour every touch, every lick and every thrust.” He smiled into his lover’s eyes. “I guess we’ll have to do both before that sun rises over the water.” 

 

Ryan’s heated words washed over Ethan as the sands whipped over the expanse of the Sahara. For the past two months, they’d tamed their urges with blow-jobs and mutual jack-off sessions, but neither of them had truly been satisfied. He needed Ryan inside him. Needed that long, thick cock to fill the empty places left hollow by the attack.

He wrapped his arms around Ryan and rolled onto his back, forcing the larger man to lie on top of him. His legs separated and cradled Ryan’s body. He sealed their lips together, and a purr rumbled in his chest when their tongues mated. His hands stroked up and down the wide planes of Ryan’s well muscled back. His hips arched up, and their cocks slid against each other. The friction made him gasp and throw his head onto the thick pillows. He heard night sounds floating into their cottage from the opening to the deck and the scent of sea wafted on the air.

Ryan’s mouth travelled down Ethan’s neck until it reached the base where Ethan’s pulse beat frantically. Warm lips attached themselves to the skin and sucked. Ethan was sure he would have a bruise later but didn’t care. Those lips continued south until they reached his nipples. Licking and nipping caused the small protrusions to tense and offer themselves to be devoured. His cock was hard, leaking and begging for some attention. Ryan’s hand griped him and stroked in smooth rhythm. Ethan clutched Ryan’s broad shoulders and wove his fingers into his soft, dark brown hair. 

He cried out as, without any preliminaries, Ryan engulfed his cock to the base. The fiery heat and wet suction of Ryan’s mouth was heaven. A slick, soft tongue laved up and down his cock, and Ethan swallowed as Ryan’s head bobbed. His balls were cupped and rolled as they pulled up tighter against his body.

He whimpered when his cock was released with a pop, but sighed when Ryan’s tongue traced around his sac. That wickedly talented appendage whipped itself over and around tracing the contours of his balls. They were drawn into the heat of Ryan’s mouth, and the suction was hard enough that he tensed for a second before giving himself over to the pleasure.

His hole was hungry and fluttered against Ryan’s fingers as they played. He heard the snap of the cap on the lube, and a shiver ran through him when the cool gel touched the heated skin of his anus. One of Ryan’s long fingers pushed into him, and Ethan moaned as the exquisite feel. That finger circled and pumped in and out of his channel until he started to beg for more. Another joined, and the stretching began. He bore down and felt the fingers high inside him, but they couldn’t reach that spot where he needed them.

“Please, Ry, get in. I don’t wanna wait any more.”

“Like this, E. I want to watch your face as I take you. I want to see those gorgeous cat eyes of yours flare when you feel us skin to skin.”

Ethan jerked and grabbed his cock at the base to prevent him from coming right then. “Fuck me, Ryan.”

 

Ryan lifted Ethan’s legs over his shoulder. He squirted a dollop of lube onto his hand and smoothed it over his cock. The cool gel hitting his flushed skin tempered his desperation a touch. He lined himself up with Ethan’s opening and pushed forward, keeping his gaze on Ethan’s open eyes the entire time. Ryan had dreamed of how it would feel taking this final step in their relationship and making love without any barriers, but the reality was more overwhelming than he could possibly have imagined. The soft plush walls of Ethan’s channel gripped Ryan as he entered one inch at a time. He felt each ripple and sucked in a breath when the lining parted over the taut skin of his cock head. When he’d merged their bodies as completely as possible he paused, letting the moment extend and burn into their memories.

His hips retreated until only the tip of his cock remained embraced within Ethan’s body then he thrust forward. Their cries of pleasure mingled and gave their song to the night air. Ethan’s ass welcomed Ryan home as he drove harder and faster merging, their bodies and entwining their souls. He increased his pace, and they both grunted with strain as they raced towards completion. Wet flesh slapped, Ethan’s fingers raked down Ryan’s back and low moans emerged from his throat. 

Ryan pressed in and withdrew, pressed in again and aimed for Ethan’s hot spot. He hammered into his love, making sure to hit that sweet spot every time. He watched as Ethan’s back arched and he shouted.

“Coming, Ry! Oh God, I’m coming. Fill me up. Let me feel you shoot inside me.”

That was all it took. Ryan’s cock swelled, his balls tightened and he came. Long hot spurts of seed shot out, coating Ethan’s passage. Shudders rippled up and down Ryan’s body. He pressed all his weight on his hands because he’d lost strength in his legs. He didn’t want to fall over and squish Ethan. It felt as if his orgasm would never end. The pleasure ripped through his system and consumed his existence until he felt the muscles of Ethan’s ass clench around him and hold him deep. He watched as Ethan found his own end, graceful neck thrown back in relief as the flickering light highlighted sweat-slicked skin and contracted muscles.

Ryan’s arms collapsed, and he landed on top of Ethan anyway. Ryan quickly rolled to his side to avoid crushing him. His chest billowed as he tried to regain his breath. “Holy…”

“Yeah.”

