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Prologue

 

 

 

Niall Roberge lay in bed after waking from a dream, peace and excitement warring within his body. He’d finally seen them. The men who would own his heart. One man was lithe and blond with sky blue eyes. The other strong of heart, mind and body, with dark green eyes of the forest. For years one of Niall’s grandfathers, a full blooded Mohegan, had told him when the time was right, Niall’s future would be revealed.

He’d been shown at a very young age that three hearts could live in harmony, and as a child he’d asked Manto, the great spirit of his ancient people, to gift him with such pleasure.

However, as time passed slowly. Niall became doubtful. He’d searched in the clubs of his youth and in the galleries of his peers, waiting patiently for the moment when his eyes would connect with another man and he would know he’d found one of his soul mates. With this night’s dream, Niall knew two things. First, Manto had heard and granted the request from his youth, and second, the waiting period was over. Niall would soon reach the end of one path in his life’s journey and begin another. 

Let the adventure begin.

 

 


Chapter One

 

 

 

Matt Lincoln sat at the small table inside the bistro, waiting for his date to show up. He looked at his watch with a frown. Jaime was twenty minutes late. As Matt took a sip of his water, he thought, not for the first time in the four months they’d been dating, Jaime was frequently late. There’d been a time or two when Jaime hadn’t even shown up at all, only to call hours later with profuse apologies and promises for it to never happen again. Each time Jaime swore his work had kept him late and there was nothing he could have done to prevent it, but deep inside Matt knew those were lies. Jaime worked as a buyer for one of the major department stores in Brookline. It’s not like there were fashion crises that happened at all hours of the night.

Maybe Matt was being unfair. After four short months, more of it spent texting than actual time spent together, Matt couldn’t have a real understanding of the demands Jaime’s job made on him. Hell, maybe Jaime had a devil of a boss, like in that movie, where he was forced to run out for steak and coffee at the drop of a hat.  

Matt looked at his watch again. Twenty-five minutes late. He’d told his patients countless times to value themselves and their needs in a relationship. Maybe he should listen to his own advice…  

This is the last time.

His cell phone buzzed on the table and Matt unlocked the screen to find a text message from Jaime.

soz baby. Can’t make it 2NITE somet has cum up.

Matt scoffed and whispered, “Yeah, I’ll bet.”

I'll text u L8R. mebe I cn cum by ur place 2NITE.

Matt’s fingers flew over the touchscreen—We need 2 tlk. Call me

He dropped the phone onto the table in disgust at the same moment the waiter stepped up to the table.

“Is there a problem, sir?”

The young blond, who’d introduced himself as Tim when Matt first arrived, had a crease in his brow and the pair of sweet brown eyes tightened.

“No, sorry. I just got stood up for dinner and hit up for a booty call in one fell swoop.”

Tim’s eyes widened and his jaw dropped. “You got stood up?”

Matt nodded.

“I can’t believe…well that is…I mean…look at you! I’d give my left nu— arm to date a guy like you.”

Matt’s laughter went no further than between them, but the tension in his body floated away into the open space of the restaurant. “Thank you. I’m flattered but think I’m a bit old for you.” The waiter’s face turned a charming shade of pink.

“Oh come on, you can’t be that much older than me. Besides there’s nothing wrong with a little seasoning, in my opinion. Not that I’m trying to hit on you or anything, I’m just saying.”

“I can’t decide if that’s a compliment or an insult.” 

Tim looked over his shoulder and quickly turned back to the table, pad at the ready. “I’m sorry, sir. I’ve let my mouth get away from me. Will you still be dining with us this evening?”

Matt looked over Tim’s shoulder and saw a middle-aged, pencil-thin man with a permanent scowl on his face staring in their direction. He’d been so eager to try this place after Logan and Clay raved about the food and service. “You know what…yes. I’ll have the flattened lemon chicken with za΄atar and Turkish cheese pancake. I’d also like a glass of the Boutari Moscofilero.”

“Excellent choices. Do you wish me to remove the other place setting?”

“Please. Who wants to be reminded of unpleasantness with a good meal in front of them?”

The waiter removed Jaime’s place setting with a little wink, and Matt had to smile. Tim seemed like a good kid, and Matt would make sure to leave him an extra large tip for the ego stroke.

When Matt’s wine appeared, he took a sip. The cool spicy flavours and aroma filled his senses. It was perfect. Matt nodded his head in appreciation. Despite dining alone, Matt was determined to make the most of the evening, and come tomorrow he sort out his love life—or lack thereof.

 

* * * *

 

Man, it was cold outside. Trevor Mitchell shivered as a gusting north wind made its way through a gap in his coat. Trevor jogged across Dorchester clutching the warm bag of take-out from his favourite barbeque place. Partly because he didn’t want his dinner to get cold and partly because he hoped to absorb some of the heat leaching from the bag. Fall, winter, spring or summer didn’t matter, he easily got chilled. At work, an efficient air conditioner frequently sent him running for his lab coat, which always made Logan laugh. Logan always told Trevor if he would put a little bulk on his frame then he’d have some extra insulation. However, despite Trevor’s life-long efforts, the top of his head never crossed beyond five foot nine, and the scale never tipped over a hundred and fifty. He’d tried god-awful protein shakes that tasted like chalk and working out till his legs collapsed beneath him, but nothing helped. Now that Trevor was twenty-eight, he’d come to accept the fact that Rambo he never would be.

Now he realised that was fine since his smaller stature allowed him to catch the eye of some seriously hot, bigger men, and Trevor did like them big. The bigger the better, in his opinion. Unfortunately, those wonderfully big bodies often came with enlarged egos and attitudes.

A shiver, not from the cold, raced over Trevor’s body when he remembered some of his previous relationships. It wasn’t that Trevor minded a little rough sex on occasion. However, more than one of them wanted to take the games out of the bedroom and make them real. Trevor had no intention of being a part of that scene. It wasn’t only with sex either.

He didn’t know why, maybe it was his smaller size, but often the men he dated tried to treat him as though he needed to be babysat, or they tried to control every part of his life. It annoyed Trevor when they would demand to know where he was at all times, call constantly to check up on him, or try to tell him what he should eat and wear. He’d been on his own for years!

Logan had been livid when he’d caught sight of bruises around Trevor’s wrist a few times at work. Trevor had tried to explain it was no big deal, but his friend—a former Army Ranger—told him over and over there was no excuse.

Trevor stopped and looked over his shoulder when he heard heavy, fast-paced footsteps behind him. Nothing was visible. Not one person. When he turned, all Trevor saw was darkness. Despite their valiant effort, the warm glow from the widely spaced streetlamps did not dispel the harshness of the fall night. Maybe the weather had driven everyone inside and only Trevor was foolish enough to be out and about. When walking alone at night from the ‘T’ station, Trevor was always on guard. The area around his apartment wasn’t known as crime ridden, but he’d always believed in the motto, ‘better safe than sorry’. 

Safety didn’t play much of a factor in Trevor’s decision to sign the lease in Dorchester after getting his first job at the crime lab, though. More like the cheap rent.

He shook off the heebie-jeebie feeling and increased his pace. Fortunately his place was only another couple of blocks down Greenwich.

Maybe it was time to invest in a car so he wasn’t dependent upon public transportation. Up to this point, it had hardly seemed cost effective when he was a quick ten minute walk to the ‘T’ station and could jump the Redline to work at the Boston Police headquarters with ease. Not to mention the cost of insurance, parking and initial investment. The thought of riding home from work in a warm car was appealing, though.

Trevor ran up the flight of exterior stairs to his front door. The building housed six units, and his was located on the back side on the second floor. He searched the pocket of his coat for his keys. A loud crash from some metal trashcans in the alley alongside his building nearly made him drop his dinner and scream like a little girl. A low yowling from a cat had him looking over his shoulder. The poor thing sounded scared, and Trevor felt the same when he spied a hulking shadow peering around the corner of the building next door. Maybe it was his imagination but the faceless form seemed to be staring right at him. He quickly opened the door to his apartment and locked himself inside.

His back pressed against the door, the bag of take-out gripped so tightly in his hand, it was a wonder his fingers didn’t rip right though the paper. A few seconds later Trevor realised what a ninny he was being and shook his head at his overactive imagination. There was no boogie man stalking him and The Thing was not lying in wait outside his door. 

He quickly hung his coat on the hook beside the door and walked the three steps to the edge of the wall that formed a rectangle in the centre of his apartment. A kitchenette sat on the exterior side of the rectangle, sharing space with his living area. His bedroom rested at the opposite end, and a tiny but functional bathroom was housed in the interior. Bare brick walls and hardwood floors kept the atmosphere clean and simple. All in all, Trevor thought the little hideaway was perfect for him.

He flicked on one of the small under-cabinet lights he had mounted and set the bag of take out on his three feet of counter space. He reached up into one of the three frosted glass cabinets to remove an oven-safe dish, a plate and a glass. He opened his mini-fridge under the counter only to discover his milk had expired two days ago. Trevor gave it a sniff and, detecting a hint of sourness, poured the remaining contents down the round, undermounted stainless sink. It looked like he would be having water with his dinner tonight, which had become cold despite his best efforts. Trevor pushed the buttons on his stove to preheat the oven. The thing was half the size of a regular appliance but sufficient for his needs. It wasn’t like he was a gourmet chef. 

Trevor walked the few paces over to his sofa and dropped down in exhaustion. He looked out the two large windows overlooking the backyard of the building and caught sight of a shadow from the branches of the large oak tree blowing in the fall night air. The weatherman had said a cold front was approaching tonight and by the feel of things on Trevor’s way home, he could definitely confirm the prediction. Trevor searched for the remote in the edge of the cushions for a minute then clicked on his new television.

He was a bit of a self-admitted audio- and videophile. Trevor worked with top-of-the-line equipment during the day for the Boston crime lab unit, and a couple of months ago he’d reached his breaking point. Unable to stand coming home to the nineteen inch CRT TV he’d picked up at Goodwill when he moved in for one more second, he’d withdrawn part of his savings and sprung for a new forty inch LCD TV a couple of months ago. The colours leapt off the screen and, despite not forking over the cash for the surround-sound system, Trevor thought the sound quality was excellent. It wasn’t like his apartment needed surround-sound anyway.

The oven beeped and he placed his barbeque chicken and corn in the dish to heat up then slipped it in to heat for a few minutes. Trevor walked down the short hallway to his bedroom and, despite his inner pep talk by the door, peeked out the blinds of his window to see if anyone stood on the corner. Just as he thought, there was nothing.

Trevor pulled a pair of comfortable sleep pants and a long sleeved T-shirt out of his dresser. He didn’t bother to turn on his bedside lamp. He knew every inch of his bedroom. The well-washed fabric was soft and slid over his body with the comfort and familiarity of an old friend. Trevor eyed the bed with longing but knew he should eat at least a portion of his dinner before collapsing. It had been a long day, and he hadn’t taken the time to eat lunch. If he went to bed without dinner either, he would probably wake up starving later, and Trevor had every intention of sleeping a full eight—if not more—hours tonight.

He shuffled back into the living area and retrieved his dinner. Setting his food down on sofa, he got comfortable. It was a good thing he liked his sofa because there was no room for a dining table. He channel-surfed until the classic movie station flashed up on the screen, and he saw that they were playing Operation Petticoat—a Cary Grant comedy he loved. 

Two of the characters were trying to steal a pig, and Trevor’s laughter echoed off the bare walls. He looked around. While he was proud of being able to support himself, it was times like this when he wished he had someone to share his space with. Share his life with. Maybe someday he would meet the right man, but until then, he always had Cary.

 


Chapter Two

 

 

 

Three weeks later, Matt placed some brochures for his psychiatric practice on a table at the annual health fair sponsored by Fenway Health. Matt often got referrals from the LGBT friendly medical centre, and he made it a point to reserve a table every year. Recently his practice had become well known for offering mental health services for individuals in the community. He hadn’t opened his practice with that specific intent, but was more than happy to have the confidence of his brothers and sisters.

Matt looked across the large meeting hall and nearly swallowed his tongue at the beauty of the man on the other side of the room. Black silky hair floated across the width of his shoulders, his wide chest tapered down to a lean waist above jeans that moulded to his hips like second skin. He looked up at Matt and their gazes locked. The other man’s eyes flared open and his chest expand with a great gasp. Matt sincerely hoped the response was born of pleasure.

It was Matt’s turn to catch his breath when the man stepped away from his table and started to cross the floor that separated them. He wanted to look busy, but couldn’t seem to take his eyes away from the vision heading towards him. As the man got closer, Matt was able to see the high cheekbones and a straight nose situated above full lips. His dark eyes had Matt hypnotised, and Matt’s heart beat erratically in his chest.

“Hello. I’m Niall Roberge.”

The soft voice rumbled low in the man register, and goose bumps sprouted on Matt’s arms in response. He grasped Niall’s outstretched hand. “Matt Lincoln. It’s nice to meet you.”

“And you as well.”

Niall’s skin had a dusky olive hue and his hand radiated warmth. The tone wasn’t quite like Matt’s own Mediterranean heritage. There was a possibly of Native American in Niall’s blood somewhere but how thickly it ran through Niall’s veins and of what nation, Matt didn’t know. Matt was reluctant to release Niall’s hold, but eventually allowed his arm to drop and their physical connection broke. However, Matt still felt some invisible fibre tethering him to Niall’s presence.

“What is it that you do, Matt? What brought you here today?”

“I’m a psychiatrist. I come to this health fair every year, since Fenway has been an excellent source of referrals for my practice. How about you?”

“I represent Fenway’s trauma recovery group—”

Matt’s pulse sped up a fraction. “You’re that Niall?”

“Yeah.”

“God, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to blurt. It’s nice to finally have a face to put with a name. I’ve counselled several of my patients to join your group and they’ve without fail come back to me and said how amazing you are to work with. Are you a counsellor, psychologist, social worker…”

Niall held up his hand to stop Matt’s barrage of questions. “None of the above. I’m a photographer.”

Matt was a little taken back by Niall’s response.

“I know what you’re thinking.” Niall said, smiling. “What does a photographer have to do with a trauma support group?”

Matt nodded his head

“My studio specialises in fine art photography, but I have a project that allows victims of bashings to come and have their portraits taken without air-brushing. I show them that despite scars and bruising, the victim’s true beauty and strength lays within their souls, not their bodies. You’d be surprised how many victims feel ugly and unloveable even after the physical hurts heal.”

A small part of Matt’s heart, which had been reaching out for Niall, snatched its phantasmal hand back as if it were burned. It crushed Matt’s idealistic impression that this man, who’d ostensibly appeared to epitomise a selfless supporter of survivors struggling to get back on their feet, would take advantage of their vulnerability then profit from it. After a few seconds Matt thought more about Niall’s words, not his actions. He could see Niall’s point.

“It’s an interesting concept, but how do you get these men and women to sit in front of a camera and expose such a painful part of themselves? Don’t the photos seem as if they’re a permanent reminder of the survivor’s ordeal and vulnerability? As a psychiatrist I work with them to move forward, not look back.”

“Ah, therein lies the misunderstanding. The survivors who come to me are shown their bodies are still instruments of beauty despite the imperfections. It helps the healing process, rather than hinders it.”

Matt thought about what Niall said. “Even if in the end it helps them, how can you justify splashing their pain up on your gallery walls…then profiting from it?” Matt finished loudly.

Niall’s jaw dropped, and Matt watched the blood blanch beneath Niall’s swarthy complexion.

“Display? Profit? I don’t do either of those things. Those portraits belong solely to the subject. They are given all copies of the negatives and any prints that were made. If they have a partner and he or she joins them, I do a free sitting and they have the option to purchase those prints, but not the others. I would never to that!”

Matt felt about two inches tall. He’d jumped to conclusions and chastised a man he’d just met based on a few words. It was certainly no defence but Matt’s only excuse was that he became particularly upset with what Matt thought was disreputable behaviour by someone with whom he’d felt an instant connection.

“Oh, Niall. I’m sorry. I…there is no excuse… I’d like to see your work sometime if you’d be willing to show me.”

Niall pinned Matt with his eyes. After several seconds, he pulled out a business card from his wallet. “Here’s my information. Please call me, and I’ll be happy to show you around.”

Matt ran his thumb over the embossed lettering of the card. “I will and…thank you.” There was a loud noise and the double doors to the hall opened. Immediately men and women started filing in. “Guess that means we’re on.”

Niall’s gaze had never left Matt’s face. “I hope so.” He then turned and walked back to his booth on the opposite side of the room.

The afternoon flew past. Matt’s table saw a constant stream of individuals either browsing or serious about reaching out for help. He used his iPad to access his office schedule, and set up a healthy number of consultations for the coming weeks. It seemed the fair had been another success for his professional life, and if Matt read Niall correctly, maybe he hadn’t totally FUBAR’ed up the encounter with the sexy photographer. He smiled at the thought and looked up, only to find that Niall’s table was now empty. With a sigh of disappointment, he set about packing his materials away.

That’s a shame. I would have liked to look into Niall’s dark eyes one more time today. Well at least I know how to get in touch with him.

 In a moment of panic, Matt forgot where he’d put Niall’s card. Matt frantically patted his pockets for a few seconds until he found the small rectangle of card stock. Niall’s studio was named Roberge Photographics. The address was in the Fort Point neighbourhood where many of the high-end artisans set up shop. Matt had spent some time down there not too long ago. There were some great restaurants and fantastic window-shopping opportunities. Matt wondered if he’d passed Niall’s studio and not realised it. It seemed like the ball was in Matt’s court. It was a good thing he was a consummate athlete.

 

* * * *

 

Two days later Matt sat at his office desk and stared at Niall’s card. The black lettering started to blur, and Matt rubbed his eyes with the base of his palm. He knew his nerves had gotten the better of him over the last couple of days. Since the health fair, Matt had talked himself in and out of calling Niall so many times, Matt didn’t know up from down or left from right anymore. He was still mortified over his behaviour that day. Matt had always thought of himself as a rational person, able to see both sides of any picture. Look at what he did for a living, for cripes sake, but one look into the inky pools of Niall’s eyes and all Matt’s common sense went out the window.

Niall’s last words rang in Matt’s head. He picked up the receiver to his desk phone and punched in the numbers listed on Niall’s card. Three rings later he got a voicemail, and regardless of how cowardly it seemed, he breathed a sigh of relief. When the tone sounded, Matt kept the message short and sweet, during which time his phone line beeped to signal another call. He left his phone number quickly then switched over to the caller. “Dr. Lincoln speaking.”

“Matt?”

“Niall?”

Matt heard a soft but clear expletive beneath Niall’s breath. 

“Sorry to have bothered you.” Matt guessed he had his answer about Niall’s desire to see him again. He hung up quickly. However, not a few seconds later the phone rang. He was tempted to let it go to voicemail, but knew if it was one of his patients calling, it could be an emergency.

“Dr. Lincoln.”

“Why’d you hang up?”

Niall’s voice sounds hurt, but that doesn’t make sense.

“I heard you curse when you found out the caller was me.”

“No! I mean yes. I did, but not because —” Niall took a deep breath and let it out. “Can we start this over?”

Matt smiled. “I think that sounds like an excellent idea.”

“Good. The curse wasn’t aimed at you. I’ve been expecting a call from a client about a huge potential job. It would mean a significant increase in international exposure for my studio.”

“That’s fantastic!”

“Yeah, well I have to get the job first. Sotheby’s is looking for a photographer to shoot a collection of massive sculptures. I’ve submitted pieces from my portfolio, and word is I should expect to hear the decision any day now. It just so happens, your phone number and the person who’s supposed to contact all the bidders are almost identical. When I saw the number pop up on the screen of my phone, I jumped the gun a little bit. I apologise.”

“It’s fine. I would’ve probably done the same thing.” It was Matt’s turn to breathe deep. “I was calling to see if you’d like to get together sometime. Have coffee, or get a drink? I’d still like to see your photographs.”

“I was hoping you would call. I’ve been kicking myself black and blue for not getting your number the other day. Would you like to see the gallery or…don’t take this wrong way… my private collection?”

Matt knew his preference. He didn’t intend to jump right into bed with Niall, but having an intimate atmosphere where they could become more familiar with each other sounded just fine to him.

“What if I told you I like the way that sounds?”

Niall sucked in his breath, and his voice deepened. “Then I would give you directions to my condo.”

“I have an excellent sense of direction. I’m quite sure I can find you.”

 

* * * *

 

Niall gave his place one last inspection. Floors clear of clothes? Check. Dirty dishes placed in the dishwasher? Check. Trash thrown down the garbage chute? Check. Bed made? He debated on whether or not that mattered. Niall would love to see Matt spread out for him on the large bed in front of him. The wide expanse waiting looked empty right now, but Niall envisioned how he, Matt and the man he’d seen in his dream would appear as they twisted and writhed and thrust against each other. The thick mattress was firm enough not to sag beneath the weight of three men, but the pillow top provided a cushion to cradle his lovers’ bodies. Niall prayed he and Matt would find the other man to complete their triangle soon. Until that time came, he had every intention of learning everything he could about Dr. Matthew Lincoln.

Niall longed to taste Matt’s lips and find out how Matt’s strong body would feel pressed up against him. Matt had a few inches on him, height-wise, and Niall thought his lips would rest perfectly on the upper curve of Matt’s neck. He wanted to taste Matt’s skin and discover what flavours lay hidden beneath the surface. He wanted to feel Matt’s pulse pound against his tongue.

Niall stopped his mind from going too far down that track. It would be unseemly to open the door with a hard-on on a first date. He grabbed the edge of his comforter and fluffed the down-filled spread. There—bed made. Niall left the master suite and walked down the hall. The bare brick walls contrasted warmly with the light wood floors. The beamed ceiling glowed with small canned lights tucked between the rafters. He’d painted the interior walls natural shades of moss green and lemon crème. Plush runners in jewelled red and gold lined the hall. His work was displayed in collections scattered around the eight room penthouse. It was warm and inviting, but had yet to become a home. Soon, he reassured himself. Soon his house would become a home.

The five tone chime announced the security desk was trying to get a hold of him. He hit the touch screen pad located on the wall in the living room and a video of the lobby security desk came alive.

“Yes?”

“A Mr. Lincoln to see you, Mr. Roberge.”

“Thank you, Adam. You can send him up.”

“Right away, sir.”

Niall took one last glance down at his clothes. He noticed a small splotch of chemical on his sleeve from when he’d been working in the darkroom earlier, but it was too late to do anything about it now. Niall headed towards the front door and opened it moments before the ding from the elevator rang in the hallway. He smiled as Matt exited the sliding doors, and Niall held the door open in welcome.

Matt slid past Niall into main living area and stopped dead. When Matt didn’t say a word and continued to remain cemented to the floor, Niall got a little nervous. He tried to see his place from an outsider’s perspective. All the exterior walls were red brick and his photographs, both large and small, floated over the masonry by specialised filament suspended from tracks at the top edge of the wall where it met the ceiling. Large double-hung windows circled the space, and were dressed with the floor to ceiling curtains that provided privacy but didn’t conceal the lights of downtown on the other side of the harbour. Niall’s u-shaped sectional sat on a soft jute rug, filling a large area on the far side of the room. Opposite the sofa, a sleek contemporary wall unit held his television and stereo equipment. 

Matt turned and stared at the area that housed Niall’s kitchen with a confused looked on his face. Niall supposed his kitchen did look rather more abstract, with its three pieces, than the traditional multi-cabinet and countertop combination. It was a new design method intent on maximising space and design. Niall loved it and couldn’t wait to show all the cool features to Matt. Matt leant forwards and peered down the hallway, which led to the three bedrooms and baths then turned to face Niall.

“Wow. Just…wow. So I take it you’re not a starving artist?” he said, smiling.

Niall shrugged then closed the front door behind him. “Not exactly. I’ve been very blessed that my studio has been so successful, and my grandparents left me a substantial inheritance as well.”

Niall was always uncomfortable when people started talking about incomes and trappings of wealth. Although he enjoyed living in a nice condo and was willing to pay for quality furnishings, he preferred to keep the atmosphere laid back and well lived in. He had no desire to live in a showroom.

“Please make yourself comfortable. The sofa is a dream to sit on. I frequently end up falling asleep there instead of in my bed,” he said with a grin. He didn’t mention that the bed felt too empty without anyone to share it with. “Can I get you anything to drink?”

“I’d love a glass of wine if you have one.”

“Red or white?”

“Red, please.” Matt walked over and rested against the concrete topped island.

Niall stepped up in front of Matt. Placing his hands on either side of Matt’s body he leant forwards, tilted his head up and gently touched his lips to Matt’s cheek. Matt’s breath fluttered against Niall’s cheekbone. “It’s nice to see you again. Thank you for coming.”

“I’m glad I called. I can’t explain it, but there’s something about you, Niall. I feel something more than basic attraction to a good looking guy.” Matt placed his hands on Niall’s hips. “I don’t want to freak you out, but I have the burning desire to learn everything about you. Now.”

Niall inched his body closer to Matt’s large frame. Matt’s grip on Niall’s hips was sure but didn’t demand, even if part of Niall wanted to jump Matt’s bones and grind against the beautiful man’s glorious muscles.

“How about I pour that wine then we can get right on that.” Because he couldn’t stop himself, Niall ran his hands up Matt’s arms. The thick biceps were hard under Niall’s fingers, and heat from Matt’s skin beneath the long-sleeved dress shirt warmed Niall’s palms. Niall closed his eyes and tucked his nose right under Matt’s chin, inhaling the combined scents of aftershave and Matt’s unique flavour. Niall tried to stop the soft moan before it escaped, but the second Matt’s lips touched his temple, the earthy sound was released.

Niall stepped away from Matt’s body. The break allowed his brain to reboot. “Wine,” he whispered. “I’m getting wine.”’

Matt nodded. “Wine and talking.”

“Right, talking.”

Niall forced himself to go around the other side of the island. He opened the left side of the large wood cabinet and removed two wine glasses from the interior recess of the door which held all his glassware.

“That’s awesome,” Matt exclaimed.

“Isn’t it cool?” Niall opened the other side and suddenly a full kitchen was at his fingertips. The centre portion of the cabinet held all his dishes and small appliances, the right door’s recess held his cooking tools, and a swinging insert contained his eating utensils, spices and other kitchen paraphernalia. When the full unit was exposed, it stretched eight feet across, but only took up half that space when closed. Niall then went over to the coordinating cabinet that housed his wine cooler, refrigerator and freezer. “I put this bottle of pinot noir in the cooler about thirty minutes ago. It should be perfect by now.”

Niall lifted out the dark red bottle of La Crema and placed it on the island. He removed the cork and held it out to Matt to sniff. “What do you think?”

“I can smell plums and cherries, but it has an undertone of oak. We should let it breathe for a few minutes. Can we take it over to the sofa?”

“Of course. I hadn’t intended for us to talk standing here at the counter.” Niall carried the wine glasses in one hand and the bottle in the other. Niall smiled as Matt’s hand landed on the small of his back. They each found a comfortable spot on the sofa and relaxed back into the cushions. Niall found himself scooting towards Matt until their knees touched as they faced each other. The rightness of that simple contact made Niall’s inner self sigh with pleasure.

“So tell me more about this job for Sotheby’s,” Matt invited then took a sip of the wine Niall had poured for them.

“They’re auctioning off a collection of sculptures. They were all done by a single artist and are scattered around the United Kingdom. Some of the sculptures are massive, measuring fifty feet wide and twenty feet tall. Others are only a fraction of that. The commission will go to a single photographer and he or she gets to shoot the catalogue for the auction.”

Matt smiled, “I can hear how excited you are. You must want the job pretty bad.”

“Are you kidding? This is a once in lifetime opportunity. Aside from the prestige, to be given the chance to challenge my skills with a subject matter like this is incredible. The entire mood of a sculpture can be changed depending on the composition of the shot, what kind of lighting is used or what filters I put on the lens. My fingers are itching and my brain is already spinning a thousand cycles a second with ideas and possibilities.”

Matt glanced around the walls of the condo. “So all these are yours?”

“Most. I have a handful that I picked up from a gallery here and there because I loved them so much.”

Niall watched as Matt’s eyes landed on the most personal photograph displayed. Niall knew the black and white image was dramatic. A man’s torso from the neck down stood out in stark relief from a black background. A pair of sculpted arms rested on the back of his neck. The cavity of his chest was expanded, taut with sinuous muscle. Two raised white scars curved from just above and just below the left nipple across the chest to stop in the centre. The lighting hid nothing of the puckered skin. In fact when you looked closely, the slash of light actually highlighted the evidence of violence.

Matt turned his head towards Niall. “I thought you said…”

Niall set his glass on the coffee table. He slowly undid a few buttons on his shirt and spread the material wide enough to expose a pair of scars identical to those displayed on the wall.


Chapter Three

 

 

 

“That’s you?”

Niall nodded. He let his shirt drop but didn’t redo the buttons. “Happened when I was twenty-two. I’d been at a club with friends and got jumped on my way to the ‘T’. These are the only physical scars I have, but the emotional ones lasted a lot longer than the stitches.”

“That’s why you got involved with the trauma recovery group.” Matt pointed to the photo. “Who…”

“A colleague of mine took that about six years ago. He’s the one who was finally able to show me that despite the scars there was still beauty in my body. Until that time, I’d refused to let anyone see the evidence of my attack. I didn’t want them to perceive me as weak. I didn’t want their pity. However, with that photo he showed me that the terror and pain I endured, the shame I’d been living with, didn’t overshadow who I am.”

“And now you pay that forward. You share that lesson with other survivors.”

Niall shrugged then reached for his wine glass. He took a healthy sip and the alcohol helped soothe his anxiety. He’d come a long way, but sometimes talking about the effects of the attack still left him flustered. Niall set his glass back on the table and looked at Matt, getting lost in the forest green eyes that were now only inches away. Eyes like that should be illegal. Their warm intense stare could pull a person’s deepest, darkest secrets from their soul. Matt’s long brown lashes slowly closed and warm lips sealed over Niall’s. The connection was gentle as they learned the texture of each other’s mouths. Matt’s tongue flicked across the seam of Niall’s lips and he opened. Matt moaned. One hand came up to tangle in Niall’s hair as their chests collided together. Oh, Niall was in so much trouble. 

The first possession of Niall’s mouth by Matt’s tongue sent a bolt of lightning streaking through his body. Desire flooded his senses, hot and sharp.

The softness of their kiss fell away and all that remained was pure lust. Matt devoured Niall, and he loved every second of it. Niall fell back on sofa and the momentum pulled Matt on top of him, as they refused to relinquish their connection. Matt’s weight atop him was decadent. Niall was no string bean, but a gym rat he wasn’t. After a few moments Matt broke the kiss, bracing his hands on the sofa on either side of Niall’s head he pushed up, panting lightly, hunger evident in the hard cock Niall felt against his thigh.

“Wow.”

Niall smiled. That was a good thing to hear from your soul mate. Even though Matt didn’t know it yet, Niall’s dream had told him he and this man were destined for one another. He ran his palms up Matt’s chest then circled his arms around Matt’s neck. When his eyes landed on Matt’s lips, swollen and damp from their kiss, Niall wanted to dive right back into another. Niall arched his chest against Matt’s while pulling down with his arms and their bodies smashed together once again.

Matt moaned and his arms gathered Niall close as he kissed him back. Niall responded by opening his legs to make space for Matt. It was a good thing his sofa was wide, otherwise they would’ve fallen to the floor by now. Their hands explored each other’s bodies as much as their perch allowed them to. Niall’s body was on fire. His cock ached for release, one brought on by Matt’s touch. Niall arched his hips and ground against Matt’s hip.

Matt’s hand slid inside the open buttons of Niall’s shirt. Long fingers unerringly found his nipple and tweaked the tightened nub. Niall groaned and dragged up the back of Matt’s shirt to find his own patch of bare skin to stroke. He mentally cheered when Matt shuddered. Their lips separated with both men breathing harshly as they stared into each other’s eyes. Matt’s head dipped and Niall gasped as soft lips landed on his scars, kissing the hurt away. It was the first time a lover had ever touched the long lines willingly—most avoided his chest entirely.

Matt’s raised his head and Niall smiled. His hand cupped the side of Matt’s cheek as he placed a soft kiss on Matt’s swollen lips.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

“For what?”

“For setting free the last part of the pain hidden within my body.”

Their foreheads touched and Matt’s hand squeezed Niall’s hip.

“It’s getting late,” Matt said softly.

“Yes,” he agreed.

“Niall, before we go any further, there are some things I need to tell you.”

Niall stiffened. Those were foreboding words that had a whole list of implications.

Matt sat up and moved to the end section of the couch. Niall sat and turned so he could see Matt better. His body was suddenly cold without Matt’s heat pressed against him, and a little shiver raced down his spine. Niall had been so sure Matt was meant for him. Niall had seen Matt in the dream and knew that Manto had sent him the vision to let him know his soul mates were ready for him. But Matt’s posture was resigned and partly remorseful, as if he regretted their kisses. 

That would not do. Whatever it was that Matt felt the need to say, Niall had to convince him it wouldn’t matter. He had to convince Matt to give them a chance, at least until they found the blond with the delicate features and lithe body. When all three of them were together, Niall knew they could overcome anything. It was written in the stars.

Matt looked at Niall, waiting for him to start. “I don’t know where this thing between us is leading, but I have a feeling you’ll be more important to me than a casual lover. I’m actually beyond the casual part of my life. I’m thirty-eight years old, and I’ve known what I wanted for a long time.” Niall tried to speak, but Matt held up his hand. “Wait till I finish, please. You see, I’ve known what I wanted but had a hard time finding the right fit with anyone I’ve dated.” He took a deep breath. “There just aren’t very many men who are willing to share their partner.”

Niall sat stunned, processing what Matt had said. Could Matt possibly mean that Niall wouldn’t have to talk him into believing in their destiny? Niall wouldn’t have to tread the waters so carefully and hint at what he wanted? What they needed?

“Niall?” Matt cursed. “I knew I shouldn’t have said anything.” He stood and turned to leave.

“No!” Niall exclaimed. He stood and quickly closed the distance between him and Matt, inwardly cursing the ottoman that prevented him from heading Matt off at the pass. “Wait Matt, don’t go.” He reached for Matt’s hand and stopped his soon to be lover from leaving. “Please turn around and look at me.” Matt did and Niall tugged Matt’s arm to get him to sit next to him. “You took me by surprise is all. I’ve been trying to figure out how to tell you that very same thing.”

Apparently it was Matt’s turn to be shocked, because Niall watched as Matt’s eyes went wide. 

“Maybe I should start at the beginning. I’ll explain to you why I want to share my life with two men, then if you want you can tell me.”

“Okay.”

Niall stood and paced a few feet away before turning to see Matt settled back into the sofa cushions, waiting with a sceptical look on his face.

“I never knew my father. He was killed before I was born. When my mom was notified of his death, she moved in with her in-laws. That’s the way things were done in our tribe.” He stopped pacing and looked over at Matt. “In case you hadn’t figured it out, I’m Native American. A member of the Mohegan tribe to be exact.”