Ryan tried to move and gather Ethan into his arms, but his limbs refused to cooperate. Ethan seemed to have the same problem as he lay next to him staring up at the ceiling, panting. When Ryan was able to get all faculties back online, he rolled to the side and slipped off the bed. Padding into the bathroom, he cleaned up then returned to the bed to take care of Ethan. 

“You want to go sit on the deck for a little while? We can light the fire pit and snuggle under blankets,” Ryan asked.

Ethan turned his head until he could see Ryan standing in the moonlight filtering through the opened shutters. “Sure. Then when I get some strength back I’ll climb over your lap and ride you until we both pass out.”

“You always have the best plans.” Ryan held out his hand and helped Ethan off the bed. Ripping off the bedspread they walked out onto their deck. 


Chapter Thirteen

 

 

 

 

Ethan walked along the beach, dancing in and out of the surf as it rolled up on shore. He saw the sun glint off something stuck in the sand a few feet away. Bending over to investigate, he felt the delicious ache in his ass from the night spent in Ryan’s arms. They’d made love until neither of them could get it up again then sank into exhausted dreams of continued pleasure. 

When he’d first opened his eyes that morning, Ryan had asked him to top, and Ethan was amazed at the feel of that tight heat surrounding his cock with nothing to diminish the sensation. 

He dug around in the sand and uncovered a seashell. The large, white pearlescent clam shell was nearly transparent. He turned the shell over in his hands, marvelling at how something so delicate in appearance could withstand the brutal ocean. It was a testament to beauty and strength. He’d keep it and present it to Calleigh as a token that evening. The shell reminded him of her. She was a beautiful woman with a core of strength few saw. She’d moved beyond the death of her first husband and found love with Ethan’s two best friends, the three of them raising her two boys who’d been only infants when she received the news that Kevin had been killed in action in Iraq.

He looked to the sky and smiled that Mother Nature seemed to present her best face for the day of the wedding. It was clear and bright. Bulbous, puffy clouds dotted the sky as if they were giant cotton balls. The sun warmed the sand beneath his feet. 

The ceremony would take place at sunset on the beach in front of the resort in only a couple of hours. Only a few friends and family members would be present since it was a rather untraditional ceremony. Calleigh had legally married Conor a couple of days ago, but today, all three of them would take their vows. Ethan and Ryan were honoured when the trio had asked them to stand as witnesses.

He took another peek at his watch and realised he needed to get back and dress. Granted it was a casual affair, but he wanted to look his best for his friends.

He jogged up the beach and spied Ryan lounging on a towel soaking up the sun. That persistent little devil on Ethan’s shoulder whispered in his ear, and he ran into the surf, scooped up a handful of water and tiptoed over to where Ryan laid. Opening his hands, he released the cold gush over the top of Ryan’s belly.

“Son of a motherless goat!!” Ryan jumped up and saw Ethan doubled over laughing. “You little shit! This means war!”

Oh crap! Ethan took off down the beach, Ryan hot on his heals. He got as far as the boardwalk before two strong arms latched around his middle and lifted him up. Ryan carried him over to where the waves crashed, holding him high as if to drop him into the surf.

“No, no, no!” Ethan squirmed and flailed his body around trying to break the hold but couldn’t do much since he was winded from both the run and laughing so hard.

“Do you surrender?”

“Never!”

Ryan shifted his grip and made like he was about to throw Ethan into the ocean. 

“Wait, wait! Stop! I’ll do anything. Just don’t throw me in.”

“Anything?”

“Yes, yes, anything.”

“Will you agree to become my love slave? Will you service me every morning and night? And sometimes right after lunch?”

“Yes!”

“Right, then.” Ryan lowered Ethan and cradled him against his body. He turned around and walked back up the beach to the boardwalk, still carrying the leaner man. Ethan had lost weight since the attack, and had yet to get back in fighting shape. It was no hardship for Ryan to carry him around.

Ethan snuggled into Ryan’s body, wrapping his arms around Ryan’s neck and legs around his waist. Being carried was a little surreal, but he knew Ryan wouldn’t drop him. “Now?”

“You have other plans?”

“Well, I’m supposed to be at this wedding in a couple of hours.”

“That leaves us plenty of time. Haven’t you heard of shower sex?”

“Oh, I like shower sex. All slippery bodies and confined spaces. Yummy.”

 

* * * * 

 

They ended up being fifteen minutes late from the time Rick and Conor had instructed them to arrive at the site. The two grooms stood on the sand, shaking their heads but smiling. 

“Sorry,” Ethan said.

“No you’re not, but that’s okay. We gave you a time cushion since we know how you two are.”

He didn’t deny their accusations. “What have you poor schlubs been doing all day? Calleigh told me about her plans for a day of beauty and relaxation the other night.”

“We played eighteen holes of golf then grabbed lunch at the outdoor café,” Rick said.

“Sounds so…mundane.”

“Oh? What did ye do? Go out an’ discover a new world?” Conor asked.

“No, you silly muzzy. I woke up, made love to the husband of my heart, had a scrumptious breakfast, took a dip in the pool, had a few margaritas then went for a walk on the beach, was threatened to be thrown in the ocean and, finally, went back to the cottage were we had wild monkey sex in the shower.”

“Good for you. I’m glad you’re enjoying your weekend.” Rick looked to the sky. “I think it’s time to get things ready.”

Ethan looked over his shoulder and saw Ryan speaking to some of the guests. He motioned Ryan over and the two of them walked around lighting the dozens of paper lanterns scattering the area around where Rick, Conor and Calleigh would say their vows. The sun was low, and the sky was awash of orange, red and purple. Ethan noticed that Calleigh stood at the entrance to the beach and he indicated that everyone should get in their places.

Rick and Conor stood in an open space amidst of the flickering lights. Ethan and Ryan stood on either side of them a few feet away. Calleigh’s parents corralled the twins. Her best friend Carla from the hospital with her husband and a few of Rick and Conor’s buddies stood in a semi circle outside the lanterns. One of them played an acoustic guitar as Calleigh walked towards her soon-to-be husbands. She wore a simple royal blue sundress. Like everyone else she was barefoot and carried an arrangement of orange calla lilies tied with a single ribbon.

There was no celebrant since this was a union of love between three and not a legal marriage. When Calleigh reached the centre, she placed her flowers in the sand and the three joined hands. Rick said his vows to Calleigh first then she to him. Conor recited his in Gaelic. Calleigh surprised everyone by doing the same. Apparently, it was a surprise to Conor too because the man was visibly moved. The three exchanged rings. Ethan had been privileged to see them the night before. The intricate Celtic designs were a perfect symbol of their union. The three of them moved forward and joined in a three-way kiss, and everyone broke into applause. The guitarist played as they exited the candlelit area. The trio had taken photos before the ceremony, and now, everyone would move to an open air restaurant.

Ethan and Ryan were in charge of gathering all the lanterns before joining the rest of the party. Ethan was about to blow out the first candle when Ryan placed his hand on his shoulder.

“Wait, come with me,” Ryan said.

They walked to the location where the ceremony had taken place. The sky had turned to complete darkness now, and everything beyond the lights was black.

“I overheard you talking to Rick and Conor before the ceremony. Did you mean what you said?”

“Umm, which part? I said a lot of things.”

“The part about making love to your husband.”

“Oh, that. Well, I guess I kinda thought of last night as our wedding night. You know with…”

Ethan became extremely nervous all of a sudden. He’d thought when Ryan had made love to him without the condom that’s what it had meant. Ethan had stated when they’d first started dating he wouldn’t do that until he’d found the man he would spend his life with. Didn’t Ryan see it that way? Was Ethan not enough, after all? Had Ryan just stayed with him out of pity? 

“Ethan, look at me,” Ryan whispered.

Ethan twisted his hands together and stared at his feet. His bare toes sunk into the sand. With the warmth of the sun gone, the grains had cooled and made his feet chilled. He felt that iciness travel up his body, freezing his lungs and circling his heart.

“Ethan!”

He slowly lifted his head. The flickering candlelight gave Ryan an intense look, but Ethan couldn’t read the expression in the low light. He loved this man so desperately. He wouldn’t have survived the last couple of months without him. He didn’t want to give him up. He knew he could exist without Ryan, but he wouldn’t truly live without him by his side. 

“Ry?”

“I hadn’t planned on doing this today. I didn’t want to take away from Rick, Conor, and Calleigh’s special day—”

“Oh God, please don’t. Not now.”

Tears filled his eyes, and he backed away. Maybe if he turned away, this moment would go away. Out of sight, out of mind and all that.

“Ethan? Why are you turning away from me?”

An hour ago, he’d been telling his friends how much he loved this man, and now he was being dumped. Anger steamed rolled through him, and he turned to confront Ryan and give him a piece of his mind.

“Ethan, I know you well enough to suspect what just went through your mind but…” Ryan lowered himself to one knee in the sand. “I’m on my knee because I love you more with every breath I take. I want nothing more than to spend our lives together. I will always strive to be a better husband than the day before, and if you accept this proposal, you will never again doubt my love for you or your place in my life. You are everything I’ve searched for. Will you marry me?”

Ethan was stunned. His knees buckled, and he sank to the sand in front of Ryan, his mind a cyclone of thoughts and emotions. He stared into Ryan’s eyes for long seconds. Did Ryan really mean it? Then Ethan tackled Ryan into the sand, kissing him as if his life depended on it. He was sprawled over the top of Ryan as their lips met hungrily. Teeth clicked, tongues thrashed and hands groped. When they finally came up for air, Ryan sat up, and Ethan ended up straddling his thighs.

“Is that a yes?”

Ethan nodded.

“Say it, E.”

“Yes…yes, I will marry you,” he softly said.

They kissed for several more minutes then finished blowing out the candles and collected the paper lanterns. They walked up the beach hand in hand, and it was the perfect ending to a perfect day with his perfect partner.

 

* * * *

 

Ryan gazed out the window of his office, wishing he could be outside. The sun was shinning, and the trees were finally turning green. He should close the blinds. It was the only way he would get any work done. 

As he stood, he heard the little pinging sound from his computer announcing a new email. He sat back in the chair and clicked it open. 