Matt nodded. “You have darker colouring and your facial structure is similar to native ethnicity, but with a name like Niall I admit to a few moments of uncertainty.”

Niall smiled. “Yes, it is unexpected I know. I happen to take after my father’s side of the family. I’ll get back to that in a moment. Where was I? Oh, right…so mom moved in with my grandparents while she was still pregnant with me. However, right before my first birthday she took off. They told me I reminded her too much of my father or something. Who knows? I never saw her again. From that moment on, I was raised by my nokunáhsak and nánu, my grandfathers and grandmother.”

Niall saw Matt’s eyebrows slant with his use of syntax.

“My two grandfathers and grandmother. Who all lived in the same house…and slept in the same bed.”

“You mean they—”

“Were a threesome?” He nodded.

Matt appeared interested but Niall wanted to make sure Matt wanted the full story. “You want the full story or just the abstract?”

“Are you kidding? This is great stuff. Not only do I get to learn more about Native culture, but I get an insider’s guide to the building blocks that shaped you as a person. You have to know the psychiatrist in me is all but salivating right now.”

Niall rolled his eyes. “Okay—you asked for it. Despite Ireland’s neutrality, my grandfather, Patrick Farrell, was one of thousands who volunteered for the British Army during World War II. My grandmother, Bridget, was a civilian volunteer who went to Britain to fill manpower shortages during the war. That’s where they met. After the end of the war they married and immigrated to America. They spent several months in New York City, but the exploding population and hectic pace were too foreign for them. They both originally came from Dublin which had maybe a half million people to New York’s seven and half million. After several months, they made their way north out of New York. They settled in the small river town of Montville, Connecticut. As fate would have it, they both fell in love with a sculptor named Greg Roberge who lived on the reservation.”

“Patrick and Bridget moved onto the reservation with Greg, since with other tribe members they were less likely to run into trouble over their living arrangements. You see, in the Native American tradition, gay men are termed two-spirits. Traditionally, a two-spirit was one who had received a gift from the Creator—who we Mohegans refer to as Manto—to house both male and female spirits in their bodies. It is believed that a two-spirit has the ability to see the world from two perspectives at the same time. This greater vision is revered by their tribes, and often two-spirits hold crucial leadership roles in the tribe. They are treated with the greatest respect, and hold important spiritual and ceremonial responsibilities.” Niall looked over at Matt to see if he was following along.

“I had heard of the two-spirit tradition before, but never had it explained to me quite like that. It’s a shame the traditions and beliefs of your people did not survive once the Europeans took over. Society would be a lot different today.”

Niall nodded, “Sorry I went off on a bit of a tangent. Back to my grandparents. For the most part, the Mohegan tribe members considered my grandfather to be a version of a two-spirit. His love for both a man and woman were needed in order for him to find peace. My father was the biological child of Bridget and Greg but all three were his parents.”

“So you grew up in a home where love was shared between three individuals, and as an adult now seek what is familiar.”

“Yes and no. It’s more than a child searching for his security blanket. I am a two-spirit, and Manto has given me more than the gift of greater vision. Manto has answered my prayer, and shown me my destiny.” Niall then told Matt about his entreaty as a child and his dream of several weeks earlier, then sat while Matt processed the fact that Niall believed they were destined soul mates—who only needed to find their third before their lives were made whole.

 

Matt stood and walked over to the windows looking out over the Boston downtown skyline. Niall’s condo was in a converted warehouse dating back to 1895 in the Seaport District near his gallery. Matt’s finger followed the trench of mortar sandwiched between the red bricks, his mind sorting and filing all the information Niall had presented. While Matt had never entertained the thought of having a soul mate out there in the universe waiting for him, he couldn’t deny the instant connection he’d felt with Niall. While many would call that animal lust, Matt knew there was more to it than that. He looked over at Niall, who stood with his hands shoved in his jeans, obviously trying to give Matt space despite the fact that Matt saw Niall stood on the balls of his feet, waiting anxiously for Matt’s answer. Did Matt believe in Niall’s Manto or the vision? He didn’t know, but he wouldn’t deny Niall’s heritage or the long held beliefs of his people. The bottom line was both he and Niall wanted the same things in life, so what did it matter?

Matt opened his arms, and Niall rushed into them. Niall’s dark head fit perfectly against his neck. His black hair ran through his fingers as if it was cool silk, and Matt sighed with pleasure.

“Do you think we’ll find him?” Matt asked.

“Yes. I’m not sure when or how, but I know he’s out there waiting for us.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Trevor stepped off the elevator and showed his ID badge to the officer posted near the entrance to the lab. It was crucial that the area remained secure due to the evidence being processed. The Boston police headquarters—where Trevor worked—had a forensic DNA lab, a trace evidence analysis lab, the ballistics lab where Logan worked, and across the hall was Trevor’s little slice of heaven known to the plebeians as the flick shack. Trevor paused in the glass doorway to survey his kingdom.

There were fifteen monitors ranging in size from seventeen to twenty-eight inches. Some sat side by side and some were set up on isolated stations. Each station had its own CPU tower that was capable of speeds the average household user would gawk at, and had software that would cause a sci-fi geek to drool. He kept his audio analysis stations on the left side of the room and the video analysis in the centre. The right side of the room was reserved for a nine foot by twelve foot rear projection, wall-mounted screen. When he chose, Trevor could send any image from one of his linked stations up onto the wall with the click of a few keys.

Three walls of the room were covered in a dark grey soundproofing material that served two purposes. The first was to corral the sound when Trevor was working on detailed audio analysis and had to use the installed surround-sound speakers, and the second was that the dark grey colour prevented any glare on his monitors when looking at video. The room was kept from being too cave-like by the glass wall on the hall side.

“Trev, do you need a moment with your toys, or is it safe to come over there?”

Trevor turned and saw Logan leaning against the doorframe to the ballistic lab with a cocky smile on his face.

“Laugh all you want, but I’ve seen you caress those guns of yours when you think nobody’s looking.”

“Touché. Are you still trying to clean up that video from the double homicide the other day?”

“No, I got that over to the captain last night before I left. Today I’m gonna work on the analysis of the audio caught by the tourist’s video camera from the shootout in Chinatown the other night.”

“I’ve got to work on the same case, looking at the collected rounds and trying to get a match in IBIS. Then I need to test fire all the weapons confiscated in the drug raid last week and enter them in the system.”

“Wanna do lunch? We can go to Eli’s,” Trevor finished in a sing-song voice.

Logan moaned and rubbed his stomach. “I wish I could, but I promised Clay I’d meet him over at his station for an in-office picnic.”

Trevor closed his eyes with a sigh, clutching a hand over his heart. “That’s so damn cute I may puke,” he said, deadpanned.

“Shut up, runt.”

Trevor stuck his tongue out at Logan. “It’s just as well. I made a detour and picked up some barbeque last night on my way home. Can’t blow my budget on any more take-out till payday.”

Logan’s stance became rigid and a scowl crossed his face. “Did you walk home last night? I thought you said you’d get a ride from Carmichael. Trevor, it was thirty degrees when I left and hardly any moon out. I know you’re a self-sufficient kind of guy, but I’ve talked to you about taking stupid chances. You could catch pneumonia or get mugged or worse. I would think with all the shit we see every day you would know better—”

“Logan! Chill, man. I did ask Carmichael, but he was going to the opposite side of town to see his folks. I was here until eight o’clock. What was I supposed to do? Call you up and interrupt your and Clay’s night to beg for a ride?”

Logan raked his hand over the top of his head. “Yes! We’re your friends, Trev. That’s what friends do for each other.”

Trevor was a little surprised by Logan’s vehement declaration. Trevor thought of Logan as a friend, but more of the work-friendly variety. Not the ‘I can call you up in the middle of the night because I’m scared’ variety.

“I’m sorry, Logan. I promise next time it’s freezing cold, and I have to get home late, I’ll call.”

Logan nodded. “Good.” He looked at his watch then back at Trevor. “So I’ll expect to hear from you in ten hours.”

“Smart ass” Trevor said, under his breath.

“Better a smart ass than an ass that smarts.”

“Okay Milton Berle, we’ve both got jobs to do.”

“Milton Berle? What generation do you belong to, Mitchell? You do realise that you are twenty-eight not eighty-eight, right?”

“Don’t knock the classics, Callen.”

Logan shook his head with a smile. “Ladies and gentlemen, I give you Trevor Mitchell, a technophile with a passion for all things pre-1960. You are a walking contradiction.”

“I prefer to think of myself as multifaceted. You never know which one of my personalities may show up. It keeps all my friends on their toes.”

Logan leant in and whispered, “Your personalities don’t talk to each other do they? Because if so, I can recommend a great psychiatrist.”

Trevor laughed, but quickly sobered when he remembered why Logan could give him such a referral. “How are your sessions with Dr. Lincoln going?”

“Really good. I haven’t had a flashback in weeks and I’ve cut down on the anxiety meds.”

“I’m glad Logan. You look good. I’ve noticed that your—”

Captain Fredrick stuck his head outside his office and yelled down the hall, “Callen! Mitchell! Get your asses to work!”

Trevor jumped and smiled at Logan. “Busted.” He glanced down the hall and saw Fredrick’s lean face with permanent worry lines etched in his forehead looking at them. “Yes, sir. Sorry.”

“Ass kisser,” Logan said under his breath.

“Kisser of ass,” Trevor retaliated

“These lips only kiss one ass in this city, baby.”

Trevor gave a shiver. “Please, I don’t think I could handle to hear about you guys’ bedroom gymnastics. A single homosexual’s brain can only take so much stimulation before we explode.”

Logan shook his head. “I’m not even going to touch that one. Now you heard the captain, get to work.”

Trevor saluted Logan then turned and entered his lab to begin another workday.


Chapter Four

 

 

 

Later that night, Trevor sat in the hospital trying to figure out how the day had gone to hell in a hand-basket so quickly. One minute he and Logan were joking about being about being abandoned in the building in the event of an emergency, and the next Logan’s entire world had imploded with Clay being shot at the courthouse. Trevor had recognised the signs of Logan slipping into a flashback the moment he saw Clay hit the ground on the live video feed projected onto the wall of the lab.

Trevor had tried talking to Logan, tried touching his friend to bring him out of the trance-like state, but nothing worked. Trevor knew Logan would need Dr. Lincoln after an episode like that so he’d snagged Logan’s cell and searched for Dr. Lincoln’s phone number. 

Moments later the man himself had rushed through the stairwell door, and Trevor’s jaw hit the floor at the sight of the dark-haired Goliath with the deep voice and gentle arms. Had he known just how studly the good doctor was, Trevor would have taken Logan up on his referral suggestion a long time ago.

Now Logan was back with Clay, and Trevor hung around the hospital for no other reason than he wanted to be near the doctor but was too afraid to approach him. Trevor snuck a peak through the flop of hair that had fallen over his eyes and caught his breath at the sight of Dr. Lincoln on the other side of the waiting room. He was stunning. Well over six feet tall and, as the saying went, built like a brick shit house. Trevor wanted to strip the esteemed doctor naked and lick every ridge of muscle he knew the conservative dress shirt and slacks hid from view. As if Dr. Lincoln knew Trevor was thinking about him, his head turned, and Trevor quickly looked down at the magazine in his lap he’d been randomly flipping through. Trevor saw the tips of black dress shoes heading in his direction over the top edge of the glossy paper.

Oh crud, he’s coming over here. I am so screwed.

“Trevor?”

He tried to appear nonchalant as his head tilted back to meet dark green eyes. “Yes, Dr. Lincoln?”

“Please call me Matt. How would you like to get a cup of coffee with me? I doubt we’ll see Logan again tonight.”

Trevor chewed on the inside of his lip for a second in an effort to keep himself from jumping out of the chair and wrapping himself around Matt’s tree trunk of a body as if he were a lemur.

“Sure. Should we go down to the cafeteria?”

“I thought we could go to the Dunkin’ Donuts down the street. It’s open all night. I don’t know about you, but I could go for some fresh air.”

Trevor thought for a second. He did a mental map calculation on how to get home from the hospital, and remembered that he could catch the orange line at the Mass Ave station then transfer to the red line at Oak Grove back to his Dorchester neighbourhood and walk home from there. He knew he’d promised Logan that morning he would stop walking home late at night, but these were extenuating circumstances. Logan needed to be with Clay in recovery, and he didn’t know any of Logan’s friends well enough to beg for a ride. He could call a cab, but he only had five dollars in his wallet and there was no ATM in site.

Oh stop stalling and answer the man already!

“That sounds good. I think the scent of antiseptic has been permanently burned into my brain at this point.”

Matt chuckled. “Yes, it is rather pungent tonight.” He stood and offered his hand to Trevor. “Shall we?”

When Trevor’s hand landed in Matt’s outstretched palm he received a jolt similar to earlier that day when Logan had dazedly introduced them. Matt’s hand was warm. Maybe if they were naked, Trevor could suck up all Matt’s glorious heat by osmosis. As they walked out the sliding doors of the hospital, Trevor shivered. The garage did nothing to buffer the cold night air.

“Where’s your coat?” Matt asked.

“We ran out of the building so fast, I didn’t think to grab it.” He ran his hands up and down his arms. “I’ll be fine.”

They were still a few hundred feet away where they’d left Matt’s car when the sound of an engine starting echoed in the near empty concrete structure. Trevor noticed the motor apparently belonged to Matt’s vehicle and smiled.

“That’s a nifty trick.”

Matt nodded. “Gets the car warm quicker.”

Another cold chill racked Trevor’s body. “Oh, I’m all for that.” He looked up and smiled.

Matt unlocked the doors and reached inside the backseat. He placed a coat over Trevor’s shoulders. Trevor swam in the heavy black leather, but didn’t care because he was instantly warmer and the jacket carried Matt’s scent within the lining. “Thank you.”

Matt opened the passenger side door for him and Trevor slid inside the darkened interior. They quickly made their way down Mass Ave to the coffee house. Trevor exited Matt’s car and quickly made his way into the florescent beacon. The scent of coffee and donuts assailed him and Trevor’s stomach growled. He realised he hadn’t eaten since lunch and it was closing in on nine o’clock. 

Matt placed his hand on Trevor’s shoulder. “I think that means we need to feed you,” he said light-heartedly.

Trevor smiled “Apparently the natives are restless. You want a booth or table?”

“Booth sounds good. How about that one in the corner?” He pointed to the far side of the room.

Trevor glanced at the glass case filled with sugary goodness as they passed. He was so going to get a big old bear claw. To hell with worrying about carbs and sugars tonight. He stepped up to the counter and placed his order. When Trevor reached for his wallet, Matt stopped him. Trevor was so taken aback by the feel of Matt’s hand on the right cheek of his ass he didn’t even notice the other man had placed his order and paid for both of them until the deed was done.

Trevor looked up at Matt as he collected his large coffee and snack. “Awfully presumptuous, don’t you think?” He grinned to take the sting out of the words.

Matt gestured to their selected booth. “Disappointed?”

Trevor slid onto the bench. “In the free treat? Or the cheap feel?”

Matt doctored his coffee without taking his eyes off Trevor. “Either?”

“Can’t say that I am.”

“Good. So if I can ask, how did you recognise the signs of Logan’s flashback?”

Trevor stirred his coffee for a few seconds then blew on the steaming liquid for a moment before taking a tentative sip. The hot drink warmed his insides the way Matt’s coat still encasing him warmed his outside.

“My father. When I was a kid he used to get them from time to time. He was a Green Beret in Vietnam. My mom used to yell and scream at him when they happened, but usually nothing happened until the flashback ran its course. I didn’t realise that’s what was happening at the time. I just knew that dad kinda flaked out for awhile then got real angry.”

Matt placed his hand over Trevor’s. “I’m sorry. Did your father ever get help?”

Trevor shrugged. “Don’t know. He took off when I was seven. I haven’t heard from him since.”

He expected to see pity on Matt’s face, but instead found nothing but calm acceptance.

“Mom stuck around until I turned eighteen then lit out for greener pastures. I get a postcard from time to time. I think she’s in Colorado now. She never stays in one place for very long.”

“What did you do to support yourself when she left? Did she leave without notice?”

“No, nothing so dramatic. She told me when I was in high school that after graduation she’d be moving on. She gave me enough money for a couple months’ rent, and I had already secured a job working full-time for a video production company so I was able to pay my monthly utilities and stuff.”

“How do you go from video production to working for the police?”

“It wasn’t such a big leap as you would think. I applied and got the job as an A/V technician five years ago, then got my certification in forensic audio and video analysis. When the senior spot opened up, I applied, and since I was already familiar with all the equipment it was an easy transition.” Trevor realised he’d been talking non-stop. “Okay, obviously you’re very good at your job. It’s taken only twenty minutes and you know my entire life story.”

Matt frowned. “It has nothing to do with my job. I like talking to you. I want to get to know you, for purely personal reasons. I’d really like to learn more. Would you have dinner with me tomorrow night?”

Trevor saw the heat simmering in Matt’s eyes and his heart went thumpety-thump. Well maybe it was his cock, but the heart wasn’t far behind. He couldn’t believe this older, well-educated man was interested in him. Trevor wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth though. If Dr. Lincoln wanted to go slumming for a little bit and Trevor got the chance to kiss those lush lips and feel that hard body rub against him then that was fine by him.

“I get off work at six o’clock.”

“Perfect. Tomorrow is the day I finish with patients early. I should be done by five. Do you want me to pick you up?”

“That’s kind, but not necessary. As long as we go someplace I can take the subway to, I can find my way to you.”

“You don’t have a car?” Matt said, surprised.

Trevor shook his head. “Too cost-prohibitive. I’ve been thinking about getting a used one lately. Then again, I do every winter,” he said, smiling.

Matt frowned. “How were you planning on getting home tonight?”

“The ‘T’ stop is only a few blocks away. It’s how I normally get around the city.”

Matt’s jaw dropped and his hand tightened around his coffee cup. “You were going to walk several blocks in this weather? Without a coat? At this time of night?”

“The train takes me most of the way. Once I get to my neighbourhood, it’s only another twelve minutes or so to my apartment.”

“Where do you live?”

“Dorchester.”

Trevor was starting to get the feeling that Matt was annoyed with him. Trevor wouldn’t apologise for taking care of himself though. He did the best he could with what resources he had. He didn’t have the disposable income the good doctor had, judging by his sleek black Mercedes coupe, but he lived comfortably within his means and managed to put away a little bit in savings each month.

 

Matt let out a pent up breath. He couldn’t believe that Trevor had been going to make his way home by walking and public transportation, and not say a word. It was freezing outside and nearly eleven o’clock at night. There was no way Matt was going to let Trevor find his own way home. Dorchester was in the opposite direction of his own place in Back Bay, but the extra drive was worth it if Matt was certain Trevor made it home safely.

As soon as Matt’s eyes had landed on the smaller man with the shaggy blond hair and wide blue eyes, he immediately thought of Niall’s description of the man supposedly destined to be theirs. The moment Matt’s hand had clasped Trevor’s at police headquarters, a feeling similar to the one he’d encountered with Niall had swept through him.

Unlike the feeling he associated with Niall, Matt experienced a rush of protective instincts when it came to Trevor. Matt didn’t know if that protectiveness came from Trevor’s smaller stature and build, his younger age or something entirely different. Matt didn’t feel as if Trevor was less of a man. From what Matt had learned tonight, it sounded as though Trevor was mature beyond his years.

At this moment, half of Matt wanted to wrap Trevor up in his arms and shield him from the world, and the other half wanted to throw him to the floor and ravish his lithe body till they both screamed.

Oh boy, I need to talk to Niall about this.

“Trevor, I’m asking you to let me take you home. I understand being self-sufficient, and I’m glad you can take care of yourself. However, indulge me tonight. I would feel better to know you got home safe and healthy.”

Trevor narrowed his eyes at Matt. “Just tonight?”

Matt shook his head. “I can’t make that promise. I know we met only tonight, but I feel as though there is something brewing here. You should know that I tend to be a caregiver when it comes to people important to me.”

 Trevor’s eyes went wide. “Are you saying I’m important to you?”

“I’m saying you could become very important to me. I hope that our date tomorrow night will help that feeling progress.”

“I’m not sure what to say. I admit I kinda thought you’d see me as an easy trick. I…well I like you Matt, but there’s a big gap here.” Trevor waved his hands back and forth between them.

“Is it my age? I’m thirty-eight, and I’m guessing you’re around thirty.”

“Close. Twenty-eight. I’d make some foppish comment about you saying I appear older than I really am, but I happen to be an unusual gay man in that I don’t plan to start hyperventilating the day I turn thirty. I look good. I know I do, so that’s all I care about. But I got off track. What about the differences in our education? I only have a high school diploma, you’re a doctor. I make less than fifty thousand a year and you… Well, I have no idea how much you make, but I know that car out there costs a smooth seventy grand easy.”

“Fine, let’s look at this one issue at a time. First I’m glad you’re not caught up on the age factor. I’d be shot down before I even got my foot in the door otherwise, and Trev…I’m looking very forward to getting more than my foot inside. Secondly, the education thing. We come from very different backgrounds. I had the backing and expectations of my family to attend both college and medical school. You’ve made a fascinating and challenging profession out of nothing but guts, determination and hard work. That counts double in my book. Finally the economic disparity between us is nothing more than numbers on a bank statement. My income does not make me the man I am, and neither does yours. While I know there are men out there looking for a sugar daddy, I can see that is the last thing on your mind, and quite frankly if I did get that vibe from you I’d never have invited you here tonight or asked for a second date tomorrow.”

Trevor glanced down into his long-empty coffee cup. Matt waited to see what Trevor’s next words would be. For a man with only a high school education, Trevor was amazingly articulate and Matt was impressed by the younger man’s self-confidence.

It seemed like an eternity passed while Trevor made up his mind, and Matt got an idea of what Niall must have felt the other night when Matt had placed him in this same position. He’d have to call Niall and give the man thanks for his serene patience. 

Then he saw Trevor smile.

Matt pressed the button on his key fob to start his car engine then stood and held out his hand. “Let’s go.”

They disposed of their trash and left the brightly lit interior. Matt unlocked and opened the doors to his car. Once Trevor got settled, he closed the door and quickly walked over to the other side. It was freezing outside, and Matt didn’t want to be out there any longer than absolutely necessary. 

Matt made his way down Massachusetts Avenue with Trevor beside him. Soft music played from the speakers of his car. He couldn’t wait to tell Niall all about Trevor, and what Matt had learned tonight. He hoped Niall would be fine with it. They’d never set express rules for their search, and Matt had never been in a situation where there was the expectation of someone else out there somewhere, already designated in his partner’s mind. Maybe Niall expected to be the one who would find their third. Hell, he and Niall hadn’t even consummated their relationship, what if everything went to hell?

When Matt made the turn onto Dorchester Avenue from Columbia, he started to get nervous. All night he’d been confident that Trevor was the one, and he’d been ecstatic that he could go to Niall and say “I found him.” Then he, Niall, and Trevor could skip down the yellow brick road and find their way home together. Was Matt kidding himself? The Seaport District wasn’t far from Dorchester. Maybe Matt should stop by Niall’s place tonight and talk things out before tomorrow.

“Make a left onto Greenwich then a right on Duncan. My building is the Victorian-ish looking one on the left.”

Matt did as instructed. The vacant lot across from Trevor’s building caused him worry, but Trevor’s building appeared sound. It had a well-maintained exterior with white trim. The front did have a certain Victorian feel with the two spindle balconies protruding from the second and third floors, but the side of the building was flat and plain, stretching to the back of the property.

Trevor turned to Matt and unfastened his seatbelt. “Thank you for the ride.”

“You’re welcome.”

Matt stretched across the console between the driver’s and passenger’s seats. He cupped the back of Trevor’s neck and pulled him in closer. Their lips touched for the briefest of seconds, but it was all Matt needed to know his first impressions earlier that night had been correct. He knew deep inside him Trevor was the one for him and Niall. Trevor braced himself on the padded barrier and pushed into Matt’s kiss. Their heads tilted and mouths opened. Matt nearly moaned at the taste of Trevor on his tongue. The tastes of coffee and sugar and Trevor all mingled together. Matt had a hard time pulling away, but knew they couldn’t take things any further tonight. When they separated, Matt almost caved as Trevor licked his lips with hunger burning in his eyes. 

“Your lips should be illegal,” Matt said huskily.

Trevor’s eyes roamed down Matt’s body and paused at his crotch. The darkness was sure to hide the arousal pushing against Matt’s slacks, but Trevor’s blue eyes glowed as if he had X-ray vision.

“I’d invite you up, but I have a feeling you’ll turn me down. So for now I’ll say goodnight, but tomorrow you’re all mine.”

With that, Trevor climbed out and jogged over to the side of the building to a set of stairs which led up the side and disappeared around back. Matt continued down the street and punched Niall’s address into his GPS system. 


Chapter Five

 

 

 

The watcher sat in the darkened car, parked in the shadows of the empty lot across from Trevor’s apartment. He burned with rage as the man in the expensive black car drove off. He’d been worried when Trevor hadn’t come home at his usual time. Ugly things could happen in the city at night. But apparently Trevor had not been lying in a gutter somewhere, only disobeying the rules they’d clearly set. His fingers tightened on the steering wheel. He wanted to charge up to Trevor’s apartment and demand to know what was going on. How dare Trevor step out on him with some sleazy sugar daddy? What he and Trevor shared was special. It was pure. Trevor belonged to him!

Maybe Trevor was just trying to get a rise out of him? Maybe Trevor was trying to incite jealousy, so the watcher would once again take control. He’d been far too lax of late, allowing Trevor some freedom from the structure they’d established at the beginning of their relationship. The shadow of Trevor’s trim body had been visible through the tinted windows, and it was clear he’d been kissing that man! Despite his boiling blood, the watcher would not allow Trevor’s petty games to make him lose control, even if the little man was begging for punishment. Control was paramount. Control was everything. Such behaviour would not be tolerated, and soon Trevor would be reminded of just whom he belonged to.

 

* * * *

 

Matt pulled into the visitor spot at Niall’s building. It was a risk to come here unannounced, but Matt needed to see Niall. Needed to tell him the news. Needed to feel Niall in his arms again, to share Trevor’s taste that still lingered on his lips. Matt opened the doors and entered the lobby. Adam, the doorman Matt remembered from the other night, glanced up from his desk with a look of surprise on his face.

“Welcome back, Dr. Lincoln. Would you like me to buzz Mr. Roberge to announce your arrival?”

Matt stopped in his tracks. “You remember me?”

“Well sure. You were here only two nights ago, and Mr. Roberge gave notice to all of us doormen that you were to be admitted without question anytime.”

“How will the other doormen recognise me?”

Adam held up a high quality glossy photo of Matt’s face, obviously taken from the security cameras on the first night Matt came to see Niall.

“Wow. That’s both comforting and slightly disturbing at the same time. I took a chance coming by unannounced this late. Do you know if Niall is home?”

“I came on shift at ten p.m., and haven’t seen him. Would you like me to call him on the com unit?”

Matt debated. He could go up to Niall’s door and start knocking or have Adam call Niall’s condo. Matt looked at his watch. It was quarter after eleven at night. Niall may be asleep or he may not want to be disturbed. Matt didn’t worry that Niall was seeing someone else. That type of behaviour didn’t fit Niall’s personality that Matt had seen so far. However, not many people appreciated late night unexpected guests. He’d take his chances.

“No thank you, Adam. I’ll go on up and surprise him.”

“Very good, Dr. Lincoln. Have a good evening.” Adam finished with a smile.

“I will. And Adam?” The young man’s face changed to one of anticipation. “Please call me Matt. I have a feeling you’ll be seeing a lot of me, and the whole doctor title is a mouthful.”

Matt heard a soft giggle behind him as he stepped into the elevator. Adam seemed like a sweet kid. Obviously a college student by the multitude of books spread out and the laptop glowing behind the concierge desk. Matt idly wondered what university Adam was attending. He sure hoped the kid had afternoon classes otherwise he was going to collapse from exhaustion.

The elevator dinged and Matt stepped off. He turned towards the door to Niall’s condo. There was only one other on the floor, so Matt wasn’t too worried about disturbing anyone by knocking this late. He was about to raise his hand when he noticed a white box with what appeared to be a camera lens and a small round button installed beside the door. Matt pressed the button and waited. A few seconds later he heard Niall’s excited voice echo from the small box.

“Matt!”

Matt waved. “Can I come in? I know it’s late.”

“Of course.” There was a soft click at the door. “I’m in the darkroom, but please come in and make yourself comfortable. I’ll be out in a minute.”

Matt opened the door and once again was struck by the enormity of Niall’s place. Matt’s condo was a brownstone in Back Bay. He’d paid a pretty penny for the small place, but it was close to his office and had lovely ornate details, crown moulding and a black iron, spiral staircase—and the claw foot tub Matt didn’t dare tell anyone he loved to sink into at the end of a long day.

Matt wondered just how many rooms Niall had down that hallway. Obviously there was more than one bedroom if Niall had set up a darkroom for his private use. Despite the size, Niall’s place was homey. Matt relaxed on the chaise part of the sectional and closed his eyes while waiting for Niall to appear.

A pair of soft lips touched his, and Matt blinked his eyes open. Niall sat next to him with a smile on his face.

“Hey gorgeous,” Niall whispered.

“Hi.” He looked at his watch and realised thirty minutes had passed.

“I didn’t want to wake you, but you’ll get stiff if you sleep sitting up like that.”

“Sorry, I only meant to close my eyes while you were finishing up.”

Niall’s thumb traced over Matt cheekbone. “I don’t mind. You looked like you needed the rest. Don’t get me wrong, I love that you’re here, but why the late night visit?”

Matt’s brain finished waking up and he swung around to face Niall better with a huge grin. “I think I found him, Niall.”

Niall didn’t say anything, but Matt didn’t see any anger on his face so he continued, speaking very quickly, “His name is Trevor, and he’s just like you described. Shaggy blond hair, huge blue eyes, lean body and his head tops out around my shoulders. I met him today when one of my friends and patients went into crisis down at police headquarters. That’s where Trevor works, in the crime lab as the forensic audio/video analyst. While we were waiting at the hospital for my patient’s partner to come out of surgery—he’s a detective and got shot on the job—I couldn’t help but be drawn to Trevor sitting by himself. It sounds odd, but it was the same feeling that swept over me when I first saw you. That’s why I thought I could trust it. I—”

Niall placed his hand on Matt’s shoulder. “Matt, slow down. Let me make sure I understand everything. You think you found our other soul mate at police headquarters, after learning that your friend’s partner was shot, and have spent the last several hours pacing sterile hallways and getting to know this man, Trevor?”

“Well, Trevor and I went to Dunkin’ Donuts for coffee after we learned Clay would be alright, and I made sure Logan was stable for the evening. That’s where we talked and got to know each other a little better.”

“And where is Trevor now?”

“I took him home. He lives in Dorchester.” Matt grimaced. “Still steams me up to think that he was going to find his way home by public transportation this late without a coat.”

Niall made a face as if he didn’t like that any better than Matt.

“And you came here, after dropping him off?”

Matt nodded. “I wanted to talk to you. At first I thought you might be mad that I’d taken the initiative with Trevor without consulting you, but then when I kissed him goodnight…”

“You kissed him?” Niall asked softly.

Matt nodded and tried to read Niall’s dark eyes.

“What did you feel? What did you taste?”

Matt thought for a moment. He didn’t think Niall meant literally taste. Niall was probably trying to find out if all this babble was being spurred by Matt’s hormones or something deeper.

“Peace. I felt and tasted peace.”

“Then yours and Trevor’s meeting is how we were destined to be brought together. I found you, and you found him. Now all we need to do is have me meet him.” Niall said with a grin.

“Um, I sort of set up a date with him tomorrow night. I…well, I was hoping you would be there.”

“Of course I’ll be there.”

“There’s only one problem.”

Niall raised his eyebrow.

“Trevor doesn’t know about you.”

 

* * * *

 

Trevor stood in the locker room at headquarters and checked himself out in the mirror. He’d brought a change of clothes to work for his date with Matt. A pair of dark grey wool flat-front pants, a V-neck navy blue cashmere sweater and black Cole Haan Air Jefferson slip-ons. The whole look had cost him the equivalent of half his weekly paycheque, but it was so worth it. Trevor added a dollop of sculpturing lotion to his hand then finger combed the textured layers of his hair so they fell in a perfectly messy look.

“Got a hot date?”

Trevor spun around to find Logan leaning against the row of lockers on the far side of the room.

“What are you doing here?”

“Came to turn in my vacation time for when Clay comes home. I’ll be taking off a couple weeks.”

“What about till then?”

“I’ll be in and out. There’s not much I can do for Clay while he’s in the hospital, and I would drive the man insane if I sat beside his bed twenty-four hours a day.”

“If he can complain, that must mean he’s doing better.”

Logan nodded. “It’ll be several weeks before he’s full strength, but he’s slowly mending. So what’s with the fancy duds?”

“As you correctly deduced, I’ve got a date.” Trevor held out his arms and turned around. He looked over his shoulder at Logan. “How fuckable is my ass in these pants?”

“I’d give you a solid eight. You’re a little small for my tastes, but you do have a nice, tight little round derriere.”

Trevor faced his friend and smiled. “I’ll have you know that not everything on me is small.”

“You’re a little flirt. I never knew that about you. In the lab you always seem so shy and quiet.”

Trevor shrugged. “Well it’s not like I’m going to run up and down the halls telling all the boys to come and get it. Besides you said we were friends, that I could trust you.”

Logan walked up to Trevor and took him in his arms. “You can trust me.” He let go and stepped back. He straddled the bench between the rows of lockers. “After things calmed down last night, I remembered that you had ridden with Matt and I to the hospital. How did you get home? Please don’t tell me you took the ‘T’ again.”

Trevor slid his wallet into his back pocket and strapped on his watch. “Well I had planned on it, but then Matt offered to take me for a coffee. He drove me home.”

Logan smiled. “He did, huh? How was the coffee?”

“It was good.” He turned in circles till he found his coat still hanging in his locker.

“And how was the kiss?”

“It was—” Trevor quickly looked over at Logan’s smug face. “How in the hell…”

Logan rolled his eyes. “Please. The building nearly caught fire when the two of you shook hands. So you’re going out with Matt tonight?”

Trevor leant back against the locker to the left of Logan. “Is that weird for you?”

“No. Matt’s my friend as much as he’s my psychiatrist. I want to see him happy, and I’ve gotten the feeling lately that whoever he was seeing didn’t do that. Plus I trust Matt not to break confidentiality about our sessions.”

“He’s seeing a guy?”

“He was. If he asked you out then he must have broken it off. Matt’s not the kind to have a piece on the side. Where are you going?”

“I’m supposed to meet him at The Stork Club.” He glanced at his watch. “I’d better go.”

“I’ll give you a ride.”