The email was from Ethan, and all he saw were the words “I Found It!” with a highlighted link. After his proposal, Ryan had let the lease run out on his loft and officially moved in with Ethan. They both loved Ethan’s place but felt they needed a little more space than what if offered, so they’d started looking for a place to buy together. It’d been two months, and they’d visited fifteen places. They just couldn’t seem to find a space that called to them. They wanted the exposed brick and dark hardwood floors that each of their lofts had, but many of the places for sale were either way too urban or way too suburban.

If Ethan was really as excited as the message appeared, Ryan knew this had to be good. He opened the link, and a new window popped open. The page filled with images that seemed too good to be true. The unit constituted an entire floor of a converted warehouse with a private elevator entrance. A massive expanse of arched windows offered views of the North End neighbourhood. There was custom moulding throughout the entire space. The ceiling had stained wood beams, and the message said they were fourteen feet high. He saw a built-in drink cabinet with little lights and wine cooler. The flooring was Brazilian cherry, the countertops granite, and the appliances were top-end stainless steel. Glass French doors led to the master suite, which had two closets, an en suite bathroom with glass enclosed shower, whirlpool tub and double sinks. There was a doorway leading to a fire escape with small desk off the large, triangle-shaped great room that had a bi-folding closet with hook-ups for their own washer and dryer. No more basement laundry rooms! There was a second bedroom for guests or office space. He quickly picked up the phone and dialled Ethan’s office.

“Ethan Harrison.”

“Hi, love. This is stunning, but there is no conceivable way we can afford a place like this. It must run close to eight hundred thousand. Unless Ed McMahon has finally come through and I’m not aware of it, I’m afraid it’s not going to work no matter how perfect it may seem.”

“Ah, but here is the beautiful part. It’s a foreclosure. You remember my friend John? He works for the bank that holds the mortgage, and he’s the one who sent me the photos. He knew we were searching thought this place was just what we were looking for.”

“Yeah, but how much?”

“The outstanding balance on the loan is two hundred and fifty thousand. Since we’re already pre-approved with the same bank, he said things would go as smooth as possible, but we need to sign the contract within a couple of days. The loft goes to auction next week. Oh, and something he just told me that wasn’t in the initial email is that the elevator has access to a private, rooftop garden. Can you imagine it, Ry?”

“Well, we need to ask our agent if she’ll handle the deal, and I want to actually view the place in person before we sign anything.”

“Umm, I already called her to ask. She said it was fine and would look into whether there’s a listed broker on the property. I’m waiting to hear back from her about when we can see it.”

Ryan chuckled. “Awfully sure of my reaction, weren’t you, E?”

“Well…I just thought. It’s everything that I…that we talked about. I’m pretty sure this is a once in a lifetime opportunity.”

He was glad that Ethan had taken the initiative with the property. It showed him that Ethan was becoming more comfortable and confident in his place as a lifetime partner. “You’re right, love. Call me when you hear back from the agent.”

“Okay. I love you, Ry.”

“Love you, too, baby.”

 

* * * * 

 

Three weeks later, the elevator dinged as the door opened. Ryan smiled at the sight of their new home. 

“E?” he called out. “This is the last of it.” He carried the box of books inside and set it next to the open, wood-framed bookshelves against the one of the walls.

The sale had gone off without a hitch despite the exorbitant amount of paperwork. He’d never before purchased a home, and apparently, since this was a foreclosure, it required the buyer and seller to cut through a lot more red tape than a typical sale. 

There was plenty of space in the great room for a combination of furniture from both his and Ethan’s former places. His large sectional was placed to take advantage of the arched windows, and Ethan’s flat screen TV fit almost perfectly between two of the window casings. They’d turned the second bedroom into a home office with Ethan’s pullout sofa in there for when they had guests. The art from Ethan’s old place looked fantastic against the red brick walls, and they’d purchased some display lights to highlight the warm bold colours. They’d painted the interior walls in warm jewelled tones creating an intimate and comfortable atmosphere.

They’d sold both their beds and purchased a new one together. Ryan couldn’t wait to sink into the pillow-topped, air-supported mattress at the end of a long day.

Ethan came through the doorway leading to the office dressed casually in the well worn, ass-hugging jeans he loved so much. He had on a green T-shirt that highlighted his golden hazel eyes and was barefoot. Ryan licked his lips, and Ethan froze where he stood, staring at him.

“We’re officially moved in. I just carried up the last box.”

“Oh good. I was unpacking the stuff in the office.”

Ryan moved forward slowly, and Ethan angled towards the bedroom. Ryan stalked him across the living area. “You know what the only thing left to do is, right?”

Ethan bumped into one of the stained, wood-beamed columns holding up the ceiling and tried to move around it without looking behind him. “What’s that?”

“The best part of moving into a new home. We get to christen every flat surface and every wall. I vote that we start right here.”

Ryan stripped off his T-shirt and unsnapped his jeans. His shoes and socks were kicked off as he advanced on Ethan who’d backed into the island in the kitchen area. Ryan unzipped his jeans and reached inside his boxer briefs to stroke his cock. Ethan’s eyes were trained on Ryan’s hand as it moved up and down. Ryan saw that sweet little pink tongue come out and wet Ethan’s lips.