“No worries. I’m sure you want to get back to Clay, and—”

Logan growled, “Trevor.”

He ducked his head and heat infused his cheeks. “Thank you Logan. I’d appreciate that.”

“Good then. Let’s get you to your date.”

 

Trevor entered the restaurant and looked around for Matt. His eyes landed on a stunningly beautiful man with black hair that flowed around his shoulders and dark fathomless eyes that seemed to be staring right into Trevor’s soul. Trevor took a step back, right into a large man behind him. The man cursed and gave Trevor a little push forwards. He spun around and quickly held up his hands. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to bump into you.”

“Just watch where you’re going next time,” the man snarled as he led his date up to the bar.

Gee, what a nice guy.

“Asshole,” Trevor said under his breath.

“Trevor?”

He did a one-eighty and found Matt right in front of him. His gaze landed on Matt’s lips and Trevor’s blood got a little warmer at the memory of their kiss last night. “Hi.”

“Everything okay?”

He waved off the rude guy. “Oh sure. Just some local riff raff.”

Matt looked over at the bar and his eyes narrowed.

Trevor placed his hand on Matt biceps. “Let it go, Matt. It was nothing. I promise.”

“All right.” Matt leant down and whispered in Trevor’s ear, “You look very sexy.” He placed his hand on the small of Trevor’s back. “We have a table over here.”

Mat led Trevor into the club. There was a long red tufted bench with cocktail tables efficiently spaced in a row. A single red chair sat on the opposite of the table and pendant lights in a grid across the ceiling emitted an orange glow. Trevor turned his head towards the stage as the nightly jazz band began to play. He loved jazz music. It reminded him of the clubs he saw in all the old movies, where men and women would get dressed up in their best to go out listen to music. Maybe have a dance or two as a saxophone wailed a mournful tune. Trevor let himself get lost in the music for a moment. Matt led him by the hand towards their table, and Trevor trusted Matt to steer him in the right direction.

Before he knew it they’d stopped, and when Trevor opened his eyes, he was standing directly in front of the dark haired warrior he’d laid eyes on when he came into the club. He looked over at Matt in confusion. “Matt?”

“Trevor, this is Niall Roberge.” Matt put his arm around Trevor’s waist. “Niall, this is Trevor Mitchell.”

Trevor held his hand out to Niall. A striking name to go with a striking man. “Hi, nice to meet you.”

Niall’s hand enclosed Trevor’s and a shiver ran down the length of his body.

“It’s an honour to meet you as well. Please have a seat.”

Trevor looked at the seating arrangement and was unsure where to sit. Niall had taken a seat on the bench and there was only one chair. If he sat there then Matt would have to sit next to Niall. Trevor didn’t know if he liked that idea. The man was too good looking for comfort, and gave off the air of confidence and maturity more suited to Matt than Trevor considered himself to be. Then again it would be rude to sit next to another man when on a date with Matt. 

Trevor looked back and forth between the two men, and there was definitely some kind of vibe there. Logan had said the Matt wasn’t the cheating type, but evidence pointed to… Oh, wait a minute. Maybe Matt wasn’t into cheating so much as he was into sharing.

Trevor sat in the single chair. “So, Matt…wanna tell me what’s going on? I have a feeling that my assumptions about this evening were a tad off.”

“Not completely. I did invite you out tonight because I felt a special connection between us last night. It may be too late to stop your quick brain to from spinning all sorts of scenarios, but I’m asking you to keep an open mind until all the cards have been laid out on the table.” Matt turned to Niall. “I think it may be best for you to tell Trevor a little bit about yourself before we continue.”

Niall’s eyes met Trevor’s across the table. “I met Matt a week ago at the Fenway Health fair. However, it was not the first time I had seen him.”

Trevor was confused by Niall’s statement. If he only met Matt a week ago then the two were not in a long-term relationship and looking for a playmate.

Niall continued, “From the time I was old enough to understand adult relationships I’ve searched for the men who would complete my life. I grew up surrounded by the love of my two grandfathers and grandmother who shared their hearts and bed with one another. When the time came for me to begin my search for my soul mates, I knew I wanted to share a similar bond. I am a Mohegan, and while I was raised in a modern home, our tribe is deeply rooted in the traditions of our people. Several weeks ago I had a dream. In this dream were two men.” Niall looked at Matt sitting next to him. “Matt is one of those men.” He then turned and looked at Trevor. “You are the other.”

Trevor saw Matt breathe out a sigh as if he were relieved. He held up his hand to stop Niall from continuing. “So you believe that Matt and I are destined to be yours?”

Niall shook his head. “No. I am yours as much as you will be mine.”

Trevor looked at Matt. “What about you? What are your thoughts on all this? If Niall has wanted a threesome his entire life, then what makes you want to get involved in an arrangement this complicated?”

“I’ve participated in ménages for most of my sexual life. It started out as a lark in college, then I grew to crave the unique connection between three sexual partners. A few years ago I finally accepted the fact that something deep inside me said that’s what it would take for me to be complete. I’ve tried dating in a more traditional manner, even with men who were not into threesomes, and I was faithful. However, I was always left with a feeling of partial emptiness. Consequently those relationships never lasted long.” Matt turned to look at Niall. “When I met Niall, a spark of recognition fired within me. I knew in an instant he would become special to me.” He faced Trevor across the table. “The same spark erupted across my skin when we shook hands for the first time.”

“And Niall’s dream? How do you reconcile that with your beliefs in modern medicine?”

“I don’t believe I have to. For a relationship to work, one person’s beliefs don’t have to be identical to their partner’s. What’s important is if those people want the same things in life.” Matt placed his hand on the table palm up. “I’m willing to try.”

Niall placed his hand on top of Matt’s, palm up. “I’m willing.”

Did he go all in or fold? Trevor knew that if he said no, he would lose Matt. Granted they’d only had half a date and one kiss, but for the first time in what seemed like forever, Trevor had gone to bed with a smile on his face last night. Throughout the day he’d had butterflies in his stomach when he thought about seeing Matt again tonight, maybe even getting another one of Matt’s incredible kisses.

He looked across at Niall. The man was undeniably attractive. He knew only the most minor of details about this man, and yet there they sat asking Trevor to commit to a type of relationship he had zero experience in. Trevor’d had his share of one night stands, so while a ménage a trios would be more hands, mouths and cocks than he’d ever experienced at once, that didn’t hold him back. In fact that sounded pretty damn hot, especially with the two men sitting across from him. No, what had Trevor on the fence was the intensity in their stares and the expectations he sensed in their speech. Niall firmly believed the Trevor and Matt were his destined soul mates and Matt was willing to go along with that belief if it meant he finally found happiness.

So what do I believe?

Trevor stared at the two hands. It was up to him, and it all came down to one thing.


Chapter Six

 

 

 

Trevor placed his hand on top of Matt and Niall’s. “What’ve I got to lose?”

I hope it’s not my sanity.

Trevor was nearly blinded by the smiles coming from both Matt and Niall. Two more hands landed on top of Trevor’s, and the heat surrounding his hand travelled up his arm and floated around his heart before dissipating.

“How about I get us some drinks?” Matt said.

Niall nodded. “I’d love a vodka tonic. Trevor?”

Trevor was once again held captive by Niall’s dark eyes. “Bushmills Black Bush, on the rocks.”

Before leaving the table, Matt placed a soft kiss on Trevor’s lips. As the kiss had done the night before, Trevor yearned for more, but Matt pulled back and walked away towards the bar.

When Trevor looked across the table, Niall’s eyes reminded him of charcoal right after a match had ignited the surface.

“I would love to know what that feels like.”

Trevor smiled, “Well you see, I’m not quite that easy. Matt and I spent several hours together before his lips ever touched mine. I think in the spirit of fairness, and so I don’t start thinking I’m a total slut, I need to know more than your name and that you’re a Mohegan in search of his destiny.”

Niall nodded. “Fair enough. Will you sit next to me?”

Trevor moved over to the bench and when the side of his body came in contact with Niall’s, he immediately had the urge to climb into the man’s lap. Niall wasn’t as large as Matt. He was a few inches shorter and leaner than Matt, but still rippling with muscles as evidenced by Niall’s strong neck and what was visible between the couple of open buttons of his shirt.

“There, that’s better. So what would you like to know?”

“How did you get the name Niall? That’s Irish, isn’t it?”

“It is. I was named for my great-grandfather who lived in Ireland.”

Niall spent the next several minutes explaining to Trevor how his family tree worked. At the end of the story, Trevor’s mind was spinning with all the connections but he thought he had it figured out. It also made him glad that his own linage was straightforward. Trevor looked up as Matt returned with their drinks. Matt’s smile at seeing Trevor and Niall sitting next to each other caused a resurgence of heat in his belly. Of course, that might have been due to the large swallow of whisky Trevor shot back. The alcohol went straight into his blood stream since Trevor hadn’t had lunch that day and a wonderful glow spread throughout his body.

“So you’re named for your great-grandfather. What else?”

“He’s an amazing photographer,” Matt volunteered.

“Photography? Really?”

Niall nodded. “I have a studio and gallery in Fort Point.”

“You’re Roberge Photographics?” Trevor asked, excitedly.

“You’ve heard of me?”

“Are you kidding? I loved your pieces at the Boston Public Garden exhibit last year. I stood there for hours staring at your ‘Boston Reflections’ series, and the light you used in ‘Desert Angel’ was spellbinding.”

“Thank you.”

Trevor realised that in his excitement he’d leant in closer to Niall. He felt the man’s breath on his skin. Trevor stared at Niall’s bottom lip. The skin was a darker rose than the rest of his skin. Trevor wanted to taste it. He tilted his head up a couple of inches and brushed his lips across Niall’s, a long, lingering sweep that enabled him to taste the softness of both Niall’s lips. The kiss Trevor had initially denied Niall became reality. Trevor’s lips tingled and his eyes fluttered closed. He placed his hand on Niall’s stomach as Niall’s arm snaked around his back and pulled Trevor closer. Lights danced behind Trevor’s eyes when Niall’s tongue traced the seam of his mouth. Trevor opened and greedily sucked the slick appendage into his body. Niall’s tongue swiped the insides of Trevor’s mouth. Trevor reciprocated, licking into every soft nook and cranny of his dark warrior. A deep sigh vibrated from Niall’s throat into Trevor’s mouth. They pulled back from one another and as one turned to see Matt staring at them. His forest green eyes blazed from within, causing them to brighten.

Trevor finished the last of his drink. His head swam and the room turned slightly hazy. He tried to shake it off. “This was only my first, correct?”

“Yes. Do you not feel well?” Matt asked.

“I feel like I’m well underway to getting my drunk on, but I normally have a decent tolerance level.”

“When did you last eat?” Niall questioned.

“Oh, right. That explains it.” Trevor smiled. “I was a little nervous about coming here tonight so I skipped lunch and…”

“And?” Niall waited.

“Well, I was trying to pick out what to wear, so I ran out of my apartment without breakfast in order to get to work on time,” Trevor finished, sheepishly.

Matt shook his head. “What are we going to do with you? At least you remembered your coat this time,” he added, jokingly.

“Well excuse me for being more worried about my friend’s mental state than some outer garment.”

“Don’t be mad, Trevor. I only meant it as a joke.”

Trevor crooked his finger at Matt. Matt scooted his chair close to the bench, and Trevor pulled Matt in for a kiss.

“I’ll eventually learn how to not to get so defensive.” He looked at Niall. “I’m not used to anybody trying to take care of me. For most of my life it’s been me against the world, now all of a sudden I have two older, very accomplished soon-to-be lovers.” His head felt as though he were watching a tennis match, but this was important, so he looked back at Matt. “If this is going to work, I need both of you to treat me as an equal. Not some little brother you have to take care of.”  

“I can’t speak for Niall, but I hardly look upon you as a little brother figure. Your safety and health will always be on my mind, but that goes for Niall as much as you. And I wouldn’t dream of stripping my little brother and licking him from head to toe, as I did last night after leaving you.”

“Matt is correct. As we grow closer, it’s only natural we’ll worry about each other, sometimes unnecessarily but always with the right intentions. I don’t like the thought of you being cold anymore than Matt does, and we only met an hour ago.”

“You’re right, guys. I’m sorry. I realise I made it sound as though you’d be babying me, and I’d be a cold hearted bitch, when in fact I’ll probably be the biggest worrywart of the three of us. As to me being cold? Sorry to tell you this, but it’s a foregone conclusion. I’m always cold, coat or no coat. If we ever end up in bed together, I’ll be the one in the extremely unsexy flannel sleepwear.”

“No. When we end up in bed together, you’ll be sandwiched between two living furnaces. Frumpy flannel is a thing of your past. From now on, I want access to every inch of your skin so when Niall and I wake up in the middle of the night, we can ravish you ‘til your mind is so satiated, you’ll forget the meaning of the word ‘cold’.”

Trevor’s mouth dropped and his brain flooded with images of him, Matt and Niall twisting around in a myriad of configurations atop a wide mattress. He couldn’t wait to see, touch and taste the skin he’d only been given glimpses of that evening. “Now? Please?” he begged.

Matt looked at Niall. “Shall we?”

“Oh, yes. My place?”

Trevor watched Matt nod. It was obvious Matt was at least familiar with Niall’s place, wherever that was. Trevor couldn’t help but be a little jealous. He shook off the feeling as ludicrous. Matt and Niall had known each other for a week, not months or years. They were all starting out on even footing—relationship-wise anyway—and Trevor was interested to see how the balance between them would play out.

 

* * * *

 

Trevor tried valiantly to keep from tripping over his jaw as Niall gave him the tour. Apartments like this only existed in dreams or on TV. Trevor stared at the red brick wall where the original print of his favourite black and white photograph hung. In it, the dunes of a grassy beach surrounded a decimated hull of a ship. Planks rose up into the sky as if they were asking “why”. The textures and details in the wood were excessively sharp, but the background only a haze of images from the surrounding landscape. A beam of sunlight landed directly on the wooden carcass, and every time Trevor saw this photograph he wondered what happened. What story lay behind the powerful image?

Warm arms came around him and Trevor leant back against a solid chest. He knew instantly it was Niall. The scent of cedar wove around Trevor and he closed his eyes then inhaled a deep breath. 

“Do you like it?”

Trevor nodded. “It’s one of my favourites. In a way it reminds me of myself.”

Niall turned Trevor in his arms. “How’s that?”

“Isolated, yet surrounded. The highlights show all the imperfections, but within the shadows you can see the beauty of what the ship once was.”

A wall of warmth braced Trevor as Matt came to stand behind him. Matt’s arms came around Trevor and rested on Niall’s hips.

“You’re not alone any longer. We all have imperfections, and our beauty will be in how we support each other,” Matt said.

Trevor rested his head on Niall’s shoulder. “Why does this feel so right? I barely know either of you, but at this moment have nowhere else I’d rather be. I have no experience with this kind of situation, and quite frankly I’m a little overwhelmed. I want to be with both of you, and yet I’m not sure how this all works. In my past relationships there have always been clear expectations in regards to the sex and boundaries.” Trevor closed his eyes and whispered, “I feel a little lost.”

Niall stepped back and led Trevor over to his platform bed. Matt followed and the three of them sat on the edge.

“I understand, Trevor, that you don’t have the same faith as I do about why we were brought together, but that’s okay. Unlike Matt, I’ve never experienced a physical three-way. So when it comes to how the sex will play out, you and I are on the same page. My question to you is, why should there be boundaries for our relationship? If we hold ourselves to certain expectations then we not only create a false situation, but we may miss out on some elemental part of who we become.”

Matt placed his hand on Trevor’s knee. “I may have experienced plenty of threesomes in my life, but I’ve never had any type of connection to those men. It was an enjoyable way of getting off, pure and simple. I’m as nervous as you are about the complexities of what we’re attempting. Each of us will have insecurities that must be faced, both individually and as a group, but as long as we don’t hide what’s troubling us then we can move forwards.”

“Okay, so in the spirit of honesty I need to tell you Matt, that you being a psychiatrist kinda freaks me out. You have the background knowledge and training to understand the human condition that neither Niall nor I have to pull from. That puts you one step ahead of the game so to speak.”

“Believe me when I say that having the knowledge and implementing the skills are two very different aspects. I’ve seen marriages and partnerships of my colleagues fall apart just as often as I’ve seen it with people who come to me off the street. I’ll have to work just as hard as both of you.”

“Perhaps Matt will have to work harder, because he’ll have to remember that neither one of us will recognise the undercurrents of a particular situation,” Niall added.

Trevor heaved out a deep breath. “As much as my body really wants to get it on with the two of you tonight, my brain is awfully wrung out. I’m not trying to be a tease, but do either of you think we could put off the sexcapades until tomorrow or something?”

Niall leant down and placed a soft kiss on Trevor’s lips then tilted up to do the same for Matt. “Will the two of you stay with me tonight?” He looked back at the expanse of the mattress. “It would be nice to have you here, in my bed. Our bed, if we let it be so.”

“I’m not sure that I’m ready to think of this as our bed yet, but it is very nice and the two of you did promise to keep me warm.”

 

Niall lifted the edge of Trevor’s sweater, revealing his smooth stomach. Ever since his and Trevor’s kiss in the club, Niall had been anticipating how it would feel to hold Trevor in his arms for real. The younger man was an exact match to the vision in his dream. As much as he’d trusted Matt’s intuition, Niall couldn’t help but feel both relief and exhilaration when his eyes met Trevor’s sky blue ones across the interior of the bar.

Tonight Niall would finally experience what it felt like to use this bed for what it was intended. Not simply as a empty plane where he marked the passage of time until he found his soul mates, but as a haven where the individual strands of their essence could begin to weave the tapestry that would tell their story for all the ages.

Sex would be only a small part of their lives as a whole. Niall had no problem waiting as long as his men didn’t run away. 

Niall’s hands skimmed across the smooth skin of Trevor’s chest. When Trevor lifted his arms, Matt took the garment from Niall’s hands. The soft navy sweater was removed and tossed towards the chair sitting over by the windows. Trevor reclined against his elbows on the mattress. Niall took a few moments to stare at Trevor’s bared torso. Lightly corded muscles danced beneath the surface of Trevor’s skin. Small light brown nipples puckered in the open air. Niall wanted to lean down and suck on the treats, but they’d promised Trevor no funny business.

Niall couldn’t stop his hand as it smoothed down Trevor’s stomach. When he got to what should have been the waistline of Trevor’s slacks, Niall instead found more smooth bare skin. While Niall was busy cataloguing all the ways he wanted to pleasure Trevor, Matt had obviously pressed on with the campaign to get Trevor naked. Niall’s hand encountered Trevor’s half-hard cock. Trevor’s head fell back and a moan rumbled from his chest.

Niall lightly gripped Trevor’s cock and bright blue eyes shot open to meet his gaze. Niall was sucked into their prism of desire. Trevor’s chest rose rapidly as his breathing increased.

“I’m suddenly feeling a lot less tired. Do you think we could…”

A becoming blush infused Trevor’s cheeks. Niall smiled and looked to his side to find Matt. When there was nobody there, Niall twisted around to find their other lover. Every thought in his brain flew out the window when he found Matt standing directly behind him, completely naked. Niall stood so he could get a better view, and as one he and Trevor both whispered, “Holy god."

Six foot four inches of thick muscle and light olive skin stood before them. There were more peaks and valleys and ripples and bulges than Niall had ever seen on a man outside of a magazine. He imagined tracing his tongue along the veins in Matt’s biceps and letting the rough hairs of Matt’s lightly furred chest scratch his skin. Niall loved hair on a man’s body since his own was naturally smooth. Not hair of gorillaistic proportions, but a nice small patch on the chest and crotch to touch and taste was ideal. Niall loved to rub against the hair on his lover’s arms and legs under the sheets.

Matt’s cock lay long between his muscled quads. It showed signs of waking and Niall wanted to drop to the floor and suck it between his lips. He knew it would be a perfect fit, not too thick or too skinny.

“Looks like you’re the only one still over-dressed for this party,” Matt said.

Niall got to work unbuttoning his shirt. He stripped the material from his body and tossed his shirt near where Trevor’s sweater lay on the floor. His hands reached for the button of his slacks. Niall unfastened the closure and let article of clothing fall to the floor. He stepped out of the puddle of fabric, thankful that he’d removed his socks and shoes when they entered the condo. He held out his arms and stepped back so he could see both his men.

“Well?”

Matt walked over, and once again placed a soft kiss on his scars. Matt’s hands ran up and down Niall’s arms then his fingers stalled over Niall’s left biceps where the tattoo of a large paw was inked into his skin. Inside the paw was an image of a wolf’s face. The amber eyes of the wolf glowed from beneath his flesh. The Mohegans were known as the people of the wolf, and Niall had gotten the tattoo at the age of eighteen to honour his tribe and family. 

Matt slowly walked around Niall. One of Matt’s arms wrapped over Niall’s shoulder and rested on his chest. The other arm slipped around Niall’s waist, and pulled him back into the hardness of Matt’s body. Niall immediately felt Matt’s arousal at the base of his spine and couldn’t resist pushing back into the strong column with a little moan.

“What do you think, Trevor? Will he do?” Matt asked.

Niall opened his eyes to see Trevor had slid up the bed and now rested against the pillows and short padded leather headboard. Trevor’s pale skin seemed ethereal against the dark chocolate brown damask sheets. Trevor’s hand gripped his cock and Niall watched it stroke the long, thin stalk.

“The two of you are fucking hot. Now get your asses over here,” he growled.

Niall climbed onto the bed and moved up over Trevor’s slim body. Their bodies slid together and Trevor arched up into Niall, wrapping his arms around Niall’s neck and spreading his legs. Niall locked his lips against Trevor’s, his tongue thrust inside to mate with Trevor’s own. The mattress shifted beneath Niall’s knees and Matt’s hands grabbed his ass. Niall’s cock rubbed against the soft flesh of Trevor’s inner thigh. Firm hands separated his butt cheeks and slick warmth glided across his hole. Niall moaned into Trevor’s mouth. 

The experience of having one man in his arms and another stimulating his backside was exhilarating. It was hot. It made him want to fuck. Niall longed to feel Matt’s and Trevor’s sweat mingling with his own on his skin. 

Niall’s lips travelled down Trevor’s neck. He sucked gently at the arch of flesh between Trevor’s shoulder and the base of his neck. Trevor’s hands gripped Niall’s back, the short blunt nails digging into the skin.

Trevor’s cock was rock hard and thrust against Niall’s stomach. Trevor’s hand dug into Niall’s hair and gripped the long strands, pulling his head up and to the side. Sharp teeth dug into his earlobe at the exact moment Matt’s tongue speared into the ring guarding his chute.

“Ah!” he wailed.

“You like Matt’s tongue shoved inside your ass?” Trevor spoke into Niall’s ear with enough volume for it to carry down to Matt. “You should see it from my perspective. His large hands have you spread open. His dark head is buried deep, rutting like a pig in heat.” 

Niall grabbed one of Trevor’s nipples and twisted the hard nub. “Oh god, yes. More, Niall, please. More. Touch my cock, I’m dying down here.”

Niall used his free arm and did as ordered. The first feel of Trevor in his fist caused the younger man to cry out and Trevor’s back bowed up from the bed, which caused Niall to buck up and unfortunately disconnected Matt’s tongue from his ass.

“Where are your lube and condoms?” Matt growled.

“Right side table drawer,” Niall panted.

Out of the corner of his eye Niall watched Matt prowl over to the table and retrieve the items. While Matt was getting the supplies, Niall shoved a pillow underneath Trevor to elevate his hips. He had every intention of watching Trevor’s face while they did this. In short order, Matt was back in place.

“Hold out your hand, Niall.”

He did without looking behind him, and a large dollop of lubricant landed on his fingers.

“Now you’re going to stretch Trevor, while I stretch you. I want you to tell me how he feels deep inside. I want to know exactly how tight and hot he is. You see, as soon as I make you come, I’m going to fuck Trevor into the mattress then shoot my cum all over the two of you.”

Niall nearly spilled at Matt’s description and Trevor whimpered beneath him. He rested back on his heels, and Trevor’s knees immediately went to his chest. Niall smeared some of the lube around Trevor’s hole and played with the ring for a several seconds.

“Jesus, Niall. Put it in!”

He chuckled, “Pushy aren’t you?”

He pushed one finger inside Trevor’s body and groaned at the fiery clasp of Trevor’s body.

“Tell me, Niall,” Matt whispered in Niall’s ear.

“He’s tight and smooth. His channel is massaging my finger, pulling it deeper.” Niall hardly recognised his own voice, tight and hoarse with need.

Niall added a second finger into Trevor’s ass. A soft groan had him looking away from the sight of his fingers tunnelling into Trevor’s body up to his face, making sure it was a groan of pleasure and not pain. Trevor’s eyes were closed, his lips slightly parted. Trevor’s hands clutched his shins to keep himself open to Niall’s touch. The man looked like he was lost in a private world of ecstasy.

Niall heard the sound of condom wrapper tearing behind him, and Matt’s hand reached around Niall’s body to cover his cock. Niall’s fingers thrust high into Trevor’s body as Matt’s hand slid the barrier over his sensitive flesh. Trevor’s sounds filled the bedroom, and Niall scissored his fingers apart to stretch Trevor enough to accept him with ease.

Niall pulled his fingers out of Trevor and found Matt already there with one of the wipes he stored in the side table with the supplies. After a quick swipe, Niall lifted Trevor’s legs over his shoulders and positioned himself.

“Wait!” Matt ordered. “You don’t get to enter him until we get you ready for me.”

“Oh fuck, Matt. That’s not…come on…I need,” Trevor pleaded.

Matt laid down alongside Trevor, cupped his cheek and turned the blond’s head, kissing Trevor long and deep. Niall liked the sight of his two lovers locked in the intimate embrace. One dark head, one light. One body large and rough, one lissom and smooth. Trevor’s cock spurted a drop of pre-cum as a result of his and Matt’s tongue tango. It took everything Niall had not to take Trevor then and there. His cock pulsed in rhythm with his racing heart.

Matt separated from Trevor’s lips and stared into his eyes. “You’ll get what you need, bello. I promise. I’m going get Niall ready then we’re all going to join together at the same time. It’s only right this first time.”

“Okay, okay. Just…hurry. Please?”

Matt’s lips landed on Trevor’s one more time. Matt’s head then turned to look at Niall. Niall gasped at the fire burning in the green depths. Matt was in heaven here with the two of them, and Niall’s spirit soared at the happiness of his soul mate. On Matt’s way back upright, he stopped and continued to hold Niall’s gaze. Niall tilted his head up and they exchanged a burning kiss of their own. Manto kôkci, but the man could kiss. Niall’s tongue slid together with Matt’s and he moaned. An echoing moan below them had them separating and looking down at Trevor, who had the base of his cock in a death grip.

Niall smiled. “I think we better get this show on the road or somebody’s train is going to leave the station before we get onboard.”

Seconds later, cool gel touched Niall’s entrance. He instinctively leant forwards, causing the tip of his cock to press against Trevor’s flared opening. They both gasped, Trevor’s ankles tightening on the sides of Niall’s neck.

“Don’t worry about being gentle. Just get it done,” Niall said roughly.

He needed Matt inside him. At the moment, Niall didn’t know which was more imperative—Matt’s cock inside him, or his cock inside Trevor. Either or both had better happen soon or Niall was going to end up screaming.

A long finger entered him and Niall sighed. It was something but not nearly enough. He bore down and begged for another. An eternity of seconds passed before Niall felt Matt’s sheathed cock knocking. 

“Niall, get the head of your cock inside Trevor then pause until I get mine inside you.”

With heaving breaths, Niall followed instructions. When the crown passed through Trevor’s guardian ring, all thoughts evaporated. He looked down into Trevor’s wide blue eyes. A small smile played across Trevor’s lips, and his hands ran up and down Niall’s arms. His muscles burned from holding the position, and Trevor’s touch eased some of the ache.

Matt’s cock pushed at his hole and Niall sucked in a breath at the beautiful bite of pain that always came when a man took him. Matt’s cock felt perfect, and Niall was desperate to have it deep inside him.

“All right gentlemen, here we go.”

Niall took that as his cue and started pushing further into Trevor, while Matt’s cock filled him inch by glorious inch. 

“Fuck, yes. Just, oh fuck—” Trevor’s words broke into a groan as Niall pressed into him, Niall matching the sound with one of his own.

He braced his forearms on the mattress and slid deep. Niall realised there were more inches to Matt than he’d anticipated when Niall had bottomed out and Matt was still moving. Right before Niall was about to say something about stopping, Matt’s hips finally snuggled up against him. 

“Oh. He’s…god, he’s so deep.” His voice was tight, hungry. Niall tried to catch his breath. There were no words at that moment. Niall’s cock begged him for friction, but he couldn't even move. Trevor stole the last of Niall’s breath when he leant up and kissed him. Their tongues thrashed together, and Niall gathered Trevor in his arms. Trevor’s sleek chest rested against him so perfectly.

Matt pulled back and started to thrust. Niall picked up the rhythm fast, staring into Trevor’s eyes. Sensations washed over him like a rip tide, the ebb and flow of each pressure leading to the next and back again. He became lost in the cycle. Matt’s body moved into him, as he moved into Trevor. Trevor’s eyes were bright, his breath coming in hitching gasps as Matt pushed Niall deeper and deeper. 

Matt’s thrusts were smooth and even. Each long stroke hit parts of Niall’s body he’d never known existed. When Matt adjusted his angle and made a direct hit on Niall’s prostate, he knew the finale was quickly approaching. Trevor was moaning and grunting and fisting his cock. The flushed cap leaked Trevor’s essence all over his belly, and Niall knew he’d have to get a taste soon. Matt’s cock scored another homerun, and Niall felt every muscle in his body contract in expectation.

Niall adjusted their position so Trevor’s cock rubbed against Niall’s stomach with each push. The smaller man was nearly bent in half, but if the look on his face and the soft litany of “fuck me” and “yes” and “harder” coming from Trevor’s mouth was anything to judge by then Trevor was in heaven. Niall was so in tune with his lovers. Each body movement, each moan and whimper and cry, wrapped their spirits around one another. Trevor’s eyes flashed open, and Niall had a direct line to Trevor’s soul. He briefly saw his and Matt’s reflections in the blue tinted mirrors. Their bodies moved together, Matt’s large and fierce behind him.

Trevor came on a wail, ass milking Niall’s cock.

Niall came with a cry worthy of his warrior ancestors.

Matt fucked him through his orgasm then, as soon as Niall’s body started to sag, Matt pulled out. Niall vaguely heard the snap of a condom being ripped off and the tearing of a second foil pack. His body fell to the side of the bed. 

 

Matt used the tube of lube to slick up the new condom. He shifted Trevor onto his side, facing Niall. Matt straddled one of Trevor’s legs and bent the other up on the mattress. The man’s fucked-lax body moved fluidly. Niall moved in, separated Trevor’s ass cheeks and Matt got his first view of Trevor’s stretched hole. Slightly puffy and red from the ride Niall had already given Trevor, it was the most erotic sight Matt had ever seen. Matt slid inside with ease, greeted by twin moans as Trevor’s body welcomed him and Niall watched every inch of Matt’s cock sink inside their lover.

“See, Trevor? See how deep he gets? It’s amazing isn’t it?”

Trevor nodded and his hand flailed for a few seconds until he found Niall’s. The two threaded their fingers together as Matt started to plunge. Trevor’s ass gripped him so tightly despite already having been had by Niall. This was no sloppy seconds. Trevor’s body recognised Matt’s breach for what it was—a claiming. The hot, plush channel gave no quarter as Matt conquered it with every stroke. The two men now belonged to him.

Trevor’s cock was well on its way to full hardness despite his recent orgasm. Matt’s pace increased, his body demanding he let go of all restraint. He was fucking deep, driving into Trevor with every stroke. Trevor moved a hand down to pull at his cock, but Niall slapped it away. Their dark haired lover swooped down and sucked Trevor’s cock into his throat. 

“Oh god oh fuck oh god oh fuck oh—” Trevor chanted.

Matt watched Niall’s throat move with each suck on Trevor’s cock. Trevor’s hands pulled Niall’s hips closer to his face and returned the favour. Matt’s rhythm faltered as he watched his lovers pleasuring each other. The quiet, self-contained man Trevor was normally seemed to evaporate during sex. Once Trevor got going, their sweet blond had the language of a roughneck sailor. Matt thought it was kinda cute. Especially since all the words came out in a whisper as if Trevor was afraid to say them, but couldn’t seem to stop himself.

Matt’s balls churned, the base of his spine was on fire and his lungs billowed with every heaving breath. His cock was a column of stone as it slammed into Trevor over and over again. It seemed as though they set off a chain reaction. He didn’t know who came first but suddenly strangled sounds came from both men’s chests and Trevor’s ass locked down on his cock.

Matt couldn’t hold on for a second longer. He pulled out, stripped the condom from his cock and took himself into his right hand, groaning. Faster. His strokes were well-practiced, hard and demanding. Matt leant forwards, placing his left hand beside Niall’s head, the support absolutely necessary, and he came closer. Now. That supreme moment of absolute pleasure and perfect tension—every thought centred within his body, relishing the sensations of being lost as his release consumed him.

The physical relief of such a powerful climax caused him to finally scream out, “Yes!”

Matt stroked his cock until the last spasm left his body weak and nearly trembling. When he opened his eyes, he saw that white streams covered Niall and Trevor’s bodies. The two men had huge smiles on their faces. Matt collapsed onto them and they all shared sloppy kisses and by the end they were all sticky and completed sated.

After a quick rinse in Niall’s massive walk-in shower, the three of them fell back into bed—Niall and Matt naturally taking the outside, so Trevor was snuggled between them, sure to be kept warm as they’d promised. As Matt’s brain shut down for the night, he said a prayer of thanks to God and Manto and whatever higher power existed in the universe.

 

   


 Chapter Seven

 

 

 

Trevor’s brain slowly swam towards consciousness. His first thoughts were those of warmth and security. He snuggled down in the fluffy pillow beneath his head, and rubbed his stomach. His naked stomach? Wait a minute, where were his sleep clothes? And if he was naked, why was he so blissfully warm? Had the baseboard heater gone haywire? His bedroom was never warm upon waking.

Trevor’s arms snaked out of the blankets to do his normal morning full body stretch when his right hand encountered a large object blocking the way, then his left landed on another firm obstacle. Huh? As he slowly tightened each muscle from his toes to his head, he encountered a delicious ache halfway up his body. In the next instant Trevor’s brain snapped into focus. Niall, Matt, sex. Good sex. Rock his world sex.

His eyes flew open and as soon as they focused on his surroundings, he saw a large chandelier in the centre of the room. Trevor tilted his head to get a better view. It was made up of some kind of intersecting glass panes that looked as if they were made of marble or maybe alabaster. Whatever it was, it certainly did not belong in his apartment. Trevor turned his head to the right and found Matt’s broad back, turning his head to the left he smiled when he came face to face with Niall. Niall’s long hair was a riot of dark lengths, covering his face. Trevor gently drew the curtain to reveal Niall’s features. The man scrounged up his nose, but slept on peacefully. 

Trevor would have loved to languish the day away in bed, but Mother Nature called rather insistently. He slowly scooted out of the blankets, trying not to disturb Matt and Niall’s covers, then crawled off the end of the bed. Good thing it was a platform style without a footboard, otherwise ejection would have been complicated.

Trevor crossed the room to Niall’s en suite bathroom and was once again struck by the unique combination of casual luxury. The showpiece was the walk-in shower they’d shared the night before. Glass walls enclosed three sides and the large space had comfortably held the three of them. Trevor had never experienced anything like the ridiculous number of jets sprouting from the wall and ceiling raining down on him before. Trevor made his way over to the closed off toilet. After completing his morning ritual, he glanced around some more, hoping to get a better understanding of Niall from the highly personal space. The room was covered in large square sandstone tiles. In addition to the shower there was a soaking tub. He could picture Niall floating in the soothing water at the end of a long day, steam from the water glistening on his skin, his hair slicked back to expose the chiselled cheekbones and strong neck. There were heated towel racks, so the man probably enjoyed a bit of pampering.

Trevor looked around and noticed some key absent items. His bathroom vanity was cluttered with his toothbrush and toothpaste. Usually you could find he’d hadn’t put away his razor or shaving cream, maybe even left out his bottle of aftershave. However, Niall’s countertops were completely bare. So that meant that either Niall was a neat freak or he didn’t actually use this space much, which would be a shame because Trevor would kill to have a bathroom like this. He spread his arms out and turned in a circle in the space. A soft laugh escaped when Trevor realised that Niall’s bathroom was bigger than his living room. He shook his head as he left.

When Trevor stepped into the bedroom, he stopped at the sight before him. While he had been gone, Matt and Niall had reached out and were now holding hands in the centre of the bed as they slept. Trevor smiled and began to gather his clothes as quietly as possible. His sweater was on one side of the room, his briefs and slacks on another. Now where did his shoes and socks go? Ah there! The toe of one shoe stuck out from beneath the edge of the floating platform, and the other had somehow ended up over by the wardrobe cabinet. Socks. Where were his socks? Trevor was just about to give up when his right foot nearly slid out from underneath him on the wood floor. He looked down to find both missing socks. He snagged them up and with a last glance over his shoulder at the bed, left the room.

Trevor made his way down the hall towards the living room. He passed the tightly closed door of Niall’s darkroom, and the two spare rooms—joined by a shared bathroom—Niall had shown them which served as a guestroom and Niall’s office. There was one last guest bath at the end of the hall closest to the living room. Trevor stepped into this bath to get dressed then tried to tame his hair somewhat. The quick towel dry of his hair the night before had led to this morning’s rat’s nest.

Once dressed, Trevor pulled up the Massachusetts Bay Transportation Authority website on his phone and looked at the subway routes. A quick twenty minute walk and he could catch the red line at the Broadway station and make his way south back to his neighbourhood. Score!

Trevor thought about leaving some kind of note. The whole reason he was leaving was because he hated awkward morning afters. It was so much easier to leave first than to wake up with someone you’d had sex with, only to find the magic of the night before had worn off. If Matt and Niall wanted to see him again, they had his contact information. Nothing said that Trevor couldn’t make the call either. He was no simpering maiden who waited for his Prince Charming—or Charmings in this case—to rescue him from the tower.

Trevor hesitated as he went to open the front door, because if he was honest with himself, last night was more than a casual hook-up. Those two men had made him feel more in a few hours than he’d felt with any other bed mate. Trevor didn’t want either of them to think he didn’t appreciate the evening or that he didn’t care. This was no walk of shame, it was self-preservation.

Decision made, he looked around for a piece of paper and a pen. Leaning against the countertop, Trevor scratched out a few lines then looked around for a good spot to put the missive. The front door? A little too kiss-off for his taste. The kitchen table? Nah, what single guy actually sits at the table? The fridge cabinet? Well food and sex were always the first two things on his mind. He obviously wasn’t going to tape the note to Matt or Niall’s cock, so fridge would have to do. The wood cabinet wouldn’t support a magnet so Trevor opened the door slightly and suck the note in. He quickly closed the door and waited to see if the note would fall, but apparently the seal on Niall’s high-end appliances was better than Trevor’s dorm variety at home. Satisfied, Trevor once again headed for the front door and slipped out.

The elevator arrived almost instantly after Trevor pushed the button. When the doors opened on the ground floor, Trevor headed towards the exit.

“Have a good day, Mr. Mitchell.”

Trevor stopped and looked over at the man a few years younger than himself behind the desk.

“I’m sorry, do I know you?”

“No sir, when you arrived with Mr. Roberge last night, he informed me of your name. He asked that you be placed in the system as his permanent guest. That means you are free to go up to his condo without checking in first at any time.”

“Wow. Um, okay. What’s your name?”

“Adam, sir.”

“Nice to meet you.” Trevor held out his hand. “Please don’t call me sir. I probably have less than a decade on you and it’s a little weird. So you work the graveyard huh?”

“Yeah, four days a week, but it gives me a quiet place to study. I’m a sophomore over at Northeastern. Architectural major.”

“You’re a full-time student and you still work the night shift?” Trevor exclaimed. “Hat’s off man, I couldn’t do it. Hell, I never even went to college.”

Adam shrugged. “College isn’t for everyone. But the end product is worth the crazy schedule and lack of sleep to me.”

Trevor was impressed by the young man’s dedication and work ethic. When he had been Adam’s age, most of the guys he knew from high school that did take off for the ivy walls of higher education ended up spending most of their nights either stoned or drunk. At the time Trevor had thought himself quite a step above them because he was holding down a full-time job and supporting himself. He was sure he’d missed out on a few of life’s initiation rituals, and a small part of him wished he had a degree to hang on his wall. However, a piece of paper wasn’t everything, and Trevor was proud of what he’d accomplished on his own.

Right now, he didn’t want to get caught chatting with the concierge if Matt and Niall woke up and found him gone.

“It was nice talking to you, but I gotta run.” He headed towards the door, waving as he left. “Good luck!”

Trevor jogged the mile long trip to the station. The pace kept him from getting cold in the November air. He reached the surface entrance, ran down the steps and flashed his link pass just in time for the train to pull up. Jumping into the nearest corner, he sat down and tried to catch his breath.

“You okay, kid?”

Trevor stopped gasping as if he were a sixty year old heart attack waiting to happen and looked up to see an old man in derelict clothing in the row of seats opposite him.

“I’m fine, just more out of shape than I thought.”

“You do know that more than one train comes through here each day, right?”

Trevor laughed. “Yeah, but I guess I was just focused. Nothing really on the schedule today. Could have waited for the next one, but you know…”

“Yeah, I have a corporate meeting at nine o’clock I can’t be late for,” the man deadpanned.

Trevor winced, “Sorry. Didn’t mean anything.”

“Bah, don’t worry over me none. I’m living the life.” He stretched out his legs and crossed his arms behind his neck. “I get to travel in style and see our great city.” He pointed at Trevor. “Meet interesting people—those who bother to talk to me anyways—and occasionally scrape up enough silver to grab a hot meal in a fancy eatery with golden arches.”

Trevor reached for his wallet and slipped out the last of his cash. “It’s not much, but all I have. Have one of those apple turnover things for me, will ya? I have to watch my girlish figure.” He patted his stomach.

“Hmm yes, I can see how that’s a problem for you. Hell boy, you’re skinnier than I am! Maybe you should take this back and go get yourself some food.”

Trevor waved his hands. “No, no. I want you to have it. I would just waste it on things that will rot my teeth and my mind,” he said with a smile.

“You have such a nice smile, hate to ruin it.” He shoved the dollar bills into the trench coat pocket.

Trevor noticed that the digital sign flashed the next stop as Fields Corner, where he had to get off. He pointed to the sign. “That’s my stop.”

“Thanks for the conversation, kid. And the…” He patted the coat pocket.

Trevor stood as the train came into the station. “What’s your name?”

“Clyde.”

“Have a good day, Clyde. Try and stay warm, it’s supposed to be nasty today.”

“Thanks son, you’re a good seed.”

Trevor shrugged as the doors opened. “I’m just me.”

Trevor made his way over to Dorchester Avenue from the rail line. Another twelve block walk to his apartment and it was hot shower and veggie time for him. As he passed the Adams split, he wondered if Niall and Matt were awake yet. Had they found his note, or were they having a slow morning fuck together? Matt seemed to have a bit of a dominant streak from what Trevor had gathered the previous evening. That was hot. Trevor loved a big man in charge in the bedroom. Whips and chains were not for him, but a firm voice and commanding presence and it was on like Donkey Kong. Outside the bedroom Trevor was his own man, if perhaps sometimes overly sensitive to others’ guidance. Okay—if Logan and Clay were to be believed, always over-sensitive to others’ guidance, even when offered with the best of intentions. Now Niall seemed more like a laid-back kind of man. Passionate, sensual and very in tune with his surroundings and thoughts. Last night when Niall had fucked Trevor, there had been power behind each thrust, and when Niall had sucked him as Matt took his turn with Trevor’s ass, the gentle hungry pulls of Niall’s mouth had brought Trevor to the edge faster than he’d thought possible at this point in his life. Decrepit Trevor was not, but neither was he eighteen any longer.

Trevor made his way up the outside stairs to his door. When he turned the corner Trevor saw something that would forever be burned into his memory.

Trevor covered his nose and tried to breathe through his mouth, but his stomach still threatened to spew its lining. Lying right outside his front door was a dead dog. Not just dead, but eviscerated. 

What the fuck!

Who or what would do that to a dog? It looked a lot like the neighbour’s dachshund.

“Oh Mindy! What happened to you?”

Trevor ran down the steps and across the alley to the house next door. He banged on the front door, until it opened by the diminutive old man who lived inside.

“Trevor? What’s wrong, son?”

“Mr. Carlyle. Is Mindy home? Please tell me Mindy is inside,” he pleaded.

“Have you found her! Did you find my little baby? She’s been missing since last night. I’m so worried about her. I let her out to do her business, and she disappeared. I guess the gate somehow got opened and—”

“Mr. Carlyle. I…I think Mindy…oh, god…I’m so sorry!”

“Trevor, calm down.”

Trevor took a couple of cleansing breaths. “I think I know where Mindy is, but it’s not good. I…I don’t know what happened, or how she—”

Mr. Carlyle’s eyes swam with tears. “Where?”

“My front landing. I wasn’t home last night, and just found her.”

He sighed and took a step out the front door. “Let’s go take care of her, then.”

“No!” Trevor put a hand out to stop Mr. Carlyle’s progress. “Please, you don’t want to see her like that. Something…not right happened. I’ll take care of it. I’ll bring her to you for burial. Give me a little while to take care of things and…and stay inside. I’ll treat her right, I promise.”

He nodded. “I’ll call her vet. They’ll take her.”

Trevor stepped away from the widower and headed back to his stairs. At the base, he squared his shoulders then began the climb. When he reached the top, Trevor couldn’t even look at the remains of the sweet puppy. He pushed open the front door and walked back to his bedroom. Trevor changed into the rattiest pair of old sweats he could find and a T-shirt left over from high school days. A pair of sneakers covered his feet. He dug underneath the sink in his bathroom for a pair of long rubber gloves, bleach, and a couple of trash bags. What would he use to scoop up Mindy? He didn’t own a shovel, no place to store it. That left his hands. Unpleasant didn’t begin to describe the coming process, but there was no alternative.

Trevor opened his front door, and a quick glance across the alley assured him that Mr. Carlyle wasn’t staring out the window. When Trevor looked down on the landing, his vision blurred at the sight of the sweet-hearted companion who’d kept Mr. Carlyle going after his wife passed a few years ago. The sadness quickly turned to rage as Trevor realised that this was no animal attack. Mindy was killed methodically by someone who could only be devoid of any human emotions.

His suspicions were confirmed when he saw the note beneath Mindy’s head. He gently lifted the little skull and big floppy ears that had loved a good scratch in life. 

This is what happens to pets that disobey their owners.

“Sick fuck!” Trevor grumbled under his breath. He had no idea why someone thought this kind of thing would be a good joke, but whoever they were had serious issues.

Trevor did his best to transfer Mindy into the trash bags with as little disturbance as possible. He stomach rolled and Trevor was very glad he hadn’t had time to eat anything after leaving Niall’s. When all the remains were enclosed in the bags, Trevor placed Mindy on the step below. Blood had soaked into the wood of his landing, and Trevor uncapped the bleach then proceeded to pour the contents over the area. He scrubbed until his arms hurt and his nose burned from the chemical. 

He placed the scrub brush, his gloves and the now empty plastic jug into another trash bag. He couldn’t for the life of him understand why someone would want to hurt Mr. Carlyle this way. The old man had a temperament that matched his faithful companion. Trevor had met him shortly after moving into the building. Mr. Carlyle had been trying to clear the snow from his driveway, and Trevor had volunteered to take over. The two quickly became friends, and Trevor was glad to have a grandfather figure to dote on. A few months later, Mr. Carlyle had asked Trevor why he hadn’t settled down with a good girl yet and Trevor had simply said he wasn’t looking for one. Whether Mr. Carlyle had taken that to mean Trevor was straight and not looking or correctly made the connection to Trevor being gay was never clarified. Mr. Carlyle continued to be a friend and neighbour, and Trevor continued to do little chores for the old man when he could.

Trevor gathered up Mindy’s improvised coffin in his arms and carried the other bag down the steps. He disposed of the trash and walked across the alley. Mr. Carlyle opened the door as if he had been waiting for Trevor’s approach.

“I called her vet. They said to bring her over, and they would—” He swallowed roughly. “—handle everything. Would you mind coming with me? I don’t think—”

“Of course I’ll come with you. Do you want me to drive? I’ll warn you it’s been awhile since I was behind the wheel, but I really don’t think you should be driving right now.”

Mr. Carlyle smiled. “You couldn’t be worse than my grandson. Every time he picks me up for a family thing, I feel as though I see my life flash before my eyes. The only problem is he drives so fast, there’s not enough time to get to the present.”

Trevor laughed. “I promise not to drive like Mario Andretti. More than likely it’ll be more like Driving Miss Daisy. I can’t speak for the other maniacs on the road though. Some drivers in this city are insane!”

“Aye, why do you think I mainly stay off the roads these days? Let’s get this done then. Her vet is over on Freeport Street, only a couple miles as the crows fly.” 

Trevor and Mr. Carlyle got Mindy’s remains over to her vet and after a very tearful goodbye from the old man Trevor took Mr. Carlyle home. They had a cup of coffee and Trevor allowed his neighbour to talk about Mindy, and what a good companion she had been. When Mr. Carlyle said he wanted to lie down for a little while, Trevor said his goodbyes and told the older man to call him if he needed anything.

   

Later that afternoon Trevor was curled up on his couch, not watching the movie he’d slipped into the DVD player. His cell phone rang, and he jumped at the loud sound intruding on his thoughts. When he looked at the screen, he expected to see Mr. Carlyle’s name, but instead it was Niall’s. A small smile crept up the corners of his mouth.

“Hello?”

“Why did you leave this morning?”

Was that disappointment in Niall’s voice?

“I thought it was the best thing to do at the time.”

“And now?”

Trevor curled up into a tighter ball on the sofa. “Now…well I kind of wish you were here.”

“You as in me, or you as in us?”

That got Trevor’s attention. “Is Matt still with you?”

“Yes, but you didn’t answer my question.”

There was a soft click on the phone and Trevor heard breaths coming through the connection.

“When I got back to my apartment, there was an unpleasant surprise. It’s taken care of now, but I could use a couple of pairs of strong arms and some of that excess body heat the two of you seem to have.”

“Bello? Are you okay?”

As Trevor had thought, Matt must have picked up an extension at Niall’s condo. His didn’t know what ‘Bello’ meant, but he liked the sound of it coming from Matt’s deep voice.

“I’m fine. Nothing happened to me. It was my neighbour’s dog. I found her dead on my front landing. It wasn’t a natural death.”

“Do you need us?” Niall asked.

“Not tonight, but thank you. I think I’m going to climb under my covers and wait for a new day.” Trevor yawned. “Besides the two of you wore me out last night. I need some recovery time.”

“It’s only three o’clock. Are you sure—”

Trevor’s head lolled on the arm rest of his sofa. “I’m sure. Maybe I’ll watch TV a little longer, but it’ll be early to bed for me tonight.”

“Don’t forget to eat dinner,” Niall added.

Trevor’s stomach grumbled at that moment. He realised he hadn’t eaten anything all day, and having passed over dinner for sex last night didn’t help things.

“Yeah, food would be good. I sort of forgot after the events this morning, and I had an appetite for more pleasurable things last night.”

“Trevor?” Matt asked.

“Yeah.”

“When was the last time you ate anything?”

“Um, yesterday. I had a snack sometime in the late morning.”

Trevor heard two loud sighs and a few low grumbles. He couldn’t help but both cover his mouth to hold in a chuckle and roll his eyes.

“Are you laughing at us?” Niall groused.

“We’re just concerned about you. You need to eat regular healthy meals or you’ll get sick,” Matt lectured.

“I’m sorry. I appreciate your concern guys, I do. Yesterday I was too nervous to eat and today what I saw nearly made me sick. Food has not been in the front of my mind. I promise to go make something right now, okay?”

“You’d better, young man,” Matt threatened.

“Or what?” Trevor taunted.

“Or I’ll—”

“Or Matt and I will come over there, tie you up and force feed you bites of fruit and tender flakes of roast from our fingers until you beg us to stop.”

“Um Niall, that’s not exactly a deterrent. I was pretty much going to warm up a can of soup.”

“How about we come over there and beat your pretty little ass till it’s pink and hot to the touch?” Matt countered.

“Again, the two of you and me naked? Still looking for the down side here, guys.”

“Who said anything about us being naked?”

“Now that’s dirty pool.”

“Then be a good man and we will call you tomorrow. If you need anything…”

“I’ll call. I promise. Um, Matt?”

“Yes?”

“Will you be staying…never mind. It’s none of my business.”

“Will I be staying with Niall tonight? Is that what you want to know?”

Trevor burrowed deeper into the blanket covering him on the couch. “Maybe,” he said softly.

“Would you be upset if we slept together without you? You were the one who crept out this morning without waking us.”

“I know, and I did write you a note. I’m not sure if the thought of you having sex without me upsets me or not. This is all still new to me, and I’m trying to figure out the rules.”

“Fair enough. We did get your note. Clever place to put it by the way.” Trevor heard the smile in Matt’s voice with that comment. “If it’ll ease your mind, I won’t be staying here tonight. I have a commitment tomorrow and Niall has an early photo shoot. Like crack of dawn early.”

“Thanks. I’ll use tonight to wrap my brain around this whole three-way thing.”

“Remember, you don’t have to find all the answers yourself. This is intended to be a partnership. You can come to us, and I promise we’ll come to you for questions and answers.”

“Thanks, Niall. I’ll try, but being open isn’t easy for me.”

Trevor talked with Matt and Niall a little bit longer. He found out that Matt’s commitment was a scrimmage football game he regularly participated in with friends of Logan and Clay’s—the same ones who had gathered in support the other night at the hospital. Naturally neither of his close friends would be there, but the game was still on. Maybe Matt would be able to get an update on Clay’s condition?

Niall, on the other hand, had a fashion shoot for Armani. He said that he occasionally did fashion photography, even though it wasn’t his favourite subject. Armani, however, had been giving Niall business since he first started out when they’d done a spread with up and coming photographers. Since then, Niall was always happy to work with the high-end designer. Trevor had asked if Niall could covertly capture a couple of the pieces from the shoot. Niall had laughed in response and said he’d see what he could do.

Before they knew it an hour had passed, and Trevor could no longer ignore the demands of his stomach. He said his goodbyes and slowly uncurled from the couch. A few steps over to the kitchen cabinets, and Trevor found a can a vegetable beef. Perfect for a cool November day. He dug out the saucepan from the drawer beneath his stove and dumped the contents in to heat. The apartment was soon filled with the aroma of savoury broth, beef and vegetables. He found a few saltine crackers stashed away and dished out his meal. 

Trevor was determined to enjoy the rest of his afternoon and evening. He needed some laughter to lighten the day, so he popped in At War with the Army, a Martin and Lewis classic. 

An hour and half later, Trevor felt much better. It was dark outside now and by Trevor’s standards that meant it was okay to turn in. After quick pit stop and a check to make sure the baseboard heater in his room was working, Trevor jumped into bed. For the first time he glanced on either side of him, and even though he knew there was no possible way Matt, Niall and him would be able to squeeze onto the double mattress, the bed seemed a bit empty. Trevor gathered up the spare pillow and hugged it to his chest. Closing his eyes, he slowed his breathing and let the day fade away. Tomorrow would be better. Maybe after their individual plans, he could see Matt and Niall again. With a smile on his face, Trevor slid into sleep.


Chapter Eight

 

 

 

Matt’s breath clouded in the cold morning air. He fingers tingled as he waited the interminable seconds. Despite the cold, hot blood raced through his body. He bent his knees slightly, balanced on the balls of his feet, each muscle tensed as he waited for the signal.

“Blue, forty-three…hike, hike!”

Matt took off through the three hole and downfield. His arms pumped, his toes tunnelled into the ground for traction, and his quads burned with the blast of speed. Somebody was behind him. Matt felt their energy racing towards him as if that person was a freight train. Matt refused to stop, though. Each step brought him closer to his goal. One more step and he spun around. He saw Ryan chasing him down. Matt had only seconds to spare. The throw was high. He leapt up, the leather slid into his finger tips and he cradled the ball to his chest. 

Ryan’s arms latched themselves around Matt’s hips. He tried to twist his body in the air so he wouldn’t land on his head. He had no desire for his skull to meet the hard, frost-covered earth. They landed with a thud, and every muscle in Matt’s arms tensed to contain the football.

“Yes!” Matt shouted. “Take that Ashton!”

Matt jumped up and raised both arms over his head so his teammates could celebrate the victory.

“Touchdown!” Ethan screamed, running towards Matt.

Ethan’s lean body tackled Matt and he fell back to the ground, laughing. “Nice throw. Wanted to make me work for it a little bit, huh?”

“Wasn’t my fault,” Ethan pouted. He sat up and straddled Matt’s hips. “Rick came at me as if he were ‘The Fridge’.”

Rick ran up to the group and snorted. “Yes, as if I looked like a three hundred and eighty pound defensive linemen. Face it Harrison, you’re a princess who didn’t want to ruin your manicure.”

“Hey!” Ryan exclaimed. “That’s my husband, not to mention your best friend, you’re ragging on. I can vouch that he is no woman, in either temperament or anatomy.” Ryan turned to Ethan, still straddling Matt’s hips. “And you!” He reached under Ethan’s arms and lifted him free. “No grinding, unless it’s on me.” Ryan buried his hand in the back of Ethan’s hair and slammed their lips together.

Despite the melting frost beneath his body, Matt lay back with his arms behind his head, laughing. Since he joined this rag-tag group of couples over the summer for weekend games, they never failed to make Matt laugh himself sick. It was a shame that Logan and Clay weren’t here, but Clay was still in the hospital and Logan refused to be more than a couple of feet from his side.

Matt had spoken with Logan on the phone several times. After Logan’s flashback the day of Clay’s shooting, Matt needed to make sure that his patient and friend was stable. Logan had assured him that his energy was focused on Clay’s recovery, and promised he would call Matt if he slid into crisis once things calmed down. Regardless, Matt had made Logan schedule an appointment for Monday, assuring the man that Clay would not be released until later in the week.

They’d made a significant improvement in Logan’s PTSD in the last year and a half, but Matt cautioned Logan that the disease would not simply go away. If anything, periods of stress could trigger an increase in symptoms, and Matt wanted to stay on top of Logan’s care.

“Matt! Did Ryan belt ye too 'ard? Scramble yer brains? Get aff de cold groun', ye dope.” Conor held out his hand.

Matt took Conor’s hand and launched himself off the ground. When the cold air hit his back, Matt realised maybe lying in frost wasn’t such a good idea. Mostly because the frost had melted beneath his body, and now his shirt was damp and stuck to his back. He looked around the group of friends. Steam evaporated from each of their bodies.

“I think it may have actually gotten colder since we started.”

They all nodded. Ryan had his arms around Ethan, Rick and Conor were wrapped around each other and suddenly Matt longed to have Niall or Trevor there with him. He didn’t know if either of them were the athletic type, but it would have been nice to share somebody’s warmth.

“Yo Doc!”

Matt turned his head to see a young recruit from Clay’s district jogging their way from downfield.

“Nice game, Anderson.”

“Thanks, Doc. You’re a hell of a runner. Kinda thought with your size and all… I mean, not that’d you’re out of shape at all—far from it.” His eyes travelled down the length of Matt’s body. “Your body’s amazing. I wish I could touch—look, I mean look like that.”

Matt watched as Anderson’s cheeks, already flushed from the cold air, turned brighter. He was flattered and took pity on the kid—fresh out of the academy according to Clay. “Thank you.”

The young man continued to stand there. He appeared to have something further to say, but kept looking around at the rest of the gang who sadistically refused to move an inch. Matt sighed and shook his head.

“Come on.” He pointed to a patch of grass several feet away and he and Anderson walked over. A glance over his shoulder, and Matt saw every neck craned their direction.

“Don’t mind them. They have nothing better to do than gossip. You look like you have something on your mind. Did you have something you wanted to ask me, maybe as a psychiatrist? I work quite a bit with the department, and your rookie year can be—”

“No! Nothing like that. I was…well, I was wondering if…maybe you’d like to grab a bite with me?”

The kid sounded so hopeful, and Matt mentally gave him props for having the guts to ask.

“I appreciate the offer. You’re a good looking man, Anderson. And the fact that you’re attracted to an old desk jockey like me is flattering, but I’m seeing somebody.”

“Hey, no sweat. I figured it didn’t hurt to ask. If things don’t work out, give me a call.” 

Anderson took off running, and Matt felt a little bad. It was obvious the kid’s false bravado at the end covered up his disappointment. Matt hoped he bounced back quickly because the kid really did seem have something special to offer a man.

“Are you scaring the children again?” Ryan yelled over towards him.

Matt turned hand headed back towards the group. He saw Ethan elbow his husband in the gut. “Eat it, Ashton. He’s a good kid. Needs to simmer for a few years to add some texture and layers to his personality, but he’s on the right track.”

“So what did he want?” Ethan asked.

“Asked me out on a date.” 

Matt shook his head at the cat-calls and kissy sounds the group made. “Grow up. Besides I told him I’m already seeing somebody.”

 “Who? And why haven’t you brought him around for our approval?” Ethan demanded.

“Aye, maybe the doc dinna want ye to cross examine the queer bit o’ talent,” Conor said. “Now, I'd eat a farmer's arse through a blackthorn bush!”

Matt and everybody else stared at Conor.

“I’m hungry,” Conor clarified, slowly.

“Then simply say that. I swear half the times you say those ridiculous phrases just to enjoy our stupefied expressions.”

Conor placed a kiss on Rick’s lips. “Maybe. But if I dinna, den how would I ‘av any fun, càran?”    

Matt watched the exchange between Conor and Rick. He wanted to have a chat with those two about how they made their marriage with Calleigh work. How the dynamics in the household played out. He imagined his and Niall and Trevor’s relationship would be quite different, not having a woman or children involved, but if the pair was willing to talk, at least it might give Matt a source of information.

“So are you going to tell us who you’re seeing?” Ryan asked.

“You met one of them the other night.” Matt smiled as he dropped that little bomb. It was his turn to laugh at the group’s expressions.

“One of them?” Ethan exclaimed.

“Trevor. He’s Logan’s good friend and colleague at the crime lab. He was at the hospital when we were all waiting to hear about Clay.”

“Small guy? Thin? Blond?” Rick asked.

“Yep. He’s the chief audio and video analyst for the department.”

“So who’s the other? Not that asshole Jaime? I thought it was over between the two of you?” Ryan added.

“It is. You’ve never met our third. His name is Niall Roberge and—”

“De photographer?” Conor interrupted.

“Yeah. We met a couple weeks ago at the Fenway Health Fair. It’s a bit of a complicated story. If you all want the scoop, then I vote we get out of the cold and find somewhere with and hot food and drink.”

“Grinders at Pete’s?” Ryan proposed.

“Sounds good. I’ll meet you all over there. I want to check in with Trevor. He had a spot of trouble yesterday, and I want to make sure he’s okay.”

The group headed off for their respective vehicles parked outside Boston Common. Matt unlocked the door to his car, popped open the centre console and removed his phone. After a quick scan for any missed calls from patients, Matt pulled up Trevor’s name and hit call on the touchscreen.

“Hello?”

“Hey, bello.”

“What exactly does ‘bello’ mean?”

“It means handsome. My grandmother used to call my grandfather that.” Matt heard a little happy sound through the phone and smiled.

“How are you? How was the game?”

“Good. Cold, but good.” He turned on the car and activated the heated seat.

“No thanks. I’m shivering just thinking about it.”

Matt laughed. “Would you come if I promised to tackle you at every opportunity and rub my body all over yours? Think how it would feel to have my body covering yours. My arms locked around your back, my hips grinding against yours, my lips secretly stealing a kiss on your neck before the others reach us. I promise you’d be too turned on to even feel the cold.”

Trevor moaned into the phone. “Tease. Now I’m hard. What are you going to do about this?”

“Well I’m headed to get food with the gang. How about you call Niall and meet us in a half hour or so? He should be done with his photo shoot by now.”

There was a moment of silence on the phone. Matt knew he and Trevor hadn’t been disconnected because he heard the sound of Trevor’s breathing coming through the line.

“Trevor?”

“Are you sure you want us to do that? What will your friends say?”

“I’ve already told them I’m seeing the two of you. They’re anxious to meet both of you. Well, more to see the three of us together. They all remembered you from the night of Clay’s shooting at the hospital, and I got the feeling that at least some of them know of Niall’s work.”

“Three guys together doesn’t freak them out?”

“Rick and Conor are a threesome with their wife Calleigh. It’s not a foreign concept to anybody there.”

Matt heard Trevor expelled a pent up breath through the line. 

“Okay, I’ll call Niall and see if he can come. Where are you meeting?”

“Pete’s on Tremont. The sandwich place.”

“I don’t know it, but maybe Niall will.”

“It’s right off The Common. If you need directions call me. Trevor, will you ask Niall to pick you up?”

“If he’s nearby and it’s not inconvenient.”

“Thank you. See you soon.”

“Yeah, soon.”

 

Forty minutes later Matt sat at a large table with the gang and finished up his story about how he Niall and Trevor got together. “So we approached Trevor and now we’re taking each day as it comes.”

“Wow. Now that’s a story. So tell me how does it feel to run your fingers through Niall’s long dark hair, and is Trevor as hot naked as he is in pair of tight jeans?”

“How—”

Ethan pointed behind Matt, and Matt turned to see both Trevor and Niall entering the restaurant. Matt stood to greet his men. Trevor’s face lit up the second he saw Matt waiting for him, and it made Matt smile to see Niall’s hand casually resting on Trevor’s back. When the pair got close, Matt watched Trevor try to peek around his body to see the group. However, before any introductions were made, Matt wanted to greet his lovers properly. He leant down and placed a kiss on Trevor’s lips. The quick taste was Matt’s first since their night together, and he wished they were alone so he could feast on Trevor’s flavours properly. Trevor’s hands were braced on Matt biceps, and he rose up on his toes to deepen their touch. Trevor’s tongue slid along Matt’s lips and dipped inside for a quick lick. When they separated, Matt opened his eyes to find Niall standing behind Trevor with his hands holding Trevor’s waist. Niall stepped forwards, sandwiching Trevor between them, and took a kiss of his own. Niall’s lips were firmer than Trevor’s, and addictive in their own right. A darker flavour, filled with spice and heat, filled Matt’s senses. Trevor’s head rested on Matt’s chest and his cheek rubbed across Matt’s left pectoral. The movements seemed almost instinctual.

It was a good thing their group was the only one in the small café. The place may be GLBT friendly, but the displays of affection had gone further than Matt intended. It seemed the moment he touched Trevor and Niall, all thoughts of decorum evaporated.

He looked at his men and smiled. “Come meet the gang.”

Matt stepped back and revealed the table of four men, waiting expectantly with smiles on their faces.

“Trevor and Niall, this is Ryan Ashton and his husband Ethan Harrison, Rick Connor and his husband Conor McGuire.” Matt indicated each man as he said their names. “Conor and Rick’s wife, Calleigh, and their children aren’t here, but I’m sure you’ll meet them at some point. Normally Logan and Clay would be joining us, but you know why they’re not here.”

Trevor nodded to the group. “It’s nice to meet everyone.” He looked up at Matt. “Have you spoken with Logan? How’s Clay doing?”

Matt guided Trevor over to the table. There were three chairs on the end and Matt sat between Trevor and Niall. His hand rested on Trevor’s shoulder. “Clay’s recovering. They expect to release him from the hospital later this week. I’m sure by now Logan’s hovering is driving him nuts,” he said, smiling.

Trevor laughed and the whole table appeared mesmerised by the musical sound. Matt had never heard such a carefree sound come from Trevor and was a bit caught up within its spell as well. The only man who wasn’t enthralled was Niall. Matt saw Niall sit back in his chair and casually sip from the glass of water in front of him with a smile on his face.

“I can picture Logan doing exactly that. I bet Clay wishes he could turn Logan off the same way his partner can.”

The whole table began to laugh at that comment. If Clay was annoying Logan, the man had a tendency to hit the power switch on his cochlear implant processors and ignore his lover. This of course drove Clay insane, but it was only done in good fun. If Clay caught on to Logan’s antics, he would then start sharing Logan’s secrets with whoever stood nearby. Since Logan could also read lips, the gag inevitably came to a quick end. Matt knew first hand that the pair never pulled either stunt during a real argument.   

“So Trevor, you work with Logan at the crime lab?” Rick asked.

“Yes. I’m the audio and video guy. I started at the lab as a tech when I was twenty-two and took over the chief analyst position about a year before Logan joined the team. I also get to process electronic hardware for active cases. I can’t tell you how many pulverized cell phones, water logged flash drives and seemingly deceased computers I’ve resurrected.”

“Brilliant. So ye git ter play wi’ all kind av techie gadgets?”

Trevor smiled. “I have toys that would turn Steve Jobs green with envy.”

“Really,” Rick said, using his best Ace Ventura impression.

“Oh lord, don’t get those two started,” Ethan whispered, sitting next to Trevor.

“Why? What do the two of you do?”

“We’re both in the video game industry. Conor is a software engineer and I’m a game designer.”

“Do you have an Xbox? I want one so bad! The graphics look amazing and I’ve heard the play experience is out of this world. What’s your favourite game? I’m dying to try out the new Metal of Honour.”