“What are you waiting for? I want to see naked skin in two point five seconds.”

“I haven’t unpacked the lube yet,” Ethan said, shucking his shirt and ripping open the buttons of his jeans.

Ryan spied a bottle of olive oil through the frosted glass doors of the kitchen cabinets. Opening the cabinet, he pulled it out and waved it towards Ethan.

“Oh good, that’ll work.” Ethan shoved his jeans down his legs and jumped up onto the counter top of the island.

Ryan moved between Ethan’s spread thighs. He slid Ethan forward so his perfectly round ass perched on the very edge of the counter. The height prevented him from fucking Ethan right there, but it was perfect for getting a taste of that delicious cock and edible little ass. 

He yanked Ethan into a hard kiss, slamming their chests together. Their lips devoured each other for several minutes. Ryan’s fingers dug into the thick strands of Ethan’s hair and arched his neck back. He roughly feasted on the exposed skin. 

Ethan wrapped his long legs around Ryan’s waist, holding their bodies tight together. Ryan’s mouth travelled down Ethan’s neck and chest, pushing against his shoulders to create some space between their bodies. He swooped down and swallowed Ethan’s hard cock, which stood tall. 

Grunts and moans from both of them echoed in the wide, open space. 

He used his tongue and mouth to build Ethan’s need into a frenzy of arousal. Releasing the stiff flesh, he swiped around Ethan’s balls. Ethan leant back onto the expanse of the island and offered himself like a sacrifice. Ryan’s tongue found the puckered rosette of Ethan’s ass and went to work. He flattened his tongue and rasped it across the tightly closed opening and up around Ethan’s sac then back down. 

Ethan’s hands clutched Ryan’s head and tried to keep him attached to his body. Ryan stabbed his tongue inside Ethan’s hole and wiggled it around to open it further. Opening the bottle of oil, he dribbled some on his fingers and speared them into the now unfurled ring.

“Ry! Fuck me. Oh God, please fuck me now!”

Ryan helped Ethan off the counter top and spun him around. Using the olive oil, he slicked himself up. He used one hand to push Ethan down over the granite and the other to hold his hips in the right position. He lined his cock up and pushed deep in one thrust. The tight heat of Ethan’s channel surrounded him, and Ryan still marvelled at the feel of nothing separating their skin. They were both way too far gone to make this a long, slow, drawn out love making session. This was no holds barred, fast and furious, down and dirty raw fucking. 

His hips slammed forward, and Ethan pushed back to meet each and every thrust. Ryan increased his momentum and bent his knees to change the angle of his entry. Ethan’s yell indicated that Ryan had hit the right spot. His hand reached around and grasped his love’s cock, jerking it in time with his movements. 

That familiar tingle in his spine and tightening of his balls indicated that his orgasm was quickly approaching. The ripples and contractions of Ethan’s ass indicated that he was close, as well. They moved in synchronicity, crying out each other’s names and finally giving over to the pleasure.


Chapter Fourteen

 

 

 

 

Ethan looked at the clock on his laptop and noticed that it was nearly 7:00 P.M. Ryan should be here any minute. Ever since Ethan had gone back to work after the attack, Ryan had met him at the office each night and driven him home. Ryan dropped him off every morning with a kiss and admonition to be careful.

Ethan’s office and the courthouse were located in the same complex. He was fortunate that he got to work in such an inviting building. The unique architecture, open spaces and colourful art on the walls never made him feel closed in. A massive wall of glass looked out on a public park, the harbour and downtown. It was an easy walk to some local restaurants or, if he brought his lunch, he could always go sit outside at one of the several umbrella tables.

During the daylight, he felt completely safe, but late at night, after the rest of the office staff had left and the large inviting spaces echoed with silence, he sometimes felt a little nervous. He’d acted as if he were indulging Ryan, but in reality, he was glad his husband was so protective. He didn’t know what it was, but something felt off tonight. The dark sky outside his window looked menacing. A shiver ran through his body.

A knock on his door startled him, and he jumped away from the window. Ryan stood in the doorway with a concerned look on his face.

“You scared the bejesus out of me,” Ethan said, trying to calm his racing heart.

Ryan walked over to where Ethan stood. He lifted Ethan’s hands. “Baby, your hands are shaking. What’s wrong?”

Ethan moved into Ryan’s body and wrapped his arms around Ryan’s waist. His head rested on Ryan’s shoulder, and he let the comfort of his love’s body heat seep into his cold bones.

“Nothing really. I was just a little spooked. It happens sometimes since―”

The shrill sound of the phone in his office made him tense for a second. He stepped back and moved to the desk to answer it.

“Hello?”

“You think that little incident a few months ago hurt? You wait and see what we’re capable of if you keep it up.”

“Who is this?” Ethan looked up at Ryan, terror ripping through his body.

Ryan flipped open his phone and called the lab in the bureau. “Give me a triangulation of this number.” He rattled off Ethan’s office number. “It involves the case against Luke Yeung.” He kept his phone on and closed the distance between him and Ethan.

Ethan tilted the phone away so Ryan could hear what the caller said. Ryan’s large hand rubbed soothing circles on Ethan’s lower back.