“Of course we have an Xbox. You’re welcome to come play it sometime. We don’t have Metal of Honour, but I can probably get a copy from one of the other designers.”

Trevor’s mouth dropped open. “Oh! I didn’t mean… I wasn’t trying to imply… I get excited and my mouth runs away, sorry.”

Matt put his arm around Trevor’s shoulder and pulled him close. He placed a kiss on Trevor’s temple. He placed his lips against Trevor’s ear, “There’s nothing to apologise for, bello. Rick and Conor are good men. Their home is frequently a gathering place for everyone here.”

Trevor shrugged and looked at Matt, “Nevertheless that was rude. I apologise.”

“There’s no need, Trevor,” Rick said. “Our home is always open to friends and their partners. Hell, the place is a zoo anyway, what with three kids running and crawling around. What are a couple more animals?”

Conor nodded right as his cell rang and he stepped away to take the call. Matt saw Conor smile and say a few words. Two of them were distinctly ‘love you’. Conor came back to the table, but did not sit down. He placed his hand on the back of Rick’s head. Rick leant back against the touch then glanced up.

“That wus Calleigh. De boys are up from their nap, so play time is over, càran.”

Rick stood and waved to everyone. “That’s our cue. Trevor, it was nice to meet you. Niall, I’m sorry we didn’t get a chance to talk, but we’ll be sure to remedy that very soon.”

Niall nodded, his silent presence making him anything but invisible. Niall’s bearing was one of silent strength. Some men spoke simply to be heard, some men didn’t speak for fear of being listened to, and some men used words to change the lives of those around them. Niall was in the latter group. He didn’t speak often, but when he did, Matt was always taken to another place. Every one of Niall’s words was carefully chosen with respect to their meaning and impact. He could be light-hearted or serious, sensual or silly, but always present one hundred percent of the time. Matt had never experienced somebody like Niall, and every day he learned a little more about the man who claimed to be his soul mate.

Trevor, on the other hand, was a little more confusing. Fiercely independent, occasionally socially awkward, and friendly but reserved. Most of the time his demeanour was quiet and rather introspective unless, apparently, he got excited or aroused, then you couldn’t stop the flood of words from escaping. 

Yet Matt had witnessed more than once already that when Trevor let go of his tight control for even a moment, and morphed into a twenty eight year old outgoing man, as soon as the action was recognised, Trevor’s presence immediately shrivelled into a shadow of what he was with profuse apologies. Matt had to wonder if this behaviour somehow went back to Trevor’s childhood—a little boy walking on egg shells around parents too caught up in their own drama and diseases to recognise the effect on their child. There was still a lot to learn about Trevor, but Matt was looking forward to the lessons.

Matt, Trevor, Niall, Ryan and Ethan finished their late lunches. His two friends seemed to hit it off with his two lovers, and the atmosphere was comfortable, which made Matt exceedingly happy. He watched Trevor’s smile slowly creep back and heard Niall’s soft chuckle from time to time. Niall’s hand landed on Matt’s thigh beneath the table, the touch burning Matt through his track pants. Trevor had turned and was in a heated discussion with Ethan about classic movies—apparently Trevor was an enthusiast—his back against Matt’s arm. Matt opened up and let Trevor relax against him, wrapping his arm around Trevor’s waist and letting his fingers rub up and down Trevor’s stomach.

The combination of Trevor in his arms and Niall’s touch on his leg was causing Matt’s libido to kick into high gear. He wanted to feel the naked flesh of both these men again. He wanted to taste their skin and smell their arousal. His hand slipped beneath the wooden surface to cover Niall’s. A few adjustments and Niall’s hand covered Matt’s hardening cock arching across his hip. Matt almost let a groan escape when Niall squeezed and used the heel of his palm to rub the head. Trevor must have felt Matt tense because he tilted his head back, nearly upside down, to see what he and Niall were up to.

“E, I think it’s time to leave the love birds alone. I haven’t heard a word out of Matt for going on five minutes, and that has to be a record. Judging by the beads of sweat on his upper lip, I’d say Matt’s getting a bit hot under the collar—or possibly, pants.”

Ethan leant forwards and looked at Matt down the table. “Yes, I see what you mean. Flushed cheeks, dilated pupils. Oh, and lookie there—an erratic pulse throbbing in his neck. You’re right, Ry, either he’s about to throw his men on the table and ravish them or have a heart attack.” He looked over at his husband. “Do you think we should make our excuses or call 911?”

“I vote for ravishment,” Trevor said.

“I second,” Niall added.

Matt looked at Ethan and Ryan, both with smug expressions on their faces. “You heard them.”

Ryan stood and tossed some dollar bills onto the table. “Might I suggest you at least find somewhere a bit more private before your baser needs take control? I’m sure the patrons of this fine establishment wouldn’t mind see three stunning men writhing on the tables in ecstasy, but the health department might take issue.”

Matt looked down at Trevor, hanging upside down across his chest, and over at Niall next to him. “My place is only five minutes from here.”

Trevor sat up then stood. He moved between Matt and Niall then held out a hand to each of them. “Shall we?”

Matt glanced down at his lap. It was a good thing his pants were loose and he’d worn tight briefs for the game. The combination might prevent any mortal embarrassment. Matt heard Ryan’s laughter from across the table and figured the man must have caught on to Matt’s predicament.

“Shove it, Ashton, need I remind you of the time you—”

Ryan held out his hands. “Okay, okay. E, join me over here? We’ll act as a foil for our amorous associates.”

Trevor went up on his toes, but still couldn’t quite reach Matt’s ear. “Niall’s got you hard and wanting, doesn’t he? When we get to your place, I’m going to suck your cock.”

“Not helping!” Matt hissed.

Trevor shrugged and sauntered out of the restaurant.

Ethan let out a low whistle. “That man is dangerous.”

Niall and Matt looked at each other then said simultaneously, “You have no idea.”


Chapter Nine

 

 

 

Trevor held Matt’s hips, imprisoning him on the bed. Matt’s body was rigid with tension while Trevor feasted on Matt’s cock, causing the larger man to shudder and tremble. Trevor loved the power, the control over Matt—a man nearly twice Trevor’s size, but right now putty in his hands. Trevor focused on the tip of Matt’s cock. He slid his lips over the crown, swirled his tongue around the flange then allowed it to slip free. In and out, he sucked and licked—Matt’s hands in Trevor’s hair, holding him in place. When Trevor invaded the slit with his tongue, Matt’s fingers clenched and the strands of Trevor’s hair in Matt’s grasp strained at the roots. Trevor used one hand to grasp Matt’s cock. The rein prevented the long column from surging inside his mouth.

 Niall forced Matt’s hands to release Trevor’s head. Trevor glanced up the length of Matt’s body to see Matt’s and Niall’s hands threaded together. Niall had Matt’s arms pinned to the mattress, their mouths locked together.

Trevor changed gears. He took a deep breath and sucked Matt’s cock down as far as he could. Not quite to the root, but close. He rose up and sank deep once again, taking the cock into his throat. With the next motion, he only swallowed half Matt’s length, then made the next two accept everything Matt had to offer. Trevor backed off and played with the tip. He licked at the precum that seeped from Matt’s body. The flavour exploded over Trevor’s taste buds. 

Trevor loved to suck cock. He loved the feel of soft flesh over hardened steel sliding between his lips. He loved burrowing his nose into a man’s crotch and inhaling the scent of their arousal. He loved the taste of a man’s essence sliding down his throat when Trevor made his partner come.  

Trevor’s free hand began to fuck Matt’s cock. The saliva-slickened skin slid in the palm of his hand as Trevor pumped Matt while he kept sucking and licking the head. He wished he could hear Matt’s sounds, but Niall’s mouth captured each moan, taking it within their other lover. Trevor caught the sound of a whimper when Niall backed away from Matt for a moment. Trevor wanted to exploit Matt’s vulnerability. He slid a hand between Matt’s legs, his fingers touching the sensitive dam beneath Matt’s sack. Another whimper escaped from the big man, thoroughly caught in Trevor’s and Niall’s sensual prison. Trevor took Matt’s cock deep again, as deep as he could while his slick finger breached Matt’s hole.

Tight, burning tissues clamped down on Trevor’s digit. Matt’s hips broke free and surged upwards. Thankfully Trevor was prepared, otherwise the onslaught could have caused injury. Matt came with a roar. Trevor massaged Matt’s balls with one hand and curled the finger inside Matt’s body to stimulate his prostate and prolong Matt’s climax. He tasted sweet with an underlying touch of sea salt. Trevor drank every ounce, only slowing when he sensed Matt’s body became too sensitive for further stimulation.

Matt panted as he tried to catch his breath. “You…are…amazing at that.”

Trevor smiled. “It’s my life’s work. I strive for excellence.”

“Come up here,” Matt said, holding out his arms.

Trevor crawled up Matt’s body. Trevor’s cock was hard as stone and he groaned when his flesh rubbed against Matt’s washboard stomach. Matt gathered Trevor into his arms and held him close. Trevor nearly purred at the sensation. Their lips met and Matt’s tongue slid inside Trevor’s mouth. Did Matt taste himself inside Trevor? Did he enjoy their mingling flavours?

Matt’s hands grasped Trevor’s ass, and Trevor couldn’t stop himself from thrusting against Matt’s body, his cock hungry for friction. Firm hands with long fingers smoothed up Trevor’s back. A pair of lips landed on the back of Trevor’s neck. He shivered at the touch.

“I want to watch Niall fuck you, bello. I want to hear you moan as his cock fills every empty space inside your body.”

“Yes,” Trevor whispered.

Matt rolled to the side and Trevor slid off his human mattress. He looked up at Matt, “How?”

“Hands and knees.”

Trevor turned over and presented his ass to Niall, who knelt on the bed with lube in hand. One slick digit smeared the cool gel around Trevor’s hole. The tip of Niall’s finger flicked over Trevor’s entrance, and Trevor tried to push back into Niall’s touch. He wanted that finger inside him. His need was deep and aching. Getting Matt off had pushed Trevor’s desire to the limits. Trevor was near begging, his head hanging between his shoulders, his hands clutched in the sheets. Finally, with firm pressure, Niall’s finger slid deep inside Trevor. It was perfect, and yet it wasn’t enough. He needed the escape only a good fucking could give him. Needed that release when his mind shut down and his body took over. When pleasure flooded his brain and the voices in his head were silenced for a brief period of time.

Three of Niall’s fingers now stretched him open. Trevor stopped breathing as Niall finally got his cock into position. He assumed at some point either Niall had donned a condom, or Matt had suited Niall up for the main event. The rounded head pressed against Trevor’s opening, pressure mounted and Trevor pressed against the wonderful intrusion. He wanted Niall to enter him quickly. Trevor wanted to feel the burn, but instead it was a slow possession. Trevor was unused to this type of fucking. His previous partners had all been of the slam bam, thank you sir variety. Niall’s claiming had Trevor nearly in tears at the tender, but no less all-consuming merging of their bodies. Trevor’s eyes were closed, his breathing ragged, and his hands held the sheets so tightly, Trevor felt his nails digging into his palms. Matt’s hands rubbed the back of his neck, soothed the strained muscles of Trevor’s arms. His deep voice whispered in Trevor’s ear, praising Trevor’s openness, his beauty, how incredible he looked speared on Niall’s cock. 

He heard Matt ask if Trevor was ready for Niall to move. Yes. Yes please. Trevor’s back curved as if he were an animal getting mounted. Niall’s cock retreated, only to surge forwards once again. Back and forth. Exit and entry. Niall’s cock did exactly as Matt said it would. All of Trevor’s emptiness, loneliness and hunger faded away. Trevor didn’t miss the pain he’d convinced himself was needed to get out of his head. He loved this. He could grow to crave this. 

Matt knelt in front of Trevor, bracing his body, preventing Trevor from moving into Niall’s thrusts. Trevor’s mind went blank as Matt’s weight kept him pinned. Niall’s hand reached underneath Trevor’s body and grasped his cock, gripping hard and squeezing for a moment before he started to stroke with slow deliberate movements in rhythm with Niall’s thrusts. The constant low-level waves didn’t give Trevor the edge he needed to come, but continued to feed Trevor’s arousal. He had no control. His men had stripped him of his power.

“Fuck me,” he breathed. The words more a plea than a curse.

Trevor succumbed to Matt and Niall’s control. He felt Niall’s pulse beat inside him. Nonsense words babbled from Trevor’s lips. His mind and body entered a space never before attained. Niall’s sliding motions reached deep inside, deeper than a cock could reach. Matt’s hands slid over Trevor’s back, through his hair and down his arms.

Niall shifted and the new angle of his cock ignited nerve endings that had slept. Still the same slow, measured thrusts.

Trevor’s arms collapsed. His head landed on Matt’s quads, a half-hard cock thick beneath Trevor’s cheek. Trevor wrapped his arms around Matt’s hips and trusted his lover to keep him safe. His ass was now higher than before and Niall thrust downward, pegging Trevor’s gland. The spike in sensation was almost enough to pull Trevor from his meditative state. 

“Our bodies are extensions of each other, our spirits entwined.” Niall whispered.

Trevor’s need increased slowly and steadily. It had to break at some point. He had to reach the pinnacle before he could fall into sated bliss, but the journey was beyond him. His body was a vessel, and Matt and Niall filled him with their essence. It was terrifying, it was exhilarating. 

It was right. 

Fuck. This was getting…serious. He’d had no idea when he agreed to this relationship it would alter the fundamental core of his being. He had naively assumed he could continue on with his life, as he had been. Enjoy a few weeks of good sex and move on, but tonight’s actions made it clear that would not be an option. A man did not move on from something like this without consequences.

He wanted to be taken care of for the first time in his life—was tired of fighting with both himself and world. With every touch from Matt and Niall, the mask of bravery he presented to the world slowly splintered. It was only a matter of time before Trevor’s façade shattered and exposed him to the world. When that happened, he hoped Matt and Niall would still be there to pick up the pieces, because Trevor didn’t believe he would be able to glue himself back together alone.

Trevor shuddered hard as something both inside and outside him changed. Niall’s pace had picked up. The man’s cock now took control. It was amazing the way his warrior’s body moved. Fluid and strong. Trevor imagined Niall as a graceful stallion racing across the plains. Trevor tried to come, but even with the increase in the momentum of Niall’s cock, his hand still stroked Trevor with smooth, unhurried movements. The juxtaposition of competing sensations wouldn’t allow Trevor’s body to let go.  He tried to relax, focus on the Matt, focus on Niall. He strained his ears to listen for their sounds. The sweat of all three mingled on Trevor’s skin, the scent of sex filled the air. Trevor moaned and begged. Had he been in his right mind, Trevor would have been ashamed of the needy pleas, the craving, the desperation.

A constant burning pressure filled Trevor’s body. “Niall, Matt. Please make me come. I can’t take any more, I’m going to burn up.”

“No,” Matt whispered. “Not yet. Give yourself to us. Every thought, every feeling needs to belong to us. Only then will we let you fall.”

“I can’t,” Trevor cried. “I’ll have nothing left.”

“You’ll have us,” Niall said, huskily.

The driving movement of Niall’s cock increased a fraction. The strength and force grew, no longer measured, no longer a balanced cadence. Trevor cursed loudly. His mind was a maelstrom of need and fear. The need to come, the need to let go and trust his lovers, the fear of losing himself in the process. Coherency was a thing of the past. His guts were taut as a bow string, every thrust made his emotions raw.

His fingers clawed at Matt’s back, small fists beating into the hot skin—ineffectual as if he were a baby. Trevor felt something crack inside him. He was poised at the precipice of a fathomless hole.

“You belong to us.”

Those four words made his foot slip off the edge. Trevor fell. His consciousness spun out of control, open and pleading for his men to catch him before he hit the bottom. Trevor came, all the tension in his mind and body exploded, his body clenched Niall within its sung confines. He might have screamed, or maybe it was only in his mind and all that escaped was a mewling cry. 

Trevor was helpless, vulnerable, and in so much trouble.

 

* * * *

 

Trevor stood naked, except for his briefs, in Matt’s kitchen. He drank deeply from a tall glass of water. Matt and Niall slept on downstairs. Trevor hoped Matt’s floors wouldn’t creak and awaken his men with his pacing. He couldn’t seem to settle. Trevor made a path from the top of the spiral staircase—leading down to Matt’s bed and bathroom—through the parlour, past the massive fireplace and back into the galley kitchen. He liked Matt’s condo in Back Bay. It had homey details such as the large bay window which a shaft of moonlight was currently coming through, highlighting the tall ceiling.

The moonlight turned the ice blue walls silver. Trevor lifted a blanket that lay on the couch and wrapped it around his shoulders. He turned to make another pass when a shadow at the top of the stairs suddenly appeared.

“Holy snickerdoodles!”

“Are you thinking of running again?”

Trevor stared at Niall’s silhouette—his body calm for the first time since he’d snuck upstairs. “No, no more running. I…I couldn’t sleep…didn’t want to disturb the two of you.”

Niall took a step towards Trevor. The moonlight, which had kept him in shadow, now highlighted Niall’s long torso. Sleek muscles danced beneath Niall’s skin. A pair of snug boxer briefs encased lean hips and sculpted legs. Trevor tilted his head to the side when he caught sight of a shadow on Niall’s arm. It was the other tattoo. Trevor had seen the ink, but not studied it up close before.

He pointed towards Niall’s right arm. “What’s that one?”

Niall glanced down at his arm with a confused look. The tattoos must be so deeply ingrained in Niall’s person that he forgot it was there.

“It’s a Celtic knot design. The wolf is in honour of my Mohegan grandfather, and the knot is in honour of my Irish grandparents. One on either arm, standing beside me as I walk my trail of life.”

“They’re beautiful.”

Trevor closed the distance between him and Niall. He rested his head on Niall’s shoulder. Niall’s arms came around Trevor and rubbed his back through the blanket.

“What has your spirit so conflicted tonight?”

“That’s exactly the problem. I am conflicted. I feel as though my brain is pulling me one direction and my body another.”

Niall guided Trevor over the sofa. Niall sat first with his back to the armrest and stretched out his legs, opening them in invitation. Trevor sat between Niall’s legs. His back reclined against the naturally smooth chest. The soft chenille fabric and thick cushions supported them comfortably. Trevor spread the blanket over him and Niall then wiggled around until he found a comfortable spot.

Niall’s arms came around Trevor’s waist, beneath the blanket. “Better?”

“M’hm.”

“Good, now talk to me about this conflict.”

“It would probably be easier if I start at the beginning. How much did Matt tell you about my childhood?”

“He told me you’ve been on your own since you turned eighteen, and that your father left when you were very young, but that’s all.”

“Okay. So yeah, living alone since I became legal, but in reality I’ve been on my own since my dad walked out. He was a Vietnam vet and suffered from what I now know to be PTSD, but as a little kid I couldn’t understand why dad would randomly fly off the handle or just as readily sit in his chair with a vacant expression for long periods of time. So one day, Dad left. I was sitting in the living room, watching cartoons after school. He stood from his chair, our eyes met for a few seconds then he walked out the door. I never saw him again. My mom came home from work a few hours later and asked where my father was. When I told her he left, I guess she assumed he’d be back. I think something inside me, even at that age, realised when our eyes met that things would never be the same.”

Trevor adjusted the blanket around him because he felt cold all of a sudden. Even Niall’s heat surrounding him couldn’t break thorough the barrier of ice over his skin.

Niall rubbed his hands over Trevor’s trembling body. “It’s okay, honey. I’m here. You’re safe now.”

“After that, I rarely ever saw my mom. We sold our house and moved into a one bedroom apartment. My mom gave me the bedroom, and she slept on a pull-out sofa. She worked two jobs to keep up with the rent, so the scant hours she was home were mostly spent asleep. I was ten years old when I taught myself how to cook simple meals and do laundry. I tried to make things easier on her, but I knew how tired she was. Mom made every effort to there for the important things like parent teacher conferences and such, but I often ended up making her excuses.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Why? It wasn’t a bad childhood. She was never cruel or mistreated me. I learned how to be independent. If things had gone differently, I probably wouldn’t have had the tools to make myself into what I am today.”

“Do you ever talk to her?”

“I get a postcard from time to time.”

“So that’s your past. For good or for bad, it’s shaped you into the man you are today. A man who is being pulled in two different directions. Matt would probably have some great meaningful insight into your dilemma. I don’t know the right thing to say, but I will listen, and give you guidance if you want it.”

“Honestly, I think I’d rather be here with you right now. Not that I don’t appreciate or care for Matt, but all that knowledge is a bit intimidating. If the two of us had to talk something out, would he be able to treat me as a partner or would he turn into Dr. Lincoln, psychiatrist extraordinaire? I don’t know if I can make a life with a man if I’m constantly thinking that he’s psychoanalyzing me. ”

“You say you’re intimidated by Matt’s education, but you’re hardly a simpleton.”

Trevor shrugged. “I like to read, but I don’t know how to analyse the words for hidden meanings or come up with some great insight that will change a person’s life.”

“So you’d rather cuddle in the dark and share confidences with a photographer than sit on the couch and dissect the inner workings of your mind with a psychiatrist?”

Trevor nodded. “Is that bad when the psychiatrist is also your lover?”

“No honey. Remember how I said that Matt may need to work harder than either of us at this relationship, because he knows how to read certain signs, but can’t act as our therapist or the balance of our relationship will topple?”

Trevor nodded.

“Earlier tonight in bed, you struggled. I sensed your spirit warring with your body. Only when you stopped the clashing of those two forces did you find pleasure. Matt knew that. He got you out of your mind. He gave you what you needed. Matt’s not our therapist, he’s our partner. However, the two are not mutually exclusive. When you leave the crime lab, do the things you see and learn there evaporate from your mind?” 

Trevor shook his head. He knew some of the things he saw on video or heard over the echo of a recording would haunt him till the end of his days. Other times, he laughed himself silly at the stupidity of criminals.

“In many ways I never leave the studio either. I view the world most likely differently than others because I’m constantly thinking, how would that look through a lens, what filter would I use, what exposure setting? Our lives are building blocks made up of our knowledge and experiences. If we take away one part of ourselves, we then change a fundamental part of our nature.”

Jesus, that was the longest Trevor had ever heard Niall speak. He’d had no idea the man was so deep. Trevor had assumed up to this point that Niall was the silent, sultry type. Dark, sexy and fun.  However, in reality Niall was a metaphysicist whose brain saw patterns a simple man was oblivious to, and had a deeper understanding of human nature than Trevor had previously thought he was even capable of. Just great.

“You’re awfully quiet,” Niall said, nuzzling his lips against Trevor’s temple.

“Thinking. We’ve gotten a bit off track.”

“Yeah, but I think it was an important detour. Now, tell me what had you so wired up earlier.”

“Downstairs. It’s like you said. My body wanted nothing more than for you to fuck me raw. I wanted the burn and pain, because that’s the only way I know how to silence the voices of my past. Voices that tell me I’ll never be sophisticated, I’ll never be as smart as others, I’ll never be more than what I am now. It’s weird, most of the time the voices don’t bother me. I’m okay with being me. I’ve worked damn hard to get here and I’m proud of what I’ve achieved. But…but every now and then…” 

Trevor sat up. He needed some distance at that moment. Curling his arms around his shins, Trevor laid his head on his knees. “When the two of you stripped me of my control, I found a simple purity in being together. The merging of our bodies and, as you said, the intertwining of our souls felt like a perfect moment. But perfection is nothing more than a desert mirage. The moment reality sets in, the vision disappears, and you’re left with nothing but empty space in all directions and a burning, unquenchable thirst.”

“I think I understand. You’re afraid that if you open yourself up and let Matt and I into your life, truly become a part of your life, not a quick fling or crossing off kinky three-way from your bucket list, then at some point we’ll abandon you, as your parents did. Leave you broken and alone, with nothing to cling to but the gauges in the rock face you must scale to move on with your life.”

Was that it? Could it be something so simple as fear of being alone? He’d been alone all his life, why should the prospect of returning to that state strike such fear into Trevor’s heart? He had to make a choice. A real one this time.

Trevor stood. He heard Niall’s breath catch behind him. Trevor looked around Matt’s home. It was nice, but the only place Trevor truly felt at home was in Matt and Niall’s arms. It was simple as that, and yet so very complicated as well. He turned to face Niall and held out his hand.

“Take me to bed?”

Niall stood and captured Trevor’s hand. They quietly went downstairs. Trevor climbed into Matt’s bed first and settled into the middle spot. Matt’s arm immediately came around his waist and pulled Trevor back into his large body. The room was too dark to see, but Trevor felt Niall’s smile against his lips when Niall kissed him goodnight after he settled on his side to face Trevor. Niall’s arm landed on Trevor’s hip. Trevor’s brain was peaceful, his body warm and his heart a more full than it had been that morning. 

 


Chapter Ten

 

 

 

Trevor hummed along to his iPod, which was piggybacked into the speakers of the suite. He pulled up his playlist and selected his favourite live recorded album of the Rat Pack. Mail was piled up on Trevor’s desk, and he set about sorting the various envelopes. There were several journals that Trevor hadn’t gotten around to reading yet. He should take those to Niall’s to read over a weekend soon. The usual junk mail. Symposium advertisements. All in all, nothing important. It was amazing to him that almost three months had flown by since he’d first met Matt and Niall.

Valentine’s Day was right around the corner, and Trevor was unsure of what to get his men. They’d both said gifts weren’t necessary, but Trevor wasn’t falling for that trap. Trevor may not have had a lot of traditional relationships in his life, but he knew that on Valentine’s, you gave your significant other at least a card. Funnily enough, calling Matt and Niall his significant others no longer terrified Trevor. They were significant. How long that would last and what that meant for the future, Trevor still had no idea.

He’d worked very hard in the last months to open himself to Matt and Niall. It hadn’t been perfect, and Trevor had slipped into his old self-reliant ways more than a few times, but he could tell both his men appreciated the effort. There were some things he still kept from his lovers, but it was only because he didn’t want to cause them undue worry. Frequently he got a tingle in the back of his neck, feeling that something wasn’t right, but Trevor didn’t have any solid evidence to go on. And Trevor had been around the department long enough to know that without any evidence, there was no case.

So he went on about his life, and life meant Valentine’s gifts. So what should he get? Trevor had seen, in a sex shop, some novelty underwear that could be fun. Niall had a bit of a sweet tooth. They could get some chocolate, dribble it all over Matt’s body then lick it off. Oh hell, maybe he should show up at Niall’s wearing nothing but a big red bow around his cock. Then again that might seem a tad self-serving.

Trevor picked up the last envelope sitting on his desk. It was large and pink with his name was printed on the front in red. There were cute little hearts and loopy lines drawn on the paper. It was way too girlish to have come from Matt or Niall. Did he have a secret admirer? Flattering, but could be awkward at work. Maybe Logan had put it there as a gag before going to court earlier.

Trevor opened the sealed envelope and peered inside. There was a single jewel case containing a disc lying in the pouch. Trevor reached in and removed the thin, flat holder. He popped open the case. There was no label on the disc except that from the manufacturer. It was a DVD. Had someone made Trevor a bootleg of an old movie?

He stuck his head out the door and glanced down the hall. Trevor saw Frederick headed in his direction.

“Captain?”

Frederick looked up from the papers he’d been reading. “What’s up, Mitchell?”

Trevor held up the DVD. “This was in an envelope on my desk, but there’s no label on it.”

Captain Frederick stopped in his tracks. “Is it related to a case?”

“It wasn’t in an evidence bag, and there would have been postage on the envelope had someone on the outside mailed it to us as a tip-off.” Trevor held up the envelope. “It was in here. Did I miss a memo and we’re doing office valentines this year?”

“I sure as hell hope not.”

Trevor watched the Captain have an internal debate for a moment. Trevor could have waited until he got home to find out what was on the video, but curiosity had gotten hold of him.

“Go ahead, Mitchell.”

Trevor walked over to his desk, slipped the DVD into the CPU tower and tapped several keys to tell the computer to send the image onto the LCD monitor to the left of his desk.

Trevor noticed that the Captain didn’t leave the doorway of his suite. In fact, the busy man was all too determined to wait around and find out what was on the disc. Maybe the Captain was Trevor’s secret admirer? Unlikely since he was married and had two kids in college, but stranger things had happened.

Trevor opened up the media player on his computer then clicked the play button. The first image had Trevor sitting in his chair with a smile on his face. It was Mindy. Sweet loyal Mindy, looking up at the camera happily panting turning in circles with excitement. Wait a minute. Who would have video of Mindy? Trevor didn’t think Mr. Carlyle even knew how to work a video camera.

Then suddenly, it all went horribly wrong. A hand appeared from off-frame, and in seconds all Trevor’s happy memories shattered as he watched Mindy die right before his eyes. Trevor fell backwards out of his chair as he tried to escape. What followed was a flash of innumerable images. Each one burned itself into Trevor’s retina in matter of seconds. Horrific scenes of prisoners in desolate conditions interspersed with grainy video of extreme BDSM. Men were being whipped and fucked. A few scenes of what looked like assault and rape. Blood other bodily fluids mingling on bruised and split skin.

“What the fuck is that!” Frederick yelled.

Trevor couldn’t move. He wanted to look away, wanted put a stop to the horror but he sat on the floor frozen.

“Mitchell, shut that off.”

Trevor scrambled to his feet. His hands shook and the mouse chased all over the monitor before Trevor managed to direct it to the control bar at the bottom of the screen. When Trevor hit pause the last image was a black background with large white letters.

You belong to me.

“What the fuck, Mitchell? I thought this was some Valentine’s thing?”

“I did too, sir.”

“Either you have really fucked up friends, or there is something else going on here. Regardless, you and I are going to have a chat.”

Trevor couldn’t look away from the monitor. Those words. The ones Niall and Matt used often to send Trevor spinning into a world of safety and pleasure, now catapulted him in a storm of uncertainty.

“Make a copy of that disc then bring it to me. I’m officially opening a case file.”

“Sir? Is that really necessary? What if this is some kind of sick joke?”

If the Captain responded, Trevor never heard the words. All he could think about was that the opening clip. It was now apparent that Mindy’s murder was no random act or even aimed at hurting Mr. Carlyle, but at Trevor himself. A message Trevor hadn’t understood at the time.

Trevor’s palms were clammy, he couldn’t speak and he was dizzy. It’s not like he made enemies on the cases he worked. He was a no-name lab tech, not even a blip on the radar of the criminals he helped put away. That meant this was personal. That meant his friends were potentially in danger. Mr. Carlyle. Ethan and Ryan. Rick and his family. Logan and Clay. But most importantly, Matt and Niall. His lovers.

You belong to me.

What if this person knew of his relationship with Matt and Niall? It seemed logical. Trevor hadn’t exactly been hiding the fact that he was dating the two men. What if Trevor’s selfishness to hold onto Matt and Niall had put the two men in danger? If they got hurt, if this person targeted them, it would be Trevor’s fault. He couldn’t live with that. It seemed he now had his evidence.

His first instinct was to deal with the problem himself. He could run a trace on the video feed, maybe see if the manufacturer’s serial number for the camera was still imbedded in code. He could try to get finger prints off the disc then if the individual was in the system, Trevor would confront the bastard. However, he was no hero and he knew it. He needed help. 

He swallowed several times, trying to get saliva back down his throat. “I don’t know much, Captain, but I’ll tell you what I can.”

“Five minutes, Mitchell.”

“Yes, sir.”

Trevor copied the DVD into a media file on the computer then made a hard copy. He put on a pair of gloves and removed the original, placing it back in the jewel case then slid it into an evidence envelope and sealed it. Trevor’s prints would already be on the evidence, but this way he at least minimised further contamination. Trevor initialled the label as the collection agent. As he left the A/V suite and walked down the hallway, Trevor couldn’t help but think of that movie Matt and Niall had made him watch not too long ago, The Green Mile. With each step, Trevor’s heart beat as if he were going to his execution. Perhaps the comparison was a touch dramatic. It was only Captain Frederick after all.

Trevor knocked on the doorframe to the Captain’s office. “Sir?”

“Come in, Mitchell. Have a seat.”

Trevor did and moved to sit in the chair in front of the Captain’s desk.

“You want to tell me what’s going on, Trev?”

 Trevor nearly landed on his ass again as the deep voice grumbled behind him. He spun around to see a man standing in the corner of the Captain’s office, arms folded across his chest.

“Clay! What are you doing here?”

“I’ve been cleared for duty, and was in the building to deal with the last of the paperwork. Came upstairs to grab something Logan left earlier. Imagine my surprise when I hear that you’re being threatened and didn’t bother to tell either Logan—your best friend—or myself.”

Clay’s anger was evident. When he stepped under the florescent lights of office, Trevor noticed that Clay’s grey eyes mimicked thunderclouds. Of course, Clay’s tense stance and the tick his left cheek were other clear signs. Trevor didn’t think it was good for Clay to get so agitated, cleared for duty or not.

“Clay. Calm down. It’s not good for you. Besides if you keel over from a stroke now, Logan will kill me.”

“My blood pressure is fine. Now talk.”

Instead of sitting in the chair, Trevor moved over to the window and braced his back against the cool clear pane of glass.

He looked over at the Captain. “The first scenes of the video showed my neighbour’s dog. I found her dead on my front landing back in November. At the time, I thought it was a random act of violence against my neighbour. He’s an old man, and I occasionally look after him. I didn’t understand why someone would want to target him. Mr. Carlyle has never hurt a fly.”

“Well, I think we can put that theory to rest,” Frederick stated calmly.

Trevor nodded. “I have no idea where the other stuff on the video came from. It seemed rather random to me.”

Frederick shook his head. “The images didn’t come from a single source, but they were hardly random. Every one of them showed a similar theme. Imprisonment, torture and rape. The words at the end of the movie made it clear that someone feels they have ownership of you, and the images suggest that whoever is behind this feels that’s what you deserve for escaping.”

“This is what happens to pets that disobey their owners,” Trevor said under his breath.

“What was that, Mitchell?”

“There…there was a note under Mindy’s head when I found her. That’s what the note said.”

“Jesus,” Clay whispered.

“And you didn’t happen to think at the time it could be a clue?”

“No! I thought it was some deviant’s idea of a sick joke. Why would I possibly think it had anything to do with me? I haven’t escaped from anybody.”

“An old lover? A jilted potential lover?”

Trevor shook his head. “My relationships in the past never reached a level that would warrant this kind of obsession, and I’m not a man whore.”

“Maybe someone who wanted to get serious and you walked away?” Clay asked.

Trevor thought hard about any of the men he’d seen in the last couple of years. A handful of one night stands, and two short term flings that ended mutually. He’d dated one guy for a couple of months, but brushed that off since the man had broken up with him not the other way around.

“I want to see the video,” Clay said.

“You’re not active duty yet, Phillips. I know Mitchell is your friend, but I can’t let anyone not connected with the case view evidence. You know that.”