“Who I am doesn’t matter.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You know exactly what I’m talking about. You think your beating was really a gay bashing? Get real. We don’t care who you fuck, as long as you stop fucking with our associate. Back off, or you will pay the ultimate price.”

He knew he had to keep the caller on the line for Ryan’s trace to work. “I have a lot of cases right now. How do I know which one you’re talking about?”

“I think if you try real hard you can figure it out. Use that brilliant deductive brain of yours, unless of course Huang’s little beat down did permanent damage. I heard you got quite a bump on the head.”

“You’re talking about the Yeung case.”

“Very good. You boys did figure it out. By the way, have a good night, Agent Ashton.”

The caller hung up, and Ethan looked over to see Ryan speaking into his phone, asking whoever was on the other line if they’d gotten the trace.

“What do you mean you couldn’t triangulate it? He kept the fucker on the line for over two minutes,” Ryan yelled.

Ethan collapsed into his chair and tilted his head back. His throat convulsed trying to suck in oxygen. His heart felt as if it were going to explode, and he rubbed his chest.

 

Ryan saw Ethan’s distress and hung up on the lab tech in the middle of her sentence. He pushed Ethan’s head between his legs and rubbed his back. “Breathe baby. In and out, nice and slow.” After a minute or so, he noticed some of the tension melt away and lifted Ethan out of the chair. Ryan cradled Ethan in his lap and held him when the shivers started. “It’s going to be okay, E. I promise you; nobody will touch you. I’ll duct tape myself to your ass if need be.”

Ethan couldn’t help it. The image that popped into his mind made him laugh. “Duct tape, huh? That could be fun. Although when it comes time to take it off, that might not be so enjoyable. How about if we use silk ties instead?”

“I can do silk ties.” Ryan lifted Ethan’s head. Holding him by the chin, he kissed him. “Silk ties are a definite possibility. I can picture you spread out and tied to our bed. Me torturing your body in delicious ways.”

“Take me home, Ry. I don’t want to be here anymore.”

 

* * * *

 

Moonlight shown through the arched window in their bedroom. Ryan had loved Ethan into unconsciousness and, now, lay watching him sleep. The deep even breaths indicated that Ethan slept soundly. Slowly, Ryan scooted out of bed and went out into the kitchen. 

Taking a glass out of the cabinet, he filled it with water from the fridge. Now, that Ethan was settled, Ryan couldn’t stop his mind from turning the event in the office earlier over and over. The sound of the voice on the other end of the line was something Ryan would never forget. The terror he’d seen in Ethan’s eyes haunted him. Despite being scared, Ethan had kept it together. He’d forced the caller to talk as long as possible, aiding Ryan’s team in trying to locate where the signal was coming from. Unfortunately, the lab had determined it was a scrambled cell phone that bounced off multiple towers in the downtown area.

He took his glass of water and walked over to one of the large arched windows on the opposite side of the living area. The wall was sixty feet in length. They had an expansive view of the streets around their building. Was the caller or his cronies out there? Where were they? Did they lie in wait right outside? Was that car parked down the street housing a surveillance crew? It was obvious from the caller’s last comment that they’d known he was there. He gave credit where it was due. These boys meant business. He’d requested a protection detail be placed on Ethan but had not heard anything yet.

A shout came from the bedroom, and Ryan spun around. Running into their room, he saw Ethan thrashing around on the bed as if he were fighting someone. Ryan set the glass on the side table and placed his hand on Ethan’s shoulder to shake him. 

“Wake up, E. It’s a dream. Let it go, baby. I’ve got you.”

Ethan didn’t wake. He continued to fight, crying out. The terror-filled sounds ripped Ryan’s heart in two. He scooped Ethan up and pulled him into his chest, rocking back and forth.

“Come on, love. Open you eyes. Please, E…please, wake up.”

Abruptly arms encircled him and squeezed tight. He heard Ethan crying and felt the tears wet his bare chest. These were the first real tears since the attack, and Ryan let them come. He knew Ethan needed to release the fear and pain he’d held inside. Ethan had seemingly handled the attack well, too well in Ryan’s opinion. It had only been a matter of time before the dam finally burst. It seemed that tonight’s phone call had managed to shatter the protective shell Ethan had built around himself. 

When the tears slowed, Ryan adjusted their positions so they could lie side by side. He smoothed back the strands of hair that had fallen into Ethan’s eyes. “That was the first one since you initially came home.”

“Yeah. I guess the phone call triggered it.”

“Same dream?”

“Same, but different. More. More details, more feeling.” Ethan pulled back and looked into Ryan’s face. “I think the man who called was one of the other attackers. I didn’t realise it during the call, but in my dream, the voice sounded the same. I don’t know…”

“E, I have to ask. Are you sure you want to continue? I’m sure Tom could assign the case―”

“No! I have to see this through. It has to be me. I won’t let them win, Ry. I can’t let them win. If I back down―”

“Okay, love, okay. I had to ask.”

“I know, and I love you for worrying. I trust you to protect me. We’re partners, yeah? Both here and out there. You found this guy, you headed the investigation, you brought it to me and I’m going to put him away.”