Clay rolled his eyes then stared down the Captain. “Are you kidding me?”

Frederick shrugged his shoulders. “Had to be said.”

“And now you’ve said it. So let’s see.”

Trevor’s head whipped back and forth as if here were watching a tennis match. It was a stand-off. Who would cave first? The down and dirty Southie detective, or the white shirt whose roots went deeper and branches reached parts of the city Trevor avoided like the bubonic plague?

“Mitchell, give me the copy. I’m going to view it again to get a better understanding of our perp. I’ll be down the hall.”

The Captain walked out without another word. Seconds later Clay moved to follow him, but stopped to look over his shoulder at Trevor.

“Are you coming?”

Trevor shook his head. He had no desire to watch that gruesome footage again. Clay looked as if he was about to say something, but then jogged down the hall towards the A/V suite.

“Mitchell! Where’s the on switch for all these gadgets?”

Trevor shook his head and smiled. He went back to his suite, cued up the video on the big screen and left without a word.

Several minutes later, Clay and the Captain came back into the Captain’s office, where Trevor had waited. Clay walked right up to him and gathered Trevor in his arms. Trevor stiffened up for a few seconds, in part because he didn’t want to aggravate Clay’s injury and in part because he wasn’t used to such demonstrations of friendship from Logan’s partner. Logan was Trevor’s close friend. He’d always assumed that Clay put up with Trevor to make his partner happy.

“I can’t do much until I’m reinstated, but I promise to watch out for you. You realise that Logan is going to flip his lid when I tell him right?”

Trevor looked up at Clay, and was momentarily taken back by the open and concerned expression. “Do you have to?”

Clay looked back, and his face told Trevor that he was nuts to think Clay would keep something like this from Logan.

“Damn it. He’s going to kill me,” Trevor said under his breath.

 “Hey, this isn’t your fault. You know that, right?”

Trevor shrugged. “Logan’s always lecturing me on taking stupid chances. I’m sure this is just more fuel for his fire. I swear, Clay, I don’t know who’s behind it though. I can’t think of anyone.”

Clay glanced over at the Captain then back at Trevor. “I don’t want to embarrass you, but I need to ask you something, and it could be important to finding out who is behind everything.”

Trevor shrugged again. It was his usual reaction when a situation got uncomfortable. “Go ahead.”

“Some of those images on the video were clips of hardcore BDSM scenes. Do you play like that?”

“No!”

“Have you ever played?”

Trevor shook his head, violently. “I had a few hook-ups that wanted to, but I scrammed out of there so fast Speedy Gonzales couldn’t catch me. It was a casual situation, though. Nobody I actually dated was into that stuff.”

“Okay, what about other stuff?”

“Well, because I’m not exactly Arnold Schwarzenegger from Predator, occasionally a guy would have a little too much testosterone for my tastes.” Trevor crossed his arms over his chest. His frame didn’t make the stance as impressive as when Clay had done it earlier, but Trevor was determined to show that he was no pushover. “I may be small, but I can take care of myself.”

Clay’s lips twitched. “When have you ever seen Predator? I thought you hated new movies? I’ve seen your video collection. I’d bet my badge there’s nothing released post-1965.”

Matt and Niall had managed to get Trevor to watch a few of their movies filled with loud explosions and a couple of creepy thrillers which had had Trevor watching half the movie between his fingers. However, he’d managed to partially convert Matt and Niall over to the dark side as well. A few of his classics now lined the shelves at Niall’s place, and Matt had recently asked Trevor to sit and watch Footsteps in the Fog with him again.

Trevor’s chin jutted out. “I’ve had my horizons broadened recently. While I admit that the art of entertainment has woefully degenerated in the last forty years, not everything released is a complete waste. Besides, just because I may have watched it, doesn’t mean I liked it.”

“Fascinating.” Frederick deadpanned. “Now can we stop discussing cinematic history and get back to the matter at hand?”

Trevor had actually forgotten that the Captain was there for a moment. “Sorry, sir.”

Clay inclined his head at their superior then looked back at Trevor. “Don’t think you’re off the hook yet. I want all the gory details,” he finished with a smile.

“All right you two. I’m going to take this evidence to be logged in and processed. Mitchell, you’re going home.”

Trevor got ready to argue but before a word crossed his lips, the Captain had his hand up in the classic don’t talk to me position.

“I don’t care what you’re about to say. Phillips, you have a car?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. Take Mitchell home,” Frederick stared at Trevor for a second, “or wherever he wants to go. Mitchell, you’re going to have a uniform pick you up to bring you in and drive you home every day, unless you make other arrangements. No more late night subway rides and walks in the city alone.”

Trevor’s jaw dropped and he stared at the Captain. He glared over his shoulder at Clay, who was chuckling under his breath.

“Yes son, I know all about how you get home every night. Normally I wouldn’t say anything. You’re your own man after all, but in this case I happen to agree with Detective Phillips and Mr. Callen. Until we figure out exactly what is going on, it’s simply not safe. I’m not willing to risk your safety.”

The Captain didn’t elaborate and Trevor was left questioning whether his boss had intended for that statement to mean that he actually cared about Trevor, or was worried about something happening to an employee. Then again, did it really matter?


Chapter Eleven

 

 

 

“So Matt and Niall finally got you to watch some decent movies, huh?”

Trevor looked over at Clay, sitting in the driver’s seat, as they made their way towards Trevor’s apartment.

“Decent is a relative term.”

“Now that smacks of avoidance. Fine, you don’t want to talk about movies, tell me about how things are going between the three of you.”

“Good.”

“And?”

“And what?”

A low growl came from the heated interior of the car. Trevor took a moment to fiddle with the vents in the car then pulled his body tighter inside his coat. Clay kicked up the heater, and Trevor sighed as a blast of hot air hit him in the face and on his feet.

“Better?”

Trevor nodded.

“Now fess up. Should we be on the lookout for a gift registry notice?”

Trevor snorted. “Massachusetts may have legalised gay marriage, but I doubt polygamy will be on the books any time soon.”

“Would you if you could?”

“I don’t know. We’re tight, but marriage between three gay men? What are the chances that could actually work?”

“So you’re using Matt and Niall for the sex? You have no intention of making a life with them? A lifetime commitment to your lover, that’s what it means to be in a marriage. It’s not the piece of paper the state gives you.”

“I like them. I like them a lot. The sex is phenomenal. Matt has this little dominant streak that pushes Niall’s and my buttons in all the right ways, but it’s mo—” Trevor saw Clay’s jaw nearly hit the steering wheel. “What?”

“Wow. I never saw that one coming.”

“Umm…”

“I’m having trouble picturing open and friendly Matt as a dark, ball busting Dom? Wait I thought you said—”

“No, no. It’s nothing like what was in the video. It’s hard to explain. He kinda gets intense sometimes, and…I don’t know…it works.”

“I guess part of me is a little stunned that my friend has this side to him I knew nothing about.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…maybe I shouldn’t have told you, but you asked and…”

Clay placed a hand on Trevor’s shoulder. “You didn’t do anything wrong. Matt, Logan and I have a special friendship. Yes, he’s Logan’s psychiatrist, but that all gets left behind at the office. When we hang out together, nothing is sacred. You remember the holiday party, right?”

Trevor nodded. “I couldn’t believe Ethan and Rick going at it on the Xbox. Conor is an amazing cook, and Calleigh is so nice. I can’t believe she works the hospital as much as she does and still takes the time to be such a good mom. Mostly I remember you, Logan and Matt playing board games all night.”

Clay nodded. “Has anyone told you how we all became friends?”

“I’ve picked up bits and pieces here and there.”

“Rick and Conor went to school with Ethan. They’ve known each other for years. Ethan met Ryan while the two of them were working on a case. During the process, Ethan was attacked. Brutally. Left for dead in the freezing snow. I was the lead detective on the case. We never caught Ethan’s attackers, because the men who we suspected of the act fled to China. Now Ryan has always suspected and, I have to agree, he’s made some pretty good arguments that the mastermind of the whole thing was actually the person Ethan was prosecuting at the time. Unfortunately we could never prove it. Anyway, during the whole process, I ended up spending a lot of time with Ryan and Ethan, and eventually met the McGuire gang.”

“That sucks about Ethan. I had no idea.”

“Yeah, the guy is doing thirty years for economic espionage so at least he’s off the streets, but it still sucks. So, back to using Matt and Niall for sex—”

The back of Trevor’s head hit the head rest in Clay’s car, hard. “It’s not only sex, okay? It’s more. I don’t really know what, but it’s…when I first hooked up with them? Yeah, okay all I pretty much cared about was getting off. But now I like being at Niall’s or Matt’s place instead of going home after work,” he whispered at the end.

“Why do you like it?” Clay asked, just as quietly.

“Because…there’s someone to talk to. Someone to kiss. Someone willing to watch a movie in the dark or listen if I’ve had a bad day. Someone who…someone who wants me. Really wants me.”

Clay had leant over the seat as Trevor said the last words. Suddenly Trevor had some kind of epiphany. The metaphorical light bulb went off over his head, and Trevor felt like smacking himself at how dense he been. Matt and Niall wanted Trevor to share in their lives, to face each day standing side by side.

In the past couple of months Trevor had actually spent more time at Niall’s place than his own. It no longer seemed massive and looming, but a comfortable place for the three of them to relax together. It felt like a home. He finally realised what Niall had been talking about the night they met. As individuals they stood alone, vulnerable and fighting against the world. As a unit, they ceased to merely exist. They thrived. They could support, defend, challenge and grow.

Trevor’s chest hurt as something deep inside him cracked open. He remembered this feeling as a child, before everything changed. He remembered how his young heart would feel as if it was going to beat out of chest, he was so excited to play in the park with his mother, or the contentment he felt to sit on the couch, sharing cereal right out of the box with his dad while they watched cartoons together. His feelings for Matt and Niall were the matured version of the childish adoration for his parents.  

“I love them,” Trevor said with astonishment.

“It’s about time. You cost me ten bucks!”

“What in the hell are you talking about now? I swear your brain bounces around faster than pinball.”

“The pool. Logan and I bet that the three of you would be moved in together by the New Year, The McGuires put their money on St. Patrick’s Day, and Ryan and Ethan took April Fool’s.” 

“You jackwagons! I can’t believe you all bet on our moving in together. Of all the low down, dirty, rotten—”

“Um, Trev?”

“What!”

“Matt picked Valentine’s.”

That did it. Take him off the spit and call him done. Trevor couldn’t stop his laughter from erupting for another second. He was bent in half, clutching his stomach as his entire body shook with hilarity. All the day’s emotions came out in the form of hyenic cackling. Joy, relief, fear, anger and love. Trevor tried to catch his breath. He sucked into a deep breath and slowly let it out until he stopped gasping. When Trevor opened his eyes, he saw that Clay was parked in the alley between his and Mr. Carlyle’s house. 

 

* * * *

 

Trevor raced up the steps to his apartment. His heart and mind a little lighter now that he’d spoken with Mr. Carlyle and found that the old man was fine. Trevor’s first thought after mentally processing the images from the video was concern that whoever had murdered Mindy would now go after her owner. He’d grown quite fond of the old man over the course of hours together playing chess since Mindy’s passing. Trevor hadn’t been able to stomach the thought of Mr. Carlyle sitting in that house all alone. 

Trevor shoved the key into the lock and flung the door open. Clay was somewhere behind him, but Trevor didn’t pause in his mission. Without stopping he ran back to his bedroom, grabbed the duffle from the floor of his closet, shoved several changes of clothes into the bag, dashed to the bathroom, haphazardly threw together a toiletry kit—making sure to grab the new box of condoms in the medicine cabinet—dashed over the his bedside table, snagged the bottle of lube—you could never have too much lube—tossed the strap of the duffle over his head and skidded to a halt in the living room where he found Clay examining his DVD collection.

“Oh good, I still have a job,” Clay grinned and pointed at the tower of cases.

“Yeah, yeah. You ready?”

“So this is chez Trevor?”

Trevor looked around. “Yep. It’s small but better than a lot of the places I looked at.”

“I like it. Functional and simple. Could do with a little personality, but—” Clay pointed at Trevor’s pride and joy. “—has all the essentials.”

“I know. It’s awesome, right? I saved for months to get that TV. I’m so spoilt at work. It tore me up to come home to an old one that had a persistent green glow to the screen.”

Clay glanced down the narrow hallway. “What’s back there?”

“Bedroom.”

“Where’s the bathroom?”

Trevor backed up a couple of feet and pointed the opening in the wall to his left. Clay came towards him and peeked in.

“Um, Trev? How in the hell do you accomplish anything in here?”

Trevor sighed and shook his head. “I thought Logan had you potty trained at this point?” Trevor received a play smack up the back of his head for that comment.

“I mean, does your ass even fit on that toilet seat? And if it does, how are your knees not punching holes through the dry wall. I’ve seen phone booths bigger than that shower stall.”

“Well for those of us who aren’t six foot three inch, two hundred plus pounds, everything fits perfectly.” Trevor unslung the strap of his duffle from over his head and dropped it to the floor, pushed past Clay, stepped into the shower stall and danced in a circle. “See?”

Clay laughed and waved his arm. “Come on, Thumbelina. Let’s take you to your princes.”

“I’m gonna tell Matt you said he was a fairy prince.”

“Well I got the fairy part right,” Clay snorted with laughter.

“You didn’t,” Trevor said, dumfounded.

Clay turned into a bobble-head right before Trevor’s eyes. “Oh yes, I did.”

Trevor picked up his duffel then walked away. He waited at the front door. There was no way he was going to open the portal to the Arctic without Clay being inches behind him. A quick breath and Trevor braced himself for the freezing cold. He danced on his toes as he waited for Clay to exit the apartment, then locked the door as quickly as he could. Clay was slowly making his way down the steps.

“Move it, you tortoise!”

Clay stepped aside and Trevor took off. He reached Clay’s car and pulled the handle, but nothing happened. He tried again. He looked up at Clay, standing in the middle of the stairs waving the key fob to the car.

“Clay!”

“Ask nicely,” Clay yelled back.

“Please open the car door,” Trevor grumbled.

“What was that?”

“I said, please open the door.”

“What’s it worth to you?”

Now Trevor was annoyed. “How about saving you the hassle of not having to remove my frozen carcass stuck to the body of your car?”

“Mm, that would probably ruin my paint job. Fine then.”

Trevor heard the click of the lock disengaging and dove inside. The interior was cool, but not as horrible as it was outside. At least there was no wind. The weatherman had predicted that today would be the coldest of the year, and Trevor had to concur. When he glanced back at Clay, Trevor’s annoyance rose as the man acted as though he was taking a stroll in the park on a bright spring day.

Clay made his way to the car and slipped inside. “Trev, I know you’ve always been a little sensitive, but this seems bad even for you. You couldn’t tolerate the cold for less than a minute, how have you been walking home every night? Are you getting sick or something?”

Trevor felt his forehead. “I don’t think I’m getting sick, but for some reason today it’s as though any tolerance I had has flown the coop. Normally when I’m walking home, I try to think of warm things to help. I think of how it feels to have Niall’s or Matt’s arms around me. How comforting and secure it is to sleep between them.”

Clay rubbed his hands together then placed the back of one on Trevor’s head. He frowned. “I’m not sure. You do feel a little warm, and your cheeks are flushed but I can’t tell if that’s from the cold or a cold.”

“I’ll be fine. Will you take me to Niall’s? The doorman will let me in, even if Niall’s not home. Then he can ply me with chicken soup, and if I play my cards right, a warm snuggle.”

“Which way again?”

“Fort Point. His place is on Wormwood.”

“That’s like five minutes from our place!”

“Yeah, if everything works out then I’ll be a Southie too.”

“Oh please. Fort Point isn’t exactly South Boston. I’ve seen those new condos going up that area. Five minutes may as well be five hundred miles in terms of average income. You did well for yourself.”

Trevor jerked in his seat, his eyes burning into Clay’s. “What the fuck is that supposed to mean? You think I look at Niall as some kind of meal ticket? If—and I stress if—things go the way I hope, then I will be paying Niall rent, the same as I do here. You think I don’t know he makes more money than I’ll ever see in my lifetime? You think that doesn’t bother me, despite how much he assures me it’s not important? Well new flash, Detective…it does! And I resent the fact that you assume I’m looking for some kind of handout. You don’t know me at all. Logan may be my friend, but I guess I’m not yours.”

Trevor shoved the car door open and took off. How dare Clay say that to him! Trevor had just started to think of Clay as a real friend, not only Logan’s other half. 

But you can’t be someone’s friend and still pity them.

Clay had tried to put a positive spin on his reaction to Trevor’s apartment, but the eyes said what the mouth refused. Clay had been shocked by Trevor’s corner of the world. It was a nice place, dammit, and now…now Clay had the gall to say Trevor had ‘done well for himself’.

“Trevor!”

Trevor ignored Clay’s shout and kept walking. His duffle smacked the outside of Trevor’s leg with every step and the cold air chapped every inch of exposed skin, but he didn’t care. He would be fine on his own. He’d make his way to Niall’s, and the moment he saw his warrior, Trevor would jump into Niall’s arms because it didn’t matter where they lived. Matt and Niall were Trevor’s home.

“Trevor Mitchell! Stop! Please!”

Clay sounded genuinely upset, and Trevor remembered that erratic fluctuations in stress were probably not good for the recovering man. What kind of friend of Logan’s did that make Trevor if Clay got hurt chasing after him?

Trevor stopped walking and looked across the Dorchester Avenue where Clay had pulled over.

“Please, Trev, get back in the car. You will get sick if you stay out there. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it.”

Trevor’s body trembled as his anger wore off and he was left with nothing but ice water running through his veins. Maybe he’d overreacted? Shit, he knew he had. Trevor’s concern about never being equal to Matt and Niall was a sore he hadn’t managed to heal yet, and today of all days, Trevor’s defences were down. Unfortunately, Clay had inadvertently found the pointiest stick to prod Trevor’s open wound.

Trevor jogged across the street and around the front of Clay’s car. He climbed in and the door closed with a soft thud.

“I’m sorry,” they both said.

“I didn’t—”

“No, Clay. It’s my fault. Obviously I have issues, and I’m trying to work through them. Matt’s suggested I see someone on my own, because he wants to be my partner, not my therapist.” Trevor looked at Clay and told himself that his eyes were watering from the cold. It wasn’t tears clouding his vision. “Probably not a bad idea, huh?”

“I don’t know whether to hug you or beat the ever-loving shit out of you for scaring me like that. What were you thinking, taking off that way? You have an unknown psychopath on your trail and you simply high-tail it out in the city at dusk?”

“I forgot about that. I wasn’t really thinking. I was mad.”

Then Clay did pull Trevor into a hard hug. The stronger man refused to let go and Trevor accepted the gesture for what it was. Friendship. Clay’s arms were long and warm. There was no console in the car, so Trevor was able to rest his head on Clay’s chest. His chest! Trevor tried to scramble out of the embrace.

“What’s wrong?”

“Your chest. You were shot, and my head—”

“I’m fine, Trev. A hug won’t hurt me. Come back here.”

Trevor sank back into Clay’s embrace. They stayed close together for another minute until Trevor’s shivers stopped.

“Better?”

Trevor nodded.

“Okay, let’s get going.”

Clay glanced behind him then pulled a U-turn to head back towards Niall’s neighbourhood. Fifteen minutes later, they pulled up in front of Niall’s building. Trevor tugged on the strap of his duffel that sat on the floorboard, his hand grasped the door handle and he paused.

“Thank you. I’m glad I have you as a friend.” He jumped out of Clay’s car and jogged towards the lobby door.


Chapter Twelve

 

 

 

Niall hung up the phone with one of the organisers of the Sotheby’s commission. He was still floating on air that he’d gotten the job. He couldn’t wait to head over to England to do the shoot. He wasn’t looking forward to leaving Matt and Trevor, but if everything went well, he’d only be gone a month. While that would have seemed like a fantastic adventure a couple of months ago, now Niall wondered if there was any way he could convince his men to join him for at least part of the journey as a vacation. His flight was booked for the second week in April, and the job would take him to many corners of the United Kingdom. The collection was scattered south and north from Cardiff, Wales, to Aberdeen, Scotland, and from east to west from Norwich, Norfolk, to Galway, Ireland.

Niall heard the door monitor go off and activated the control panel sitting on his desk. He hit the switch to see who had come to pay him a visit. The second Trevor’s image popped up on the screen, Niall smiled. This was an unexpected but pleasurable surprise. Niall pressed the intercom button.

“Come on in, honey.”

A few seconds later, Niall heard the front door close. He headed towards the living room to greet his lover, but before he’d taken five steps, Trevor came running down the hall and jumped into Niall’s arms. Trevor’s lips latched onto Niall’s as his arms and legs wrapped themselves around Niall’s neck and waist. 

Niall stumbled back a few steps then spun Trevor around to brace him against the wall. Niall’s hand came up to protect Trevor’s head from smashing into the brick, but he refused to let up on the onslaught of their kiss. Trevor’s tongue slid inside Niall’s mouth to mate with Niall’s. Trevor tasted of the cold winter air and desperation. Something had fuelled Trevor’s passion, and Niall would find out what…later.

Their lips separated and Trevor moved to attack Niall’s cheeks, ear, and neck. Little bites scored Niall’s skin and he groaned with satisfaction. Niall swiftly carried Trevor down the hall to his bedroom. They landed on the mattress in a tangle of limbs. Trevor’s hands were a blur of motion as they attempted to strip Niall of every article of clothing. Niall worked just as quickly and soon they were skin to skin. Trevor arched up into Niall’s body, his cock already hard and starting to weep. Trevor shimmied out from underneath Niall and scooted up the bed, so Niall’s feet no longer dangled off the end.

Trevor had lovely, pale brown nipples. Small and peaked against tight, rounded pectoral muscles standing out against the smooth plane of Trevor’s slender chest. Niall dipped down and teased the nubs with his teeth, lips and tongue. Trevor’s soft cries were music to Niall’s ears and Trevor’s hands buried in his long hair urged Niall onwards. He tormented and worked Trevor’s nipple until one stood out red and wet then moved to the other. Niall repeated his treatment but added the stimulation of his fingers pinching the abandoned side to keep Trevor on edge. 

Niall’s lips slid down the centre of Trevor’s body. Soft kisses and nipping bites landed across Trevor’s ribcage. Trevor squirmed and started to cuss softly. Niall moved down Trevor’s body to lave at the smooth skin around Trevor’s groin. His nuzzled into the patch of hair above Trevor’s cock and gently tugged on the strands with his lips. Trevor’s cock rubbed against Niall’s cheek, the skin hot and soft over the core of steel. It lay almost flat against Trevor’s stomach, twitching as Niall hovered over the head. Niall’s tongue flicked out to lick the slit and came away with a drop of sweet nectar. Trevor had the sweetest cum Niall had ever tasted. Trevor’s legs separated, and his hands guided Niall’s mouth to his prize. Niall chuckled and granted Trevor’s silent request.

Niall opened his lips and immediately sucked half Trevor’s length down his throat. Trevor’s startled cry and jerk of his hips almost threw Niall off course, but his mission was set. Niall would make Trevor come, he would release whatever tension was eating away at Trevor’s insides, then slowly make love to his honey.

Niall slackened his jaw and swallowed Trevor’s long cock to the base. He used every trick in his arsenal to bring Trevor to the point of no return, tight lips as Niall moved down and deep pulls as he moved up. Niall flattened his tongue and pressed against the vein on the underside of Trevor’s shaft then twisted it around the flange at the base of the wide, mushroom-shaped cap.

Niall used a hand to jack Trevor off while he continued to concentrate on the top half with his mouth. Up and down he fisted Trevor’s cock, while his lover writhed and moaned above him. Niall used extra spit to slick up his fingers and slid one down to the sensitive dam beneath Trevor’s balls. He rubbed on the skin and flicked his nail at the edge of the ring guarding Trevor’s hole.

Trevor’s breath hitched, and he tried to press down onto Niall’s finger. Niall circled and played with the wrinkled opening. A soft litany of curse words rose into the air as if they were in fact a prayer.

Niall slid his mouth down the length of Trevor’s cock, while at the same time Niall breached Trevor’s body with his finger. He swallowed and stroked in opposite rhythms, sinking down on Trevor’s cock while retracting his finger then reversing the two actions. Trevor’s fists beat weakly on the comforter as if he were keeping time with Niall’s movements.

Sliding another finger into Trevor’s body, Niall changed the pattern, and now mouth and finger moved together. Niall deep-throated Trevor’s cock while he simultaneously pegged Trevor’s prostrate. His fingers slid across the small gland repeatedly, while Niall swallowed around the head of Trevor’s dick.

Trevor’s shaft swelled in Niall’s mouth and Niall back off so he could taste Trevor’s offering as it shot out in explosive streams. Trevor’s back bent until he was nearly shaped like the letter ‘U’. Niall would love to photograph Trevor’s lithe body as it contorted in ecstasy.

“Holy fuck!” Trevor screamed.

As soon as Trevor stopped coming, his body flopped down, drained and disjointed. Niall crawled up and grabbed a condom out of his bedside drawer. He quickly sheathed his cock then slicked up the latex. Niall positioned Trevor’s legs around his waist and gathered the smaller man close in his arms.

“Look at me, honey.”

Trevor’s eyes opened, and caught by his gaze, Niall felt as if he were swimming the bluest ocean on the planet. He slowly slid inside Trevor’s body, sinking further and further into the man he loved. Niall had yet to say the words, but the feeling had been there for some time. He hadn’t wanted to spook Trevor away, but now there was something different in those blue depths below him—a calmness and joy Niall had not seen before. It made Niall’s spirit soar, and his grandfather would have told him that his and Trevor’s souls were now forever intertwined.

“I love you,” Niall whispered as he united their bodies to the fullest extent.

“I love you too.”

Niall revelled in the happiness on Trevor’s face. Niall withdrew slowly and paused for the briefest of seconds before sliding back into heaven. Niall entered Trevor over and over again with even measured strokes. Trevor’s fingers smoothed over Niall’s eyebrows and cheekbones, and Niall placed little kisses on the soft pads when they landed on his lips. Trevor brought his fingers to his own lips and kissed them back then touched the scars that ran across Niall’s chest.

After several minutes, Niall’s body demanded a faster pace. The momentum of his thrusts increased and he shifted the angle of penetration.

“Do you think you can come for me again? I want to feel you combust around my cock.”

Trevor didn’t say anything, but wrapped his hand around the slowly filling flesh lying across his hip. The portals to Trevor’s soul closed and Niall concentrated on reading the signals of Trevor’s body to increase his arousal. Trevor’s cock filled, not quite as hard as before but still solid and eager. Trevor’s hand flew up and down his shaft. His thumb rubbed across the leaking slit. Niall amplified the pace some more. He’d nearly reached his limit. His balls were tight against his body and he sensed his orgasm waiting in the wings, ready for the moment when his brain told it to unleash.

“Red…ready…Ni…Niall.”

“Then let it go, honey.”

Trevor’s body tightened around Niall’s cock. He felt the spasms ripple up and down his length as he shuttled in and out of Trevor’s channel. God, that was the most amazing sensation in the world. Niall’s muscles seized. Fireworks exploded behind his eyes, and his cock pulsed, shooting out ribbons of seed.

Niall collapsed beside Trevor and tried to catch his breath. He barely managed to scrounge up the energy to deal with the condom, but after he took care of its disposal, Niall gathered Trevor into his arms. 

Trevor’s head rested on Niall’s chest. “Everything okay? I was a bit surprised to see you so early.”

“Yes and no. I had both a really good and a really bad day.”

“You want to talk about it now, or wait till Matt comes home?”

“Can we wait? I’m kinda tired, and I’d rather explain everything only once.”

“Sure, honey. You take a nap, and I’ll hold you while you fall asleep.”

“M’kay. Love you,” Trevor whispered.

The softly spoken words were some of the most beautiful Niall had ever experienced. He kissed Trevor’s forehead. “Love you too.”

After several minutes, despite sharing body heat, Niall noticed Trevor had started to shiver. He got out of bed and walked around to the side of the mattress. He pulled back the blankets and tucked Trevor in while trying not to disturb the sleeping man. Trevor immediately burrowed under the down comforter, and Niall switched on the electric mattress pad he’d gotten especially for Trevor. 

He picked up his scattered clothing and left the room, closing the door behind him to only leave a slight gap. Niall took a fast shower in the guest bath then headed back to his office. He needed to look at what jobs were scheduled for the week. Checking the clock at his desk, Niall calculated Matt should arrive within an hour or so. Perfect nap length for Trevor, and then they could get to the bottom of Trevor’s cryptic remarks.

 

* * * *

 

Niall let Matt into the condo with a smile and kiss. Matt’s kisses were different, yet no less intoxicating than Trevor’s. His taste was spicier, deeper. Niall deepened the kiss when Matt started to pull back. He wrapped his arms around Matt’s neck and lifted his body against Matt’s larger, heavier frame. Matt’s arms slid around Niall’s waist, and Niall moaned. Matt plundered Niall’s mouth. What Niall had started, Matt soon took control of. Matt’s tongue swept over Niall’s, claiming the dark recesses, searching out every taste. Space between their bodies was nonexistent, and Niall’s cock, sated only an hour ago by his love of Trevor, rose to greet their partner. Niall pressed his arousal against Matt, making his desires known.

“Bedroom?” Matt asked, roughly.

Niall shook his head. “Trevor’s sleeping. Couch.”

Niall let Matt guide him to the large sectional across the room. He trusted Matt to steer him in the right direction. The back of Niall’s calves soon hit the end of one of the chaises. Niall’s hands cupped Matt’s cock and balls through his slacks. A groan of need rumbled from deep inside Matt’s chest. Niall’s quick fingers soon had Matt bared to his touch. Niall reached beneath Matt’s boxer briefs and lifted out the long cock Niall was desperate to feel inside him again. Niall wrapped his hand around Matt’s cock.

Matt moaned. “Fuck, Niall.”

“That’s the idea. Take me, Matt. Make me yours.”

He’d never had a lover fill him the way Matt did. So deep, so connected. When Matt made love to Niall, it always felt as though it was more than their bodies joining. When Trevor had confessed his love earlier, Niall had sensed their spirits linking. That peace, that rightness, had been a balm that soothed every scrape that had scored Niall’s soul over his lifetime. Niall knew this was the time to cement his bond with Matt.

Before the words were revealed though, Matt jerked open Niall’s jeans, pushed the denim out of the way and with a little shove sent Niall back onto the leather. Shivers of excitement and anticipation raced up and down Niall’s spine. Matt stripped Niall’s jeans the rest of the way down his legs and tossed them on the floor. Niall scooted back on the chaise so Matt could kneel between Niall’s legs. 

Matt dug out the lube they’d taken to stashing in the storage ottoman. Matt slicked up his fingers and entered Niall in one smooth push. Two of Matt’s fingers were inside him. Niall’s head pressed back into the cushion and he swallowed the cry threatening to erupt for fear of waking Trevor. In and out Matt’s fingers moved, stretching and slicking Niall’s channel for Matt’s possession.

Niall’s body was left empty and hungry while Matt sheathed his cock with a condom from his wallet. Matt tossed Niall’s legs over his broad shoulders, one hand gripped the edge of the chaise beside Niall’s head and the other on Niall’s hip, securing their position on the furniture. The cords of muscles on Matt’s neck stood out from the top of his still-buttoned shirt.

Niall tilted his hips and reached between his legs to guide Matt’s cock to his entrance.  Matt sank inside. Niall slapped a hand over his mouth to prevent the scream from both the pleasure and bite of pain escaping. Matt looked at Niall with confusion.

“Trevor. We can’t wake Trevor.”

Matt nodded, lowered his head, bestowed Niall with the sweetest of kisses and proceeded to thrust. Each slam of Matt’s cock into Niall’s ass caused Niall to arch and suck in gaping breaths. When Matt found his sweet spot, Niall nearly came. Matt pumped Niall’s body again and again—each time he found a deeper spot, each time he twisted their souls tighter together. Niall body trembled, his cock firm and high against his stomach. Niall lifted his shirt, took hold of himself, and seconds later white ropes painted his belly while he shuddered in Matt’s arms. 

With a strangled cry, Matt shoved deep one last time and Niall felt Matt’s cock throb inside his body as Matt climaxed. Niall let out an “oof” as Matt’s heavier body collapsed on top of him. He used the muscles in his legs to corral their bodies, so they didn’t end up tumbling to the floor. As their breaths evened out, Matt slid out of Niall’s body. Matt started to nuzzle at Niall’s throat with soft kisses and tiny licks that made Niall sigh. Matt pushed on the sofa and rose from Niall’s body. While Matt dealt with condom, Niall realised he’d yet to do the most important thing. Matt returned from the hall bath with a damp cloth and knelt beside the sofa to clean Niall’s stomach. When their eyes met, Niall knew the words were hardly required, but absolutely necessary.

“I love you,” he proclaimed.

“I know. I love you too.”

Niall took Matt’s head between his hands, stared into the green eyes of the forest and hunted for the truth. He smiled. “I know.”

Their lips touched and their bond sealed. Niall’s spirit was complete for the first time in his life.

 

* * * *

 

“So tell me what’s been going on here today?” Matt asked.

Niall lay across the sofa, his head rested on Matt’s lap as they watched TV.

“You jump me at the door, and I find out that Trevor is not only here but already sound asleep in your bed.”

“Trevor showed up around four o’clock. Before I could even ask him why, he jumped me the way I jumped you. Quite literally in his case.” Niall smiled. “He had his arms around my neck, legs around my waist and tongue down my throat before I had time to react. Afterwards, he crashed harder than I’ve ever seen him. From one moment to the next, he was gone.”

“Bad day, you think?”

Niall looked up Matt and took a second to enjoy the feel of Matt’s fingers running through his hair. He hummed in appreciation. “Just before he conked out, he said it was both a really good and really bad day. He wanted to explain everything, but asked to wait until you got home.”

“Then shall we go wake sleeping beauty?”

Niall chuckled because he knew the moniker would drive Trevor nuts. He sat up and swung his legs over the edge of the sofa. Before he took two steps, Matt’s arms snaked around Niall’s waist and pulled him back to Matt’s deep chest.

“You think he’ll be able to say it one day?” Matt asked, softly.

Niall grinned. He knew what Matt was asking, but he refused to steal Trevor’s thunder.

“I do.”

Matt’s arms gave a gentle squeeze and they headed off for the bedroom at the back of the condo. Niall pressed open the door and peered into the dark room. The light from the hallway cut a path towards the bed, Trevor’s slender shape nothing but a lump beneath the blankets. Niall and Matt entered quietly and walked up to the bed. He saw that Trevor lay on his side and had curled his body around one of the pillows. Niall gestured for Matt to be the one who woke their lover. 

Matt sat on the edge of the mattress and slid tresses of Trevor’s hair away from his face. Matt frowned and looked up at Niall.

“He’s a little warm,” Matt whispered.

Niall switched off the mattress pad. “Maybe it’s from the extra heat. He was shivering when I tucked him in.”

Matt didn’t look completely convinced but nodded all the same. “Bello?” Matt rubbed his hand across Trevor’s shoulder.

Trevor turned into Matt’s touch with a little sound.

“Come on bello, wake up.”

“Maybe you should plant a kiss on his sweet lips to draw him from his dreamless sleep?” Niall teased.

Matt snorted and Trevor snuffled then rolled onto his back. Matt leant over Trevor’s body and kissed Trevor’s pink lips. Matt’s touch lingered and Niall saw movement beneath the blankets. He loved watching Matt and Trevor together. It was both arousing and tender. 

Trevor’s eyes fluttered open right as Matt pulled back from his lips.

“Matt.” Trevor sounded both happy and sleepy. His hand came out from under the blankets to cup Matt’s cheek. “I love you.”

Matt gasped and jerked his head up to look at Niall. Niall smiled but didn’t say anything. Matt’s gaze swung back towards Trevor and he gathered the smaller man close.

“I love you too.” Matt’s hand reached out for Niall who’d sat beside him on the bed. “I love you both very much.”

One of Trevor’s slender arms came around Matt’s neck and the other hand rested on Niall’s chest. Their heads moved together and Niall shared in his first three way kiss. Three sets of lips, three tongues none more demanding than another, all working in harmony to convey love and trust and unity.


Chapter Thirteen

 

 

 

Niall sat stunned, listening to Trevor explain the DVD and finding his neighbour’s dog. That was the day Trevor had fled Niall’s after they all made love the first time. They’d called Trevor that night, and Niall wished he had listened to his instincts at the time and gone to Trevor when he sensed his honey’s upset.

He’d known it! Known there was something wrong at that time, then ignored all the other little signs over the past couple of months. Niall had been so wrapped up in building their relationship that he’d missed the very thing threatening to tear them apart. It was clear someone was after Trevor. Scared and angry, Niall’s first instinct was to hover over Trevor and protect his man, but he knew that would drive Trevor nuts. Niall looked at Matt, sitting next to him on the sofa.

Matt’s body was rigid. His fists were clenched on the cushions. Niall rubbed Matt’s back and some of the tension leeched away when Matt settled into Niall’s touch. Trevor paced in front of the entertainment wall, his normally graceful movements jerky. Trevor stopped shining Niall’s floor long enough to look at them.

“I’m sorry. I have no idea who or why.”

“What do you need from us? How can we help?”

Trevor fell back on his usual non-verbal response and looked down at his feet. “The captain says he’ll have a uniform take me to and from work, unless I can make other arrangements.” He glanced over at his duffle still sitting beside the front door then back towards Niall and Matt.

Matt nodded. “Done. One of us will be available whenever you need to go somewhere.”

“I don’t want—”

“Your welfare never has been nor ever will be an inconvenience.”

Matt’s voice was lower than normal and Niall suspected their partner was doing everything within his power to prevent himself from yelling at that moment.

Niall continued to rub Matt’s back. “And we’ll all stay here to avoid any unnecessary back and forth.”

“Are you sure?” Trevor asked.

Niall nodded. “It’s what I’ve always wanted, and I’m not above exploiting the situation to get my way.” He smiled, and both Trevor and Matt smiled in return. 

Trevor’s cell phone sent off an alert and he went towards the kitchen to find it. Niall felt Matt tap him on the leg so he turned back to face him.

“I’m worried.” Matt said in a low voice. 

“Me too, but neither of us are cops or anything of the like. We have to trust Trevor’s captain to handle the situation, and we’ll keep an eye on him when he’s home or out with one of us. We can’t lock him away, Matt. You know that.”

“I know. I don’t like it, but I do know.”

“Good. Now Valentine’s Day is this weekend. Let’s bunk down and enjoy the holiday together.”

Niall looked back at Trevor who was quickly typing into the phone. He heard Trevor mumble something about “Logan” and “smartass”. Matt leant across the sofa behind Niall towards Trevor.

“Tell Logan I said ‘hi’.”

Trevor parroted appropriately then laughed at whatever Logan sent through the text message in return. 

Trevor slid the phone in his pocket and came back towards sofa, flopping down beside Niall. “Logan and I are going shopping tomorrow after work, so you don’t have to worry about picking me up.”

“Wait, what? Are you sure that’s a good idea?” Matt asked.

“I have to buy your Valentine’s presents, and Logan said he needs to pick something up on Newbury Street anyway. We’re both coming from work already and Logan will drive me here afterwards.”

Matt stood and moved over the other side of Trevor. “Logan is my friend as much as he is yours. In any other situation, I would never question your desire to spend time with him, but…given the danger and his limitations, can you honestly tell me he’s the right man to protect you right now?”

“He…he was—”

“He was. But he’s not that man anymore. You know that, bello.”

“I think I’m missing something here. Either of you want to fill me in?” Niall asked.

Trevor looked over at Niall. “The same insurgent attack that resulted in the onset of Logan’s hearing loss also caused him PTSD. He still deals with anxiety attacks and occasional flashbacks.”

“Wow, I had no idea. I’ve never seen any outward signs…”

“Most days he does okay. He’s learned techniques for dealing with the anxiety, but during a high stress situation, who knows what might happen?” Matt added.

“So what do you suggest?” Trevor asked Matt.

“How would you feel if Ryan went with the two of you? He is a FBI agent.”

“He’s works in counter intelligence, not violent crime,” Trevor countered.

“True, but he does know how to shoot and is licensed to carry. I think Logan would be the first to tell you that your safety is the most important thing right now, not his ego.”

Trevor nodded. He flipped phone out and started typing. It seemed as though only seconds had passed when the little chime alerted them to Logan’s response.

“He agrees. I guess I’ll call Ryan?” Trevor looked over at Matt. “Do you know his number?”

Trevor seemed unsure. Niall understood Trevor’s reluctance. Over the last couple of months, Niall and Trevor had gotten together with Ethan and Ryan a few times, but they were hardly at the close friend stage yet. And despite Ryan’s friendliness, Niall would have hated to make a cold call like Matt was asking Trevor to do.

“Why don’t I call him, hmm? Would that be easier?” Matt asked.

Trevor nodded enthusiastically. “Thanks.”

Matt placed a quick kiss on Trevor’s lips and took the phone from Trevor’s hands. Niall sat back on the sofa and pulled Trevor into his arms.

“You okay?” he asked, softly.

“Yeah. It’s a little surreal having this tight knit group of friends you and I have become a part of. You and Matt are my world, but it’s nice to know they’re there for us. ”

Trevor’s head rested on Niall’s shoulder. His honey had been through a lot that day, and despite Trevor’s earlier nap, Niall sensed his body and mind were still exhausted. They sat in silence, simply enjoying being together.

A few minutes later Matt returned and handed Trevor his phone.

“It’s all set. Ryan and Ethan will meet you and Logan at headquarters, then all four of you will head for Newbury. It’s going to be cold, so make sure you take care of yourself.”

Niall felt Trevor’s body stiffen against him. Trevor stood and Niall saw the flare in his eyes to come back with biting remark, but then the azure orbs softened and Trevor simply put his arms around Matt.

“I will. Thank you.”

Matt hugged Trevor back, and the two shared a kiss. It was beautiful to watch them. Matt’s olive skin and dark hair against Trevor’s distinctly more pale features and colouring. Matt’s large muscled body wrapped so gently around Trevor’s slighter frame. Trevor stood on his toes to get closer to Matt, but the added inches only helped so much. Suddenly Matt scooped Trevor up into his arms and headed back for the bedroom. Trevor’s laughter echoed in the hallway as Niall set about shutting off all the lights and making sure the door was locked. He made a pit stop into the hall restroom then went to join his lovers.

As Niall entered the room, he was greeted by the sight of Matt and Trevor’s nude bodies entwined on the bed. Matt was working Trevor open, and the sight of Matt’s long fingers buried inside Trevor’s body caused Niall’s mind to blank. Raw, pure desire flooded his system. Niall divested himself of his clothing and sat in the chair beside the windows. With his legs spread, Niall slowly stroked his cock to hardness while keeping his eyes trained on Matt and Trevor’s mating on the bed.

Matt looked over at Niall. “Are you going to join us?”

“In a minute. I’m enjoying this view. The two of you are so beautiful together.”

Matt smiled and went back to sucking on one of Trevor’s nipples. With each pull, Niall watched Trevor’s cock twitch as if Trevor’s nipples had a direct line to his cock. Niall stopped the motion of his hand as an idea came to him. He quietly left the bedroom and walked down the hall to his office where he stored his equipment. 

Niall grabbed his Nikon D3S—because it had the best sensitivity for low light—and attached a fifty millimetre lens. He quickly walked back to the bedroom. Matt and Trevor hadn’t moved from the position they’d been in before Niall left. He quickly set the camera to a low aperture to allow all the natural light from the windows to reflect on the lens. A high ISO rating would keep Trevor and Matt’s bodies in sharp focus. Niall put his eye to the viewfinder and snapped a quick frame. The sight on the screen showed Matt’s fingers buried deep inside Trevor’s body, Trevor’s hand in mid-stroke on his cock and their lips centimetres away with the briefest glance of their tongues playing. Their bodies glowed on the sheets and details of the room were softened by the filter he’d chosen. It was almost as stunning as watching them in person. 

“I think we’re being filmed, bello. Why don’t we give our lover a show?”

Matt’s voice was low in the room, but the wicked intent in his eyes as he turned to look at Niall was unmistakable. 

Matt flipped their bodies so Trevor straddled him. Another shot—Trevor’s head thrown back as their cocks rubbed side by side between Matt’s long legs. The head of Matt’s cock nestled in between the cheeks of Trevor’s sweetly rounded ass. Niall knelt beside the bed and captured the moment just before Trevor and Matt’s lips collided together. Eyes closed, mouths open, cheek against cheek, nose against nose. Trevor’s eyes opened and Niall clicked the shutter—naked need, lust and love reflected in an image that Niall would cherish for all time. 

Matt shifted their bodies once again. Niall moved his position to against the wall beside the bedside table. This gave him a full view down the length of Trevor’s body. Trevor ended up on his knees, chest pressed to the bed, braced on his elbows. Matt spread Trevor’s ass cheeks and Niall snapped a shot right as Matt’s tongue began to circle Trevor’s rosette. Every muscle on Matt’s body rippled in the moonlight, the perfect contrast to Trevor’s smooth skin.

Niall then adjusted his position to stand just behind and to the side of Matt. Matt had put the condom on and began to press his way into Trevor’s entrance. Niall shot picture after picture, never before more glad for the camera’s ability to shoot nine frames per second. Each thrust, each clench of muscle on Matt’s body as he fucked Trevor was captured. Trevor’s lithe back arched, his hips pressed back against Matt. Niall moved so he could capture Matt’s face the moment he came.

Tendons stood out in relief, eyes squeezed tight, hands clenched on Trevor’s hips, pelvis tilted for maximum penetration—all coalescing into stark beauty. Matt roared and Trevor cried out as he came without a single touch to his cock.

Niall’s hands shook as he set his camera down. His breath huffed in and out of his chest as if he’d been the one on the bed. His cock throbbed as he collapsed on the bed beside his men. Two ravenous mouths attached themselves to Niall’s body—one sucking on his balls, another swallowing his cock. He didn’t know who was where, but didn’t care as long as neither of them stopped. He was almost there, ready to fall over the edge into oblivion. He needed something, he didn’t know what, and then it happened. Somebody reached up and pinched Niall’s nipple. A wave of pleasure crashed over him, and Niall tumbled beneath the onslaught. He came and came, each shot leaving his cock in a fiery blast.

 

They were all lying in bed several minutes later, Matt and Niall in their usual positions on either side of Trevor. Niall and Trevor’s fingers were locked together beneath the blankets and Matt’s arm was thrown across Trevor, his hand rested on Niall’s hip.

“So…that was interesting. Can’t say I’ve ever performed on camera before.”

“Does it bother you? Because I can erase them.”

It would kill a small part of him, but Niall would if the end product made either of his loves uncomfortable.

“Hell no. I wanna see them,” Trevor chimed in.

Matt chuckled. “No, caro. It doesn’t bother me. It was actually kinda fun.”

Niall smiled. “It was. I had no idea watching could be so erotic. It was different behind the lens but the separation only made it that much more intense. I’ll print some of them out.”

“The only bad part is that you weren’t in any of them,” Trevor pouted.

“We’ll do it again sometime. I’ll set up a tripod or something.”

“How will the camera go off or focus or anything?” Matt asked.

“Remote control.”

“No way!” Trevor exclaimed.

“Yep. You’re not the only one who gets to play with toys on a daily basis.” Niall tweaked Trevor’s nose while Matt laughed softly beside them.


Chapter Fourteen

 

 

 

Trevor sat in the backseat of Ethan’s Camry coupe. Logan sat beside him, and Ryan had commandeered the front passenger seat. Ryan angled his body and looked back at Trevor and Logan.

“Okay men, here’s how it will play out. We do not separate under any circumstances. I don’t care if something sparkly catches your eye or you have to take a piss, got it?”

Trevor nodded. 

“Good. Now Trevor, what is it that you’re looking for? I want to have some kind of plan so we’re not aimlessly wandering eight blocks of stores.”

“Well, the thing is I’m not really sure. I mean, I need to get something for Matt and Niall, but I don’t know what to get them.”

“Do you have an idea as to the general category?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know electronics, clothing, housewares, or are you looking for something off the beaten path?”

Trevor felt his heat infuse his cheeks. “Well, I was maybe thinking of something for the condo. It seems as though Matt may win the bet, and I thought it would be nice to get them something to show I want to live with them.”

“So how about you get an item that will be meaningful to the three of you. Something you can share,” Ethan interjected.

Trevor couldn’t help the little devil from dancing on his shoulder, “I don’t think they have sex shops on Newbury.”

Logan rolled his eyes. “Perv. He meant something for your home. An item that says you’re ready to take things to the next level.”

“You caught all that?”

Logan nodded with a big smile. “It helped that I could read his lips in the rear view mirror.”

Trevor returned Logan’s smile. Trevor knew how much it meant to Logan to be able to participate in conversations again. When Logan successfully accomplished small, everyday tasks people with normal hearing took for granted, it was a huge victory.

“So educate me, O domesticated ones.”

“Dishes,” Ryan said.

“No, we’ll already be combining the contents of Matt and Niall’s kitchens, though I don’t really have one to speak of.”

Logan snorted, “You have one plate, one bowl, two cups, maybe two sets of utensils and three pots.”

“So, Julia Child I’m not. Sue me.”

“Monogrammed towels?” Ethan threw out.

Trevor shook his head. “Too het.”

“Hey, we have those!” Ryan argued

“Fine, too dorky then.”

“Picture frames?” Logan suggested.

Trevor stared at Logan. “You do realise who I will be living with, right?”

“Right. Sorry, forgot one-third of you is a famous photographer.”

“Matching jewellery?” Ryan proposed.

“I don’t wear it, and I can’t picture Matt or Niall sporting the bling. The monogrammed idea isn’t bad, it’s the towel part I don’t like.”

“So why don’t you get each man something the he would actually use, then have the monogram engraved? That way the gift is individualised but still a symbol of your commitment,” Logan said.

Trevor thought it over. It was a good idea. Unfortunately it didn’t bring him any closer to deciding on the actual item to purchase. There could only be so many things you can engrave, right? Trevor peered between the two front seats and saw they had reached their destination. By some miracle, Ethan pulled into the parking lot at the exact moment another shopper was leaving. They all cheered and scrambled out of the car.

Trevor started to walk towards the sidewalk when the back of his coat was snagged and he was brought to a sudden stop. He spun around and his eyes widened as he caught a glimpse of Ryan’s holster beneath his jacket. He really was carrying. He caught Ryan’s gaze and the man nodded.

Ethan slapped his gloved hands together. “Let’s do this!”

They took off as a group, and Trevor felt as though he had an entourage. Ryan stood on his right, Logan his left and Ethan the rear. Trevor suspected the latter was so Ethan could watch his husband’s ass as they walked down the street. Some of the shops were nice to look in but completely out of Trevor’s budget. None of them had any items that called to Trevor. He was ready to give up when they turned a corner to check out some of the shops just off Newbury. Something reflected in a window, catching Trevor’s attention. He headed over to the window and saw the shop specialised in personalised gifts.

“Look Trevor! This should be perfect,” Ethan exclaimed.

They infiltrated the shop and immediately swarmed the corners. Trevor headed straight for the desk sets. He’d been to Matt’s office once and knew there was big executive desk. He discounted the paper weights and crystal clocks immediately. Then his eyes landed on a piece in the back corner of the display shelf. The box sat on a slant and housed a built in photo frame, business card holder, pen stand and when he picked the item up the lid flipped up to reveal a hidey for sticky notes. He could put a picture of him, Matt and Niall in the frame and the display showed a silver engraved bar at the base for the proposed monogram. 

Trevor looked over his shoulder to find Logan. He stood a couple of feet away, looking at a glass tankard adorned with a metallic emblem of the Army’s crest. Logan’s fingers traced the edges of the emblem slowly. Trevor walked over and put his hand on Logan’s back.

“Do you miss it?”

“Sometimes. I miss the guys. I miss Adams. Matt was right the other night. I’m no longer the man I was as a Ranger, but he’ll always be a part of who I am today.” Logan set the glass back on the shelf with reverence. “What did you find?”

Trevor showed Logan the desk set. “I was thinking of putting in that picture you took of us at Christmas. You know the one where we look like a step ladder?”

“Oh yeah, except I think the three of you looked more like a triangle. Matt and Niall stood behind you with their arms around each other and you. It’s a nice photo.”

“I like it. It seems like there should be enough room for the monogram at the bottom, right?”

“I don’t see why not. What about Niall? Have you found something for him yet?”

“No, I kinda zoomed in on this first thing.”

“Let’s go see if Ryan and Ethan have seen anything that would work.”

They found the other pair over by a display of pocket watches. Trevor remembered the watch Ryan had given Ethan, with the special engraving inside.

“I think watches are your thing, Ryan,” Trevor said, smiling.

Ethan touched the silver disc on his left wrist, and the two shared a smile.

“I like pocket watches. They’re cool in an old-fashioned way. Makes me think of times when men were gentlemen. Always top hats, vests, long coats and fashionable canes,” Ryan said.

An idea popped into Trevor head and he spun in a circle, trying to locate the item he sought. He saw them sitting on a display table not far away. He dashed over to look at the possibilities. One caught his eye immediately and he knew it would be perfect.

He held them up for the group to see. “What do you think?”

“Cufflinks?” Ethan asked.

“Yes. Instead of his initials, I’ll put ours. Niall always has to go to these fancy gallery showings and stuff. I know they’re having some kind of reception for him while he’s in the U.K. Wouldn’t it be cool if he could wear these and know that we’re there with him in spirit?”

“Nice, Trev. Good choice.”

Trevor shrugged. “It was Ryan’s little speech that made me think of it. I modernised it, that’s all.”

 

* * * *

 

Soft music softly filled the air of the Irish pub, and a glass of good whisky had made Trevor warm and happily mellow. He leant against Matt’s shoulder, and one of Matt long arms pulled him close.

“Did you have a good shopping trip, bello?”

“Yep.”

“What’d you get me?”

“Not gonna tell, it’d ruin the surprise,” he pouted.

“Maybe if we get him another drink he’ll spill the beans. You know he’s a light-weight,” Niall joked.

“Forget it. These lips are sealed.”

Matt leant in close and put his mouth against Trevor’s ear. “I hope they don’t stay that way. I’m rather fond of those lips. They do such delicious things.”

Matt’s kiss took Trevor by surprise. It was a good thing the group had snagged one of the dark corners when they came in. The privacy protected them from curious eyes while canoodling.

Trevor’s hand secured itself to the back of Matt’s neck as he thrust his tongue into the dark recesses of Matt’s mouth. A lingering taste of the scotch Matt had sipped played over Trevor’s taste buds. Matt’s body pressed close was so good, and the deep, carnal kisses consumed Trevor’s soul.

“Good lord, let the man breathe, Matt!” Logan exclaimed.

Matt pulled back and brushed his lips against Trevor’s. Trevor hummed as Matt nuzzled into his neck. His soft breath exhaled against the wisps of hair behind Trevor’s ear. Time stood still.

“No worries, Trevor is very good at breath control,” Niall quipped.

Logan’s deep laughter rattled around in Trevor’s head and broke the spell Matt had placed him under. He looked across the table and scowled at Logan.

“So the little runt’s a slut, good to know. Now I can tease him unmercifully at work.”

Trevor’s leg shot out and landed right in the middle of Logan’s shin.

“Ow! Fine, you’re not a slut!”

This time Trevor aimed for the other shin.

“Fuck! Trev! What the hell? I apologised.”

“I’m not a runt.”

The entire table erupted with laughter. Logan scrambled for the remote to his implant processors and quickly hit a few buttons.

“Let me get this straight. You take exception to the moniker ‘runt’ but not ‘slut’?”

Trevor scoffed, “Take a look at the two men I sleep with. They can fuck me forwards, backwards and sideways from now until the end of time for all I care.”

“Sounds like a perfect plan to me, honey.” Niall said then claimed a kiss of his own.

“Oh lord, there they go again.”

“I think it’s sweet. You’re crabby because Clay’s back at work. If he was here, the two of you would be sucking face just as much,” Ethan chimed in.

“No, unlike some men in this room, we have a bit of self restraint.”

Trevor’s tongue left Niall’s mouth and aimed itself briefly towards Logan’s face. He needed to relieve himself, so using Niall’s shoulder as a spring board, Trevor launched himself onto his feet.

“Where you going?” Matt asked.

“Gotta hit the head.”

Trevor started walking towards the back of the pub. He sensed a presence behind him and turned to find Ryan on his tail. “Have we turned into women?”

“Nope.”

“You were serious earlier? Not even to take a piss?”

“Not even.”

“Fine, but no peeking,” Trevor grumbled.

“Don’t worry, a lot of guys are pee shy.”

“I am not—” Trevor looked around at the startled faces of other patrons around them. “Pee shy,” he finished on a whisper. “And before you say another word, nor am I ashamed of what god gave me.”

Trevor pushed at the door to the restroom, but before he took a step inside Ryan put a hand on his shoulder and gave it a squeeze. Ryan stepped in front of Trevor and entered. Each of the two stall doors were opened before Ryan signalled that Trevor could take care of business.

He stood at the sink washing his hands afterwards when Matt came in.

“Go ahead Ryan, I’ll walk him back.”

Ryan looked as if he were about to argue, but then turned towards the door and left.

“So…did you come in here to accost me?”

“No, but I did want to talk to you without the others listening in. Did everything really go okay today? Ryan didn’t sense anything out of the ordinary? No creepy feelings, like the ones when you walk home sometimes?”

“How did you—”

“Bello, when you show up at Niall’s or my place, you’re always tense until we ply you with kisses or fuck you into a stupor. On the nights you go back to your place, you call us, and I am trained to notice stress in a person’s voice. I haven’t said anything because I’d hoped you would come to us of your own free will. You say you love us, but love means trust and clearly you don’t trust us. Therefore, I have to question whether you truly do—”

Trevor heart plummeted to the base of his chest faster than a freefalling elevator.

“No!” He rushed Matt, his arms snaked around Matt’s waist and squeezed with all the strength in his body. “I love you! Both of you. It was never a matter of trust. I had nothing concrete to prove something was wrong. Until that video turned up, I’d managed to convince myself that my paranoia was because of those scary movies the two of you have got me watching. Instead of dealing with it on my own, I asked the captain for help, and I was honest with you. Doesn’t that count?”

Trevor stretched on his toes and plastered his mouth to Matt’s. Desperation clung to his lips, and Trevor poured every ounce of love for both his men into the touch.

“Please Matt, please don’t give up on me,” he pleaded.

Matt’s fingers traced Trevor’s cheeks then buried themselves in Trevor’s hair. “Oh, bello. We’re not giving up on you. We love you. You belong to us. Our frustration stemmed from your silence. Both Niall and I knew something was wrong, but we couldn’t get you to talk about it. We had no idea what was going on in your head. And Where the Wild Things Are wasn’t a scary movie.”

“Maybe not scary, but it was all dark and depressing,” Trevor pouted.

Matt’s arms held Trevor tight against chest, and a small sigh escaped. There was nothing like the feel of Matt’s body against him. So much bigger and stronger, and yet each touch gentle and filled with love. All that was missing was Niall pressed against Trevor’s back.

Their irenic bubble burst when a piercing siren filled the room and a bright strobe started to flash above the doorway.

“Move it, Trevor! We’re outta here.”

Trevor dashed for the door. Matt got behind him and herded him towards the front of the pub. Other patrons had their hands covering their ears as they tried to get out the door. Trevor’s head jerked as a high pitch scream broke through the sound of the alarm. Trevor’s fingers slid out of Matt’s hand as a large man shoved his way between them.

“Matt!”

The wall beside Trevor opened, and he was yanked into darkness. A sharp pain pierced Trevor’s neck, and the blackness swallowed him whole.

 

“Trevor!”

“Sir, you need to leave.” the bartender tried to usher Matt towards the front door.

Matt’s head echoed with the sound of the fire alarm, and his heart beat frantically in his chest. Where’d Trevor go? He’d been right behind him!

“No, my partner’s gone. He was right behind me. I won’t leave.”

“Sir, you have to. It’s code. I’m sure he’s outside waiting—”

“You don’t understand! He’s—”

“Matt!” Ryan came running up to them. “Where’s Trevor?”

“I don’t know. His hand was in mine then we got shoved apart, and when I turned around he was gone.”

“Sirs, I’m telling you to leave now!”

Ryan flashed his badge at the bartender. “FBI. We have a possible abduction in progress. I’d bet the alarm is a diversionary tactic. Where are all your exits?”

The bartender went mute, his face slack.

“Now! Where are the exits?” Ryan shouted over the alarm.

One arm shot out towards the hallway. “Back door is that way.”

“Nothing else? What about a basement? Where do you store all your stock?”

“Through here!”

Matt and Ryan followed the quick steps of the bartender. He pulled out a set of keys, and as he went to insert them in the lock, the door swung open.

“That’s odd. This is always locked. No customers at any time. I know I secured it at the start of my shift.”

“Shit! Matt, go out the back door, see if there’s any sign they went that way.” Ryan pulled his weapon from its holster. “I’m going down.”

Matt didn’t question Ryan’s order. He took off down the hall passed the bathrooms and shoved at the bar to the door labelled ‘emergency exit only’ in big red letters. The barrier flew open, and Matt found himself tiny back parking lot. He didn’t sense anything amiss, but his legs took off towards the end of the alley before his brain processed the intent. Fortunately his mental abilities reactivated before he ran right out into traffic. Matt’s eyes scanned the street in both directions but there was no sign of a disturbance.

“Fuck!”

He headed around the front of the building and found Niall, Ethan and Logan speaking with a fireman who’d appeared on scene. Ethan’s arms were waving back and forth as stood toe to toe with the barrel-chested man holding an axe.

“Matt!” Niall yelled and ran towards him.

Matt’s arms gathered Niall close. “He’s gone. I lost him, caro. His hand was in mine and I don’t know what happened. I’m sorry,” Matt choked out.

“No, no. Not your fault, love. It was a mad house in there. We’ll find him. We will, we have to.”

“I’m sorry guys. I don’t mean to interrupt, but do you know where Ryan is, Matt?”

Matt sniffed and blinked several times at Ethan’s image swam in front of him. His hands came up to rub briskly up over his face.

“He went to check out the other exit. There’s a basement where they store their stock and the bartender said there’s some kind of street elevator that’s used for deliveries.”

Matt looked up and saw Ryan in the doorway to the pub. Grasping Niall’s hand in his, they went over to their friend. Ryan’s pale blue eyes were cloudy, a frown marred his lips and his hands were clenched into fists.

“Well?” Matt asked.

“The gates to the elevator were open. It’s a veritable maze down there. Apparently a lot of these buildings are connected and use the same service entrance. When I took the elevator up, it surfaced about fifty yards from the building on the corner of Hereford. Outside there was the smell of burnt rubber, and I saw twin black tread marks heading towards Comm Ave.”

That made sense because earlier Matt had turned in the opposite direction towards Gloucester. He’d turned the wrong direction when he left the pub.

“So what do we do now?” Niall asked.

“I’ve already spoken with Captain Ivers. My department can’t do anything because right now this is still a matter of the state. Because Captain Fredericks had already opened a case file and Trevor is a department employee, they’re moving quickly. The best thing we can do right now is help the police in any way we can to find out who took Trevor. Until then, we have no idea where to begin searching.”

Niall’s body trembled against Matt. Matt tightened his arms around his partner, and kissed Niall’s temple.

Logan walked up to the group. “What about Clay? Will he be assigned to the case?”

“No, he’s in a different district. Given the circumstances, though, I’ve asked that he be brought in as a special resource.”

Ethan’s eyes shot wide open. “You can do that?”

“The captain owed me a favour.”

“All right, let’s head over to my condo. It’s only a few blocks away.”

Heads nodded in triplicate. As they walked towards where they’d all parked, Matt caught sight of Trevor’s coat over Logan’s arm. His chest constricted at the sight of the empty fabric. He’d given Trevor the coat for Christmas, the wool designed to keep his lover warm. Now Trevor was who knew where, without any protection from the cold. Beneath the coat, Logan carried a shopping bag.

He touched Logan’s shoulder. “What’s in the bag?”

Logan stopped and looked at the plastic clutched in his hand. His eyes met Matt’s and the bright blue hue shimmered. “It’s your Valentine’s gifts. I grabbed this stuff when the alarm went off, didn’t even think.” He held out the coat and bag. “You want them?”

Niall accepted Trevor’s coat but placed his hand on top of Logan’s holding the bag. “No, you keep them safe. Trevor will give them to us when he comes home.”

Logan nodded and Matt’s hand slid into Niall’s. Their fingers locked together with a squeeze. Matt caught Niall lifting Trevor’s coat up to his face. He pulled Niall into his arms and let Trevor’s scent wash over them. 

They would find him, he had to believe that. 

Matt’s head lifted as Ethan’s voice rang out over the noise of the street as he chatted into his cell phone.

Ethan spun around to face Matt and Niall then started walking backwards. “What’s your address? Rick, Conor and Calleigh are going to join us. The kids are at her mom’s.”

Matt cleared his throat and guided Niall down the street. “It’s three-eighty-six Marlbourough, unit 1A.”

Ethan relayed the directions then signed off. “They said they should be there in about twenty minutes, give or take.”

“That’ll be fine. Thank you for calling them.”

Ethan’s hand waved off. “They’re Trevor’s friends too. They get busy with the kids, but they’re as much a part of this group as any of us.”

“I couldn’t agree more. Now why don’t we use our powers as Trevor’s friends to bring him home?”


Chapter Fifteen

 

 

 

Trevor tried opening his eyes, but there was something covering his face. His head pounded and felt as if it were stuffed with massive wads of cotton. He couldn’t move his hands, as they were secured with some kind of thick tape behind his back. His bare feet sat on a cold, hard surface—if the grit under his toes told him anything, it was probably concrete. His ankles were lashed to the legs of whatever chair held him with the same adhesive. Trevor’s skin pimpled as the damp air settled on exposed skin.

“So you’re finally awake? I’d begun to worry I misjudged the dosage.”

Trevor’s throat felt as though he’d swallowed sandpaper, but he managed to croak out, “Who are you? What do you want?”

“I’m hurt, Trevor. Do you not recognise the voice of your master? You’ve been a very naughty pet, playing in other people’s backyards.”

Trevor was tempted to say something smart, but it was probably best not to antagonise the psycho holding him hostage. Not until he had use of more than three senses working in his favour.

“I don’t know—”

“Stop talking. I’ll let you know when I want to hear something from you. In fact…”

The distinctive rending of duct tape filled the air then the pungent smell of chemicals assaulted Trevor’s nose. He jerked in the chair. Using all the strength in his legs, he tried to push against the floor. He twisted his hips and found himself at a precarious tilt, until a hand tunnelled in his hair and yanked with enough force to make Trevor yelp. The chair righted itself with a smack against the ground and vibrations reverberated up Trevor’s body with the impact.

“Sit still and shut up.”

The tape covered Trevor’s lips and tears dampened the blindfold covering his eyes. Trevor tried to twist his head away, but the hand in his hair tightened and he felt a pair of lips at his ear.

“Now, lover, you and I are going to have a little chat. If you’re a good boy then I might take the tape off so we can do more pleasurable things with those lips of yours.”

Trevor’s gut rolled and he tried to slow his breathing through his nose so not to puke. His tongue tingled and started to go numb. Trevor knew it was from the tape covering his body. He’d always avoided the stuff because he seemed to have this kind of reaction.

“Nice. Now first off, I think we need to get you more comfortable.”

Fingers began plucking at the buttons of Trevor’s shirt, their touch almost gentle. When the fingers ended up at Trevor’s waistline, he tried to squirm away from the probing digits.

“Shh, it’s okay baby. I’ll take care of you.”

What the fuck? Is this a seduction or abduction?

Trevor’s chest heaved, and he pulled at the binding around his wrists. The tape held him immobile, no give whatsoever. Fingers now danced around his crotch, and the whisky he’d had earlier once again threatened to make an appearance. The button to his jeans came undone and the zipper lowered. Trevor thanked whatever gods existed in the universe that the psycho’s touch went no further.

“There now, isn’t that better?”

Trevor didn’t move for several heartbeats. A smack to the back of his head rewarded his efforts.

“I asked you a question, boy!”

Trevor tried to nod, but it was getting harder to hold his head up. A hand smoothed down Trevor’s chest, and a thumb brushed over his pebbled nipple.

“You’re looking good, pet. At least those whores you’ve taken up with keep you fed. I think you’ve even bulked up a little. Not too much. Not enough to really change this sweet little body of yours, but nice all the same. I have to admit a few months ago you had started to look a little skinny, even for you.”

A terrible screech filled the room. The sound echoed off the walls. He must be in a basement or something. That would explain the cold damp air. The screech became a bang and Trevor jolted.

“Now that we’re comfortable, we can get down to business. As I said you’ve been very naughty pet, taking up with those two men. I taught you better than that. You’re mine. I set you free, so you’d find your way home. But instead you’ve become a whore.”

Trevor’s head whipped to the side and pain exploded across his cheek. Seconds passed then a pair of lips kissed the stinging skin.

“Your punishment hurts me more than you, pet. But it must be done, otherwise you’ll run all over, piddling wherever you want. Now you’re going to sit here and think about what you’ve done.”

Beneath the sound of high-pitched bells reverberating in his head, Trevor thought he might have recognised something in the voice across from him. Something in the cadence tried to jog a memory loose, but it scampered away before Trevor could catch it. He supposed he was alone now, with nothing but his thoughts to keep him company. Trevor tried to centre his body, to focus as he’d seen Niall do when his warrior meditated.