Ryan gathered Ethan close, closed his eyes and prayed everything would work out. He prayed he would be able to protect the man he loved and that together they would see this through to the end.

 

* * * *

 

“Can you tell me, Special Agent Ashton, how you first received the tip which led to the investigation of Luke Yeung?” Ethan stood with his arms at his sides in front of the prosecuting attorney’s table in the courtroom and looked at Ryan sitting on the witness stand.

“We received a phone call from an employee of Amerisystems stating he suspected Mr. Yeung of selling classified information.”

“Did you meet with this employee?”

“Yes.”

“What happened next?”

“We found the employee’s information to be credible then opened the investigation.”

“Exactly what information did you uncover during the course of the investigation?”

“We subpoenaed Mr. Yeung’s personal computer and located several emails exchanged between him and the CEO of Losung. The emails contained specific information regarding the design of an environmental monitoring prototype that Amerisystems has been developing for the last five years.”

“And why is it that your particular department at the FBI got involved?”

“Our sole focus is to uncover and investigate crimes of economic espionage.”

“Specifically, why did a federal investigation occur?”

“In the course of the investigation, we determined that Losung is actually a company funded solely by the Peoples Republic of China. Mr. Yeung was essentially selling a device developed by a United States company to a foreign government.”

“Thank you, Agent Ashton. That’s all I have for now.” He moved to sit behind the table and looked over at the defence attorney who was about to cross-examine Ryan.

Ethan’s gaze locked with Yeung. The man’s dark eyes were flat and cold. A chill raced through Ethan’s blood, but he refused to show an outward manifestation. 

The attorney flipped through pages of notes for several seconds, stalling for effect. 

Ethan looked at Ryan sitting calmly waiting for the questions. His love showed no sense of nervousness. His answers had been concise and confident. 

“Special Agent Ashton, is it true that you have a personal relationship with my opposing counsel, Mr. Harrison?”

“Objection, your honour. Relevance?” Ethan called out.

Judge Stevenson expelled a loud breath. “Is there a point to this line of questioning, Mr. Paige?”

“Yes, your honour. If Mr. Harrison and Agent Ashton have a personal relationship then certain elements of the case may be called into question due to conflict of interest.”

Stevenson turned to Ethan. “I’ll allow it in this instance.” He looked over at witness stand. “Agent Ashton, please answer the question.”

“Yes, I do.”

“What is that relationship?”

“He’s my husband.”

There were a few twitters in the gallery, but for the most part, everyone remained silent.

“I see. When did this relationship begin?”

“I first met Ethan the day my department turned over the completed investigation to the U.S. Attorney’s Office.”

“When the charges were initially brought against my client?”

“Yes.”

“That was last November, a mere seven months ago. You did not know Mr. Harrison before that?”

“Objection, witness already answered the question,” Ethan interrupted.

“Sustained. Mr. Paige, I’m still waiting.”

“Yes, your honour. Bear with me for just a minute.” Paige strode forward and leaned against the railing of the witness stand, getting right up in Ryan’s face. “Is it true that you suspect Mr. Yeung behind the assault of Mr. Harrison last January? Do you in fact have a personal vendetta against my client, and in so presented my opposing counsel with evidence against my client supported only by conjecture?”

Ethan stood abruptly. “Objection! Counsel is not only leading the witness but badgering him.”

“Sustained. Mr. Paige, you will cease this line of questioning immediately. That information will be stricken from the record. Jury, you are to dismiss Mr. Paige’s attack on the witness.”

 

* * * * 

 

Ethan sat heavily in his chair at the now familiar prosecution table. For the past month, witnesses had been called and examined, cross-examined and re-examined on both sides. His closing arguments had laid out the timeline and intent of Yeung to deprive the American people of badly needed resources by selling the design of the prototype to the Chinese for a quick payoff, knowing of their plans to manufacture the device at discount prices. 

Throughout the entire trial, Ryan had stood beside him. Ethan had received a few more threatening phone calls, but no direct contact had been made. He had a protection detail assigned to him any time he left home or the court complex. As promised, Ryan wasn’t taking any chances.

Ethan looked over at Tom. “So today’s the day? I have to say I’ll be glad when this is all over.”

“Me, too,” Tom replied. “We should have this thing tied up. There really was no question of his intent.”

“True, but when you put the decision in the hands of twelve strangers, you never can truly predict what will happen.”

“Such is the life of a litigator. How’s Ryan? Does he plan on being here today?”

“I received a text message from him a little while ago saying he was heading over here. I called him as soon as we got notification that the jury had reached their decision.”

Ethan saw the bailiff enter the courtroom and sat up higher in his chair. His heart did a little stutter. This was it. It was time to hear if all his hard work had paid off. If they received the right judgement then Yeung would go away for a long time.

He didn’t know how long it would take for him to feel completely safe again. Despite being thirty-six years old and sometimes prosecuting people that had done things that shocked his sense of humanity, he’d tried to maintain his optimism in his fellow man. Over the last six months, his perception of the world had forever changed. He looked over his shoulder more, he wasn’t so quick to believe the best of everyone and he frequently found himself questioning the truth of someone’s statement. In a lot of ways, he missed his old self, but good things had happened, too.

He’d found a man he loved more every single day. A man he trusted to the deepest part of his soul. A man who made him laugh and encouraged him to have fun. A man who had taught him to build a sandcastle, played a mean Rock Band and dictated no-work Sundays. A man who made Ethan’s body burn with need and quenched his desire with more pleasure than he’d ever imagined possible. A man who had given him a family.

“All rise,” the bailiff announced.

Ethan’s eyes tracked Judge Stevenson from the back chambers to the bench. The jury was called in and the defendant asked to rise.

“In the matter of United States of America versus Luke Yeung, how does the jury find?”

“We find the defendant guilty.” 


Epilogue

 

 

 

 

Ethan and Ryan carried their camp chairs to meet ‘the gang’ as they’d started calling them—Rick, Conor, Calleigh, Mike, Brandon, and baby Allanah. They’d scouted this perfect spot overlooking the Charles River to watch the Fourth of July fireworks earlier in the week. As they neared the group, he heard the boys giggling and saw them running in circles around the adults. Rick snatched one of them and Conor the other. The two fathers threw the little boys onto the huge blanket and tickled them. Shrieks of childish laughter filled the air.

“Hey, guys,” Calleigh said, adjusting the blanket covering her daughter as she nursed.

“Hi.” Ethan set down his chair and looked at the two three year olds. “You guys ready for the fireworks?”

Twin heads bobbed in unison, and they each ran to jump into his and Ryan’s laps. He thought he had Brandon but wasn’t quite sure.

“How’s married life?” Conor asked.

Ethan and Ryan had legally gotten married a month after returning from the cape. It had been a small civil ceremony in the backyard of a bed and breakfast owned and run by another gay couple. The beautiful, cosy house was Italianate with some Greek revival elements. It had been perfect for the intimate celebration. They’d basically taken over the place for the weekend. Ryan’s family had driven down, and the gang had all stayed there. The ceremony and reception were held in the beautiful gardens behind the house.

“It’s great. How’s new fatherhood?”

Calleigh lifted aside the blanket and handed baby Allanah to Conor. Conor brought her up to his chest and patted her back, trying to get her to burp. The tiny body was completely at ease in her father’s arms.

“Canny be happier,” he said.

“So Ethan, everything settled with the case? Sentencing went according to plan?”

“Yep. Yeung got thirty years in prison without parole.”

“So what’s next for you guys?” Calleigh asked.

“We’re taking a vacation,” Ryan said.

Rick looked at Ryan and Ethan holding hands. “Oh yeah? Where to? Mexico? The Caribbean? Europe?”

“Actually, we’ve both always wanted to see New Zealand. There are a ton of gay friendly places to stay at on both the north and south islands. We plan on taking two weeks to do a complete tour.”

“I hope ye stay easy. Ye deserve a holiday,” Conor said.

When the sky settled into complete darkness, Ethan got out of his chair and sat on the ground between Ryan’s legs. His husband’s larger body surrounded him, and they looked up. Ethan heard the first pop, and seconds, later the sky erupted in a brilliant display. The river shimmered with colours, and music from some band playing in the distance could be heard over the explosions. It was a perfect moment. For the first time in months, he felt at peace.

Ryan kissed Ethan’s neck. “Love you, E, so much.”

“Love you, Ry.”

He tilted his head back, accepting Ryan’s kiss. Their lips lingered against one another as the fireworks continued. The flashes of light caused Ryan’s grey-blue eyes to shine. Once again, Ethan counted his blessings. Their life was just beginning, and years from now, he wanted to be doing this very thing with his husband. Living, laughing and loving his perfect partner.

 

 


 

About the Author

 

 

If you look up the word conundrum in the dictionary, there should be a photo of Trina Lane. Her personality is so multifaceted that her friends have spent countless hours scratching their heads in wonder. A scientist with a passion for history, music and photography she loves to travel and experience new places but is terminally shy around people she doesn’t know.

Trina has been devouring romance novels since her tender teenage years, although only began writing two and half years ago. When her debut novel was met with resounding success, she said “Hey I can do that again”. The rest as they say is history.

Her choices in reading and writing material are as diverse as her iTunes library, which contains music from Mozart to Metallica. Her one concession is all stories must have a happily ever after ending-did we mention she’s incurably romantic?

She lives in Missouri with her loving and indulgent husband, and orange tabby cat–affectionately referred to as ‘Houdini’ for his stealthy escape attempts. 

 

 Email: trina-lane@att.net

 

Trina loves to hear from readers. You can find her contact information, website and author biography at http://www.total-e-bound.com.

 

 

 

 

Also by Trina Lane

 

Shield’s Submissive

Taking the Chance

Perfect Love: The Perfect Union

 

 


 

 

Total-E-Bound Publishing

[image: img1.jpg]

www.total-e-bound.com

 

Take a look at our exciting range of literagasmic™ 

erotic romance titles and discover pure quality 

at Total-E-Bound.

 

 

Ops/images/cover.jpg
| b

His

PERFECT






Ops/images/img1.jpg
Jm-ﬁgwt