Beneath the dank air, he thought there might be a touch of brine. Was he near the harbour? There was a loud pop behind him, a car backfiring maybe? So he was somewhere still near civilisation. Trevor’s muscles tightened as a result of the cold sinking beneath his exposed skin. He took a deep breath though his nose and tried to relax. The worst thing he could do was let his mind run amok. He had to remain focused, he had to wait it out until Matt and Niall found him. Trevor knew Ryan and Clay would pool their resources to ferret out any clues to the identity of his attacker. However, if he didn’t know who had him how could his friends possibly figure it out?

 

 * * * *

 

Matt stood at his kitchen sink, knuckles white as he gripped the edge. It’d been hours, and they were no closer to figuring out who might have taken Trevor than when they’d started. A pair of small arms came around him from behind and for the briefest of seconds, Matt imagined it was Trevor. But the scent was wrong. Trevor didn’t smell of lavender and vanilla.

“How are you holding up?”

He turned to find Calleigh with her honey blonde hair twisted up behind her head, her normally sparkling brown eyes muddy with exhaustion and sadness.

“Whatever discomfort I feel can’t compare to what Trevor’s living through, so I’m fine. Niall and I appreciate your support.”

He glanced over Calleigh’s shoulder to see all their friends filling his small parlour. His condo was not designed for socialising, but it had been close to the pub, and at the time expediency of action had been imperative. Now, all they’d managed to do was hurry up and wait.

“It’s getting late. I don’t think we’re going to accomplish anything more tonight. Why don’t you take your men home?”

Calleigh shook her head. “We’re not abandoning you. We’ll think of something. There has to be a clue somewhere, we only have to find the right thread to pull and the mystery will unravel.”

Conor wrapped his arms around Calleigh’s waist. “Just so. We willna leave ye to cool yer heels alone. We canny let dis galla win.”

Rick joined them and placed a kiss on both Conor and Calleigh’s lips. “Clay said Fredericks called a little while ago. He said that all of the cases Trevor’s worked recently are tied up with a neat little bow. No suspects unaccounted for, nobody out on bail. I’m trying to think what the next avenue should be.”

Matt’s eyes followed Clay as he headed their direction, carrying his coffee cup with eyes focused on the pot Niall had kept filled throughout the night.

“The video Trevor received implied that he belonged to whoever was behind this. When we questioned him, he said there’d been no nasty break ups and he said he never dabbled in BDSM, so there was no Master he’d run out on,” Clay said.

Logan’s hand landed on his fiancé’s shoulder blades and rubbed in circles. “No, he was never into that stuff. In fact, I was so glad when he started seeing the two of you because I knew you were good guys. I was tired of seeing bruises on his body when he came to work.”

Niall charged over from the sofa a few feet away. “What bruises?” he growled.

Logan sighed. “Trevor’s always like them big.” A blush stained Logan’s cheeks. “Sorry, Matt.”

“No apologies. I am a big guy, but I’d never use my strength to hurt someone.”

“I know, that’s why I thought you and Trevor—and of course you, Niall—were a good thing.” 

Niall waved off Logan’s addendum. “I don’t doubt Trevor’s love for me. I may not be as bulky as Matt, but I still tower over Trevor, so he gets what he needs.”

Logan nodded. “Anyway, some of the guys Trevor dated had big egos and attitudes to match their bodies. More than once Trevor showed up with bruises around his wrists from where they’d grabbed him. He always played it off as an accident or the fact that the sex had gotten a little rough, but I never bought it.”

“Did this happen with one guy he was seeing in particular or in general?” Ryan asked. “Was it an abusive relationship, or was Trevor habitually attracted to violent types?”

“I’ve been trying to think about that all night. The problem is that I was never sure exactly who Trevor was seeing and when. He never stuck with anyone for very long. If I had known, you can bet your ass they’d have gotten a visit from a pissed off Army Ranger.”

Ethan joined their powwow. “So do you know any of their names?”

Logan rubbed his head, and Matt saw his hands shake. Matt sensed that the night’s stress was triggering some of Logan’s symptoms. He moved over towards his friend and patient. “Logan? Do you need anything? I appreciate your help, but don’t push yourself too hard. It’s okay if you need to rest a few minutes.”

Clay gathered Logan close and murmured something into his processors. Logan’s head shook and the tension slowly eased. It was good to see Logan’s trust in his partner. Clay’s support had been a critical element to Logan’s recovery process. All things considered, Logan had handled the anxiety around the day very well, and Matt was pleased.

Matt joined the rest of the group over by the sofa and fireplace, giving Clay and Logan a few moments to themselves. He sat on the sofa and pulled Niall onto his lap. Niall’s head immediately landed on Matt’s shoulder. Raven black hair as soft as the bird’s feathers caressed Matt’s neck. Matt’s hand skimmed over Niall’s hip, and Niall’s solid weight upon him grounded Matt. Logan and Clay came over with fresh cups of coffee.

“Sorry everyone,” Logan said softly.

“I didn’t mean to push you, Logan, I’m sorry” Ethan murmured.

“No, no, it’s not your fault. Sometimes stuff like that hits me with no warning. I was fine one minute and the next shaking as if I were a leaf.” Logan leant over and kissed Clay. “My fiancé has gotten very good at talking me down, and my psychiatrist has taught me invaluable tools to recognise the symptoms before they spiral out of control.” Logan smiled in Matt’s direction. “Okay, names. I think he’s dated maybe three guys in the six or seven months before getting together with the two of you.”

Ryan sat at Matt’s desk and opened up a database through the FBI’s network on Matt’s laptop. “Hit me.”

Ryan’s access had probably thrown a giant red flag up on his IP address, but all things considered, Matt didn’t really care that much.

“There was a Lee Anderson. That didn’t last more than a month. And Nick something with a ‘W’. Williams? No. Winters?”

Clay snapped his fingers. “No, it was Winger, like the band!”

“That’s it! Thank you. And the only other one I can remember was Frank Hampton.”

“Good. Now do you remember any of those three leaving more bruises, or Trevor saying anything about them being overly possessive?” Clay asked.

“Sorry, no. The last time was early fall, September maybe, because Trevor was already wearing long sleeves. I only caught sight of them in the restroom when he was washing his hands one day, but I don’t know in what order he saw those guys.”

“Okay, I’ve got address and places of work on all three. I’m going to hand this over to the detective in charge. Maybe they can get alibis.”

Ryan started down Matt’s spiral staircase, phone already to his ear. Matt nuzzled Niall.

“See, caro? We’re already one step closer”

Niall’s midnight eyes met Matt’s, and their foreheads touched.

“It’s been hours though, love. We have no idea what’s happened to him. What this guy has done. What if they’ve…hurt him? What if he’s…” Niall voice caught at the end.

“Don’t do this to yourself, caro. Don’t play that game. We’ll bring him home. Truly home. I’ve already spoken with a realtor about putting this place on the market. She thinks I can get a good return on my investment even in this economy. We’ll get Trevor out of his lease, and then the three of us will make a family. Your vision has become reality, caro. I can feel him. I can feel his spirit with us. He’s still here, he holding on, waiting for us to find him.”

“I want to hold him, Matt. I want him in my arms again.”

“I know. I do too, and we will. I promise.”

Matt looked over at the steps when he heard Ryan’s feet hit the metal treads. His breath caught, and his heart galloped in his chest.

“It’s done. They’ll send out some units in the morning to track down the three men.”

“In the morning?” Calleigh exclaimed.

“Without any evidence, they can’t just go banging on doors in the middle of the night,” Clay explained.

“Okay everybody. I think we all need to get some sleep at this point. Technically, it is morning. We’ll do Trevor no good, if we’re too exhausted to think clearly when the news comes in,” Ryan said.

Matt’s hand smacked Niall’s ass. “Up, caro. Let’s see our guests to the door then I’ll take you to bed.”

It took a few minutes but eventually Matt’s condo emptied and he shut off the lights. He turned and found an empty parlour, but sounds from downstairs echoed up the stairwell. He didn’t know if he would actually sleep, but at least he could hold Niall for a few hours.

 

* * * *

 

“Matt?”

Matt heard Niall’s soft voice in the dark bedroom as clear as a shout across the room. “Yes, caro?”

“Do you think it’d be wrong if we…never mind.”

“You want to make love to me, Niall?”

Niall’s body twisted so they were facing each other, his eyes wide and mouth agape.

“You’d do that?”

“Sure, why not?”

“Well, I didn’t think you liked it or something. We’ve never…you’ve always been in the driver’s seat.”

“We did fall into those roles, didn’t we? I do like it. Not as much as you or Trevor, but sometimes… Sure.”

Matt rolled onto his back and brought Niall over the top of him. He spread his legs, and Niall’s hips nestled perfectly into the cradle of Matt’s body. Niall stretched his frame out as much as possible and his lips landed on Matt’s neck.

“Tell me we’re not doing something wrong here,” Niall beseeched into Matt’s ear.

“Why would it be wrong? We need to share our love as much tonight as we do every night, more in fact. I need to feel your touch. I need to know at least one of men I love is safe and here in my arms. Love me, Niall.”

“Forever. Yo mutah mutu nutah…wipi kutah.”

“That’s beautiful. What does it mean?”

“It comes from the father of my people, Sachem Uncas. Its literal translation means, this heart is not my heart…but your heart.”

Matt gasped as Niall sucked on the skin of his neck. “Very…very poetic man.”

“Mm’hm,” Niall murmured as he placed kisses down Matt’s chest.

Matt’s cock filled and he felt Niall’s similar response against his hip. Niall’s fingers played with Matt’s nipples, the nubs not nearly as sensitive as Trevor’s but plenty responsive to the stimulation. Niall’s mouth moved over every inch of Matt’s body. No nook or cranny went unexplored, no hill or valley unconquered. Matt’s hands touched Niall wherever he could reach. Silken hair threaded though his hands, smooth skin glided beneath the tips of his fingers. Niall got Matt to roll onto his stomach, and those magical lips started their journey all over again.

Matt slowly went insane. When Niall’s fingers finally traced over the curve of his buttocks, he pushed into the touch. He needed those fingers inside him. Long, elegant artist’s fingers able to capture stark beauty or help a victim heal beyond their pain with one snap.

“Where’s the lube, love?”

“Bathroom. Got a new bottle the other day.”

When Niall’s heat left Matt’s back, he moaned. He should have put the lube in the bedside drawer, what had he been thinking?

Niall returned in less than a minute. Matt turned his head and saw one of the most perfect bodies in his existence. Niall stood in the doorframe. He carried a candle Matt remembered stashing in the bathroom in case the power went out. The flickering flame danced over skin dusky with the heritage of Niall’s people, except for two white scars across his chest. The two tattoos were dark shadows beneath his skin, Niall’s past as much a part of him as his present. Matt ideally wondered if Niall would be willing to get another tattoo to symbolise his, Trevor’s and Matt’s love. Sleek curves of toned muscle sat gracefully beneath naturally smooth skin.

Niall closed the distance between them. He placed the candle in its holder on the bedside table then climbed back onto the bed. Matt felt Niall’s warm skin against him again, their bodies touching but not yet united. Matt groaned as he realised he needed this more than he’d anticipated. He needed to be claimed by his men, as much as he’d claimed them in the beginning. He wanted to experience this for the rest of his life. 

Matt had never craved the feel of another man inside him until now. All he could think about was Niall’s cock inside his body. Cool lube landed on top of Matt’s hole. The fingers he’d craved now massaged the gel into his hot skin. One finger pushed inside, and Matt’s hands clenched in the sheets. He spread his legs a little wider, arching up into the penetration. It burned, but Matt had never been afraid to play with fire. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d done this. A year ago? Year and a half?

The first bite faded and Matt arched up for more. Niall didn’t add a second right away. Instead that finger explored Matt’s channel, smoothing up and down the walls that rippled with tension. Matt lay flat on the bed, and Niall angled his finger downwards, sliding right across Matt’s gland. A guttural moan escaped as a spike of pleasure poured from every cell of his body. Matt’s muscles quivered as he tightened his chute around Niall’s digit.

Matt’s body stretched to accommodate the second invader. The burn was back, deeper, a throb that caused Matt to hunger for more. Niall’s breaths came in short gasps from behind Matt. Matt’s cock strained against the sheets and precum dampened the fabric. Niall played Matt’s body as a virtuoso played their instrument, his touch hitting that spot inside, stoking the fire churning in Matt’s body.

“Please, Niall. Want you. Need you.”

“I know, love. I can see you. Your back is gleaming with sweat, your body opening to accept mine. I see. I see everything you are, everything you have been, everything you will become.”

Niall’s fingers left and Matt missed the touch almost immediately, but he knew what was coming. He’d been there, in that moment right before he entered another man’s body. The anticipation of how tightly that body below you will clasp around your cock. The excitation of thousands of nerve endings, sending signals to your brain in that first moment you push your way inside, telling you it was perfection personified.

Niall closed Matt’s legs, his knees resting on the bed outside Matt’s legs. The penetration was slow. It was everything Matt remembered and yet nothing he’d ever experienced. No man before had ever filled him the way Niall did. Niall settled his body on top of Matt’s. Skin to skin, Niall rocked into Matt over and over. His cock dragged across Matt’s prostate with every thrust. Niall’s power came from his tempered strength. Matt loved that power, wanted it, wanted everything Niall had to give him. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the rush of feelings. Every thrust echoed in his body as Niall moved within him.

The long, slow lovemaking was exactly what Matt needed. It reaffirmed his connection to Niall, it gave him the peace that had been absent since the moment Trevor’s hand slipped from his grasp so many hours ago. Almost twelve now, twelve hours since he’d lost his bello. Silent tears trickled from the corners of Matt’s eyes. Niall’s hands linked with his and squeezed.

“I have you, love. It’s okay, let it go. Let it go.”

The tears no longer trickled but poured. Matt’s body heaved, and Niall’s weight above him, inside him, kept him pinned to the bed. Niall continued to push his way deeper into Matt’s heart, and when the tears stopped, Niall’s lips licked the salt from Matt’s skin.

“There now. The evil is gone, only good spirits remain.”

Niall pushed up and knelt behind Matt. Matt moved onto his hands and knees. He pushed back into each shove of Niall’s dick. Matt cried out as Niall’s hand surrounded his cock and began to jerk. Smooth strokes across his sensitive head combined with Niall’s possession of his body shot Matt up towards the moon. He hovered for the briefest of seconds then came crashing back towards earth as he came. Niall continued to thrust, and right when Matt thought he’d come into his landing, another gust sent him soaring back towards the heavens. Again and again, until his body literally collapsed with Niall still buried deep within him. Matt worked the muscles in his rear to bring Niall over the edge of bliss and, with a cry, his lover spilled inside him.

Exhaustion pulled Matt under. He vaguely heard Niall head for the bathroom and when a warm cloth cleaned the traces of their love from his body, Matt sighed. 

Niall slipped his arms around Matt and buried his face in the curved of Matt’s neck. “Great Spirit, whose voice I hear in the winds and whose breath gives life to the world. I come before you, one of your many children. I am small and weak—I need your strength and wisdom.”

Matt lifted Niall’s hands to his mouth and kissed the palm. He drifted away with hope that Niall’s whispered prayer would be heard. 

  


Chapter Sixteen

 

 

 

Trevor no longer felt his hands or feet. Ice filled his veins and shivers racked his body. He’d been left alone for who knows how long. Time was irrelevant. All he thought about was getting the hell out of there. He focused on his memories of Niall and Matt. How it felt to lie on the couch with his head in their laps watching a movie, the warmth of sleeping between them. Little touches in the night as the three of them each reaffirmed to their subconscious that their partners were still with them. He remember how it felt to be held between them, how Matt’s weight pressed him into the bed so perfectly, how Niall’s graceful hands caressed every inch of Trevor’s body with reverence. Thought of the photos Niall had taken proof of their love for one another.

He wanted to go home, and it was up to him to get there. Trevor pulled energy from deep within his body. He twisted the tape at his wrists. Over and over. It stretched a fraction. Not enough to get out, but enough to give Trevor hope. With renewed vigour, Trevor worked the binding. His skin was raw from the adhesive, the skin on fire from whatever reaction Trevor had to the chemicals. He pushed the discomfort to the back of his brain and continued to twist and turn.

An explosive crack filled the space, and the sound of footsteps came towards him.

“Good morning, pet. Did you have a good night? I hope the rats didn’t nibble on your toes too badly. I’d hate to see your perfect skin marred by their sharp little teeth, disease-filled vermin. They’re predicting snow today. I’d take you to the park, but I think the other pet owners would become jealous and try to steal you away from me.”

Warm fingers touched Trevor’s cheek. The heat on his icy skin was nearly painful.

“You have a nasty bruise here. Maybe that will remind you to obey your master. No more whoring, right?”

Trevor shook his head. Whatever the guy wanted. Whatever he said, it didn’t matter. Only getting home mattered.

“Good boy. I think a little more time in your kennel then we’ll be able to restart your obedience classes.”

Lips landed on Trevor’s forehead and he tried not to jerk away from the touch. Don’t antagonise, don’t be combative, survive, escape. That was his mantra.

“Now, do you need to relieve yourself?”

Trevor shook his head. There was no way he was letting this guy anywhere near his dick. He’d piss himself before letting that happen.

“Come now, pet. You’ve been down here a long time. The body has certain functions that must be met.”

That hand slid down Trevor’s chest, heading for his waist. Trevor screamed behind the tape. He bucked and pushed against the floor with his feet. A heavy body landed on top of him, thick legs straddled either side of Trevor’s hips, and arms with the strength of a boa constrictor squeezed around Trevor’s chest. He couldn’t move, he couldn’t breathe.

“That was uncalled for. It’s not like I haven’t seen your cock, lover. There’s no need for modesty.”

Trevor gagged as he felt the man’s erection press against his stomach. The sick fuck was getting off on this! Why that shocked Trevor he wasn’t sure, but it did all the same. 

“Now let’s try this again. Do you need to relieve yourself?”

Trevor refused to move a muscle. Trevor finally got a decent breath when his captor climbed off his lap. He savoured the feel of his lungs expanding, even the mildew scented air didn’t bother him.

“You want to be stubborn? Fine. I was trying to be considerate, but now you can suffer. You will not piss yourself, otherwise this will seem as if it were just a love tap.”

A set of knuckles landed in Trevor’s gut. The force behind the punch sent a concussion wave throughout his body. His throat burned with the sound of pain exploding from his chest.

“I’m leaving for now. Don’t worry. I won’t be far away, but apparently you’re not as ready as I thought. Some more time alone is in order before we begin your training. This time however…”

Trevor was trying to catch his breath and therefore was not prepared for the next assault. His captor shoved something in his ears, cutting off all sound. A whimper echoed inside Trevor’s head. He was isolated, with nothing but his sense of smell to feed him input. His heart raced, his breathing turned choppy, and despite being colder than anything he’d ever experienced, Trevor began to sweat.

He eventually got himself under control. The panic attack faded as he forced air in and out slowly. He pictured Matt and Niall. Their voices coached Trevor until his pulse rate slowed to a moderate level. Right, time to get the fuck out of here.

 

* * * *

 

“So the uniforms said two of our three suspects have air tight alibis. We haven’t managed to track down the third. We’ve tried both his last known address and the employer listed on his last tax return,” Clay said.

Niall paced around his living room in circles. They’d decided to move the gathering across the channel because there was more space than at Matt’s.

“What about known associates?” Ethan asked.

“His employer said the guy always keeps to himself. He’s due to arrive for a shift at the restaurant tonight. We’ll obviously be on the premises to speak with him, assuming he shows up.”

Ryan heaved out a breath. “We’re closing in on thirty hours.”

“I know,” Clay said solemnly.

“No!” Niall exclaimed. “I will not have you giving up hope. Forget that twenty-four hour statistic. We will find him. We will bring him home! We have to,” he finished softly.

Niall was gathered into Matt’s arms, and a pair of hands rested on his shoulders from behind him.

“We 'ill fend 'imself. 'As anyone been ter 'is apartment lately? Maybe there is sum kind av clue there,” Conor asked.

Niall looked at Matt, Matt stared back. Niall turned to see Logan’s head shaking back and forth.

“Fine. Two of you go check that out. The rest will stay here.”

“I have a key. I’ll go,” Logan said.

Niall and Matt had keys as well, but he could tell Logan needed to do something productive. He nodded then leant up to kiss Matt. “Let me?”

Matt’s hands clasped the sides of Niall’s face and pulled him in for a deeper kiss. Their tongues duelled fiercely, and Niall clung to Matt’s sweatshirt.

“You be safe, you hear me. You come back to me,” Matt ordered.

“I will, I promise.”

 

Logan unlocked Trevor’s front door. When they entered they froze where they stood. The entire place was trashed. Couch ripped to shreds, curtains in rags hanging from bent rods above the windows. Trevor’s movies scattered to the four corners of the room, many snapped in half and his prize television had what looked like bullet holes in the screen.

Logan pointed at the TV. “Oh, he’s gonna be pissed about that one.”

“Yeah.”

Niall couldn’t tear his eyes away from the spidery round holes. If they were bullet holes then that meant whoever had Trevor was not only armed, but unafraid to use the weapon. Why hadn’t anyone in the building reported the shots? Why hadn’t the police’s fancy bullet tracker system picked up the report?

“Shall we continue the tour?”

They walked back towards Trevor’s bedroom. The floor crunched beneath his feet and Niall peered into the bathroom to see that the mirror was shattered and it looked like the burglar had spilled every household item Trevor kept under the sink all over the floor, shower stall and sink.

Logan shook his head. “Now that seems a tad juvenile.”

They kept walking back to Trevor’s bedroom, and Niall immediately saw that Trevor’s mattress had received the same treatment as the couch. Trevor’s clothes were torn to shreds and strewn all over the room. Niall even spied the pair of Armani jeans and shirt he’d gotten from that photo shoot back in the fall in pieces. He walked closer to the mattress. He knew Trevor kept his keepsakes in a box beneath the bed, so he bent down to see if it was still there.

Niall peered beneath the bed, found Trevor’s box and flipped open the lid.

“Wait! We shouldn’t touch anything. We’ve got to call this in and if we get our prints all over everything, it’ll contaminate the evidence.”

Niall held the box in his hand. Something in his gut told him that there was something important inside. It was already compromised. To hell with the cops, he was keeping this.

“Fine. Call it in, but I’m still looking inside the box. I’ll tell them I touched it before we realised it wasn’t a good idea.”

Niall walked back towards the bathroom. He knew Trevor kept a box of rubber gloves in there for cleaning. He snapped on a pair and carried the box out to Trevor’s tiny kitchenette. Trevor’s few dishes had been pulled from the cabinets and now lay all over the floor in a colourful mosaic. The intruder hadn’t destroyed the frosted glass door to the cabinets themselves. Curious, since he’d had no compunction about shattering the bathroom mirror. He shifted through old concert tickets and a faded photo of Trevor as a little boy. He sat between two adults that Niall assumed were Trevor’s parents. There was an open condom wrapper and Niall chuckled, souvenir from Trevor’s lost virginity maybe? Niall’s fingers caressed a photo of him, Matt and Trevor someone had taken on New Year’s Eve. Trevor’s bright blue eyes shone with happiness. The three of them wore silly hats and were blowing some of those shiny fringe noisemakers out at the camera. At the very bottom was a newspaper clipping. It had aged and yellowed, but was still in one piece.

Logan turned the corner from the hallway. He tapped the back of his processor then placed his phone back in his pocket. “Cops are on their way. Both Detective Marks from yesterday and Captain Fredericks. He’s the one I called. What’d you find?”

Niall gestured to the devices behind Logan’s ears. “What did you do?”

“Hmm? Oh I can switch them into a special phone mode. Gives me an extra boost so I can hear the person on the other end of the line easier without any interference from the microphones.”

Niall frowned as he realised how insensitive he’d been to Logan’s disability. “I’m sorry, Logan. You could have told me to make the call. I forget sometimes those things I take for granted are a challenge for you.”

Logan placed his hand on Niall’s shoulder and squeezed. “First of all, thank you. That’s probably the best compliment a person can give me. Secondly, you’re under a lot of stress and not thinking as clearly as you normally would. Finally, I make phone calls all the time. Yes it’s hard, especially if I don’t know the person I’m speaking to but it’s part of our everyday lives, and I’ve learned to compensate.”

Niall shoulders sagged and he rubbed his burning eyes. Warmth enveloped him when Logan’s arms encircled Niall’s back. Niall let himself lean on Logan’s strength for a minute before he stepped out of the embrace and cleared his throat.

He held up the last item he’d found in the box. “It’s a newspaper article about some house over in East Boston. It says the house was recently purchased after having been abandoned several years ago.” 

“Trevor lived in East Boston when he was a kid, before his old man left. Maybe the house in the article is his childhood home. A memory of better times?”

Niall made sure to make eye contact with Logan when he spoke, “Maybe. Can you read this writing on the side?”

Logan squinted and turned his head sideways. “For my pet? Does that mean anything to you?”

Niall frowned. “No. Unless…no that’s too much of a stretch.”

“Stretch away, buddy.”

“Fine. The message under Trevor’s neighbour’s dog said something about runaway pets, this says ‘pet’. What if…what if the person who gave this to Trevor and the person who owns this old house are the one in the same?”

“Son of a bitch,” Logan whispered. “Do you think it’s possible?”

Niall stared at the photo in the clipping. “I don’t know. There’s nothing here that says ‘X’ marks the spot, but in my gut I can’t help but think there’s some kind of connection.”

“I never argue with a gut. Mine saved my ass more than once when I was still in the Rangers.”

“There’s no address listed here. How do we find out where this house is exactly and who owns it?”

Logan smiled, “That my friend is why it behoves us to have a police detective and FBI agent in our back pocket.”

There was a pounding sound at the front door.

“BPD! Callen, you in there?”

“We’re here and unarmed!” Niall shouted.

Logan raised his eyebrow, and Niall shrugged. “Never hurts to be cautious.”

Logan shoulders shook with laughter, and Niall couldn’t help but get caught up. He moved to answer the door and let the cops in. A man in uniform and two in suits piled in and quickly shut the door.

“Damn it cold out there! The snow is starting to pile up as well.”

Logan moved over between the recent arrivals and Niall. “Niall, this is Captain Fredericks, Trevor’s and my boss. Captain, this is Niall Roberge, Trevor’s partner.”

The middle aged man came forwards and clasped Niall’s hand. “I’m very sorry, Mr. Roberge. Be assured that our department is doing everything we can to track down Trevor and whoever took him.”

“I appreciate that, Captain.” Niall held up the newspaper clipping. “This may be a clue. We found it in Trevor’s memento box.”

The captain put on a pair of gloves and took the paper from Niall. “Can’t say I appreciate you poking around before we cleared the scene, but at least you used gloves.”

“The only things I touched in the apartment before donning the gloves are the front door knob and the outside of the box this was found in. Logan was much better behaved.”

The captain looked around at the mess. “I gotta say there’s probably not much we can do here, other than file an incident report. Trevor should be able to claim the break-in under his renter’s insurance once he returns.”

Niall appreciated the captain’s use of language and understood that they were more concerned with finding Trevor than dealing with the mess in Trevor’s apartment.

Detective Marks came back from Trevor’s bedroom with his pen flying away on a small notebook pad. “In Trevor’s absence and in consideration with his relationship with the department, I’ve got the uniform cataloguing the damage for the report. Mr. Roberge, have you noticed anything missing? Small items may be overlooked but significant pieces that could be pawned we can attempt to track down.”

“No, sir. Trevor doesn’t really have a lot of material possessions. His biggest pride and joy was that television,” Niall said, pointing to the corpse of technology.

Detective Mark’s winced, “Is that one of those new four colour, high def LCD sets?” He whistled softly. “That one’s going to hurt. Wait, are those—” He walked over and flicked on his flashlight. The beam shot though the thin screen onto the wall behind the TV.

Niall had been so focused on the screen itself that he didn’t think to look any further. There was a knock at the front door, and Logan went to open it.

“Hey Gale, thanks for taking the call.” Logan gestured for Niall to join him. “Niall this is Gale Benner. She’s one of the CSIs Trevor and I work with.”

Niall offered his hand, “Nice to meet you.”

Detective Marks waved the CSI over towards him. “Gale! Priority one. Get these bullets out of the wall and over to the lab. Have—” Marks looked back over his shoulder at Logan. “Well shit, you’re here.”

Logan went over to the wall and peered through the hole. “I’m going with them. It’s the best way I can help Trevor right now. This one appears to be intact. It looks like the stud prevented any damage to the round. Now that’s a one in a billion shot.”

“Um, guys? If you move, I can do my job and we get this evidence processed.”

Both men stepped away, and Niall turned to see Captain Fredericks still looking at the newspaper clipping. “What do you think, Captain?”

“Your theory is possible. The part that sucks is normally I would give this to Trevor to enhance so we can try to attempt to identify exactly where this house is located.”

“I might be able to help you with that, Captain.”

“What? How?”

“I’m a photographer. I have a complete digital lab set up in my studio.”

“No shit? What are we waiting for then? Callen!” Fredericks waited until Logan looked over at him. “You good?”

“Good, sir. I’m taking this slug back to the lab to see if I get a hit in IBIS. I’ll call you and Marks the second I know anything either way.”

“Mr. Roberge, let’s go see if you can wave your magic wand the same way Mitchell can.”

 

* * * *

 

Niall clicked the scan button and a digital image of the newspaper clipping slowly appeared on the large monitor in his studio. He’d increased the resolution of the scan so they could enlarge the image, selecting only that portion with the photo of the house. He opened his Adobe Lightroom programme and imported the photo.

Fredericks looked over Niall’s shoulder. “Hey that’s not bad.”

Niall moved his mouse over the screen and set the pixel ratio to one-to-one—this essentially zoomed the photo in the active window. They could now move around and focus on any part of the picture they wanted to.

“That makes things easier on my old eyes,” Fredericks joked.

Next Niall increased the exposure one-third of a stop, which lightened the image to combat the yellowing of the newspaper. He then clicked on the development tab and played with the temperature, tint, contrast and noise reduction. It was a quick, dirty job but sufficient for their needs.

“All right, let’s see what we’ve got.” Niall set the ratio back so they could view the entire image on the active screen. What appeared was a picture as it probably looked the day it was shot.

Fredericks slapped Niall on the back. “Not bad. Not bad at all. Can you zoom in on the house number?”

Niall did, but they couldn’t read it due to a large shadow. He selected his spot brush and did some more manipulation with the exposure and sharpness. The number nineteen appeared in clear contrast to the surrounding image. Niall’s heart raced as the digit leapt from the screen.

Fredericks pumped his fist. “Yes! Now, nineteen what?”

Niall moved the mouse all over the image but there was no indication of street name anywhere. “Sir, you see that truck? If I can get you a license plate can you pull up the DMV file for the registered owner? It might give us a street name.”

“Good thinking.” He removed the radio from his belt. “Dispatch, this is Fredericks three-one-two.”

“Go ahead, three-one-two.”

“I need you to run a plate for me…” Fredericks looked down at the screen to see the spot Niall had enhanced. “One-Six-Charlie-Victor-two-five.”

Seconds passed until the disembodied female voice echoed through the tiny speaker, “One-Six-Charlie-Victor-two-five. No wants, no warrants. Registered to A. Edelman, number twenty Haynes, East Boston.”

Niall nearly jumped up and kissed the Captain. They had an address! Now all they had to do was find out who owned the house. As Matt had said the night before—they were one step closer.

Niall’s phone rang on the desk, and he looked at the screen to see Rick’s name.

“We’ve got an address,” Niall said before Rick could get a word out.

He heard the clicking of computer keys through the connection. “What is it? I’ll do a reverse address search.”

Niall rattled off the address and waited while the results popped up.

“Got you fucker! The resident is listed as S. Hampton.”

Niall relayed the information to Captain Fredericks who held up his hand.

“Just a minute, Mr. Roberge. So far all we have is a theory. Just because that house is owned by our missing suspect, doesn’t guarantee that he’s the one who has your partner.”

Niall put the phone back up against his ear. “Rick? Can I talk to Matt?”

Niall’s breath stalled in his chest as he waited for Matt’s voice to come through the phone.

“Caro?”

Niall closed his eyes as Matt’s deep voice washed over him. “We’re so close, love. There’s one missing link. Have you heard anything from Logan?”

“No, not yet. Clay’s been on and off the phone with guys from the department. He’s trying to find out if Hampton showed up for his shift at work. Ryan is running a complete background check on Hampton as we speak, that man has some scary information at his fingertips. Conor and Calleigh are making everybody some food. I don’t know what it is, but your place certainly smells delicious.”

“Our place, love. From now on, it’s all of ours.” Niall printed out the image for Captain Fredericks. He saved a copy to both his hard drive and burned a copy onto a CD for the police. “What about Rick?” A loud sound like an explosion on a movie reverberated through the phone.

“Rick’s in charge of entertainment. He and Ethan are challenging anyone who’s gotten a little too wound up to a game of Halo on Trevor’s Xbox.”

Niall’s shoulders shook with silent laughter. “Sounds good. We’re almost done here then I’ll be coming home. I could use a little stress relief when I get there.”

“Don’t worry, caro. I’ll take care of you.”

Niall glanced over his shoulder to see the captain’s back turned his direction. He slipped his hand over his cock and adjusted himself. “I’ll hold you to that, love.”

Niall hung up with Matt and turned to see Frederick with a confused look on his face. “What’s wrong? Did you hear from Logan? Did dispatch say anything else?”

“I thought you were Trevor’s partner?”

“I am.” Niall handed over the print and CD.

“Then who did you just call ‘love’?”

“That was Matt. He’s our other partner.”

Fredericks jaw dropped to the floor, and the papers nearly slid out of his hand. “Other…you mean there are three of you…together?”

“Yes. I love and share my life with two men, as do they.” Niall shut down his computer then faced Fredericks.

The captain’s face didn’t scream hate or intolerance. In fact, Niall had been impressed by how remarkably professional the captain had been regarding his relationship with Trevor. Maybe working with both Trevor and Logan every day had opened Frederick’s eyes to acceptance of gay relationships, or maybe he was one of the few of his generation who never had any prejudice in the first place.

“People actually do that? Not just for sex, but live that way?”

“Sure. We have some good friends who are in a ménage marriage with their wife. They have three beautiful children and couldn’t be happier.”

Fredericks shook his head and turned to leave the studio. “Man, I’m getting too old for this stuff.”

Niall laughed, “We’re not exactly trend setters. Relationships like our have existed since the beginning of time. I was raised by my grandparents who were also a threesome.”

He was in the process of locking the studio door when Fredericks’ phone went off.

“This is Fredericks.”

Niall stood with the snow blowing around them, unabashedly listening in on one side of the conversation. He looked up to the sky and prayed that Trevor wasn’t out in this crap somewhere without protection. Since they’d left Trevor’s apartment, a good three inches had piled up on top of the five that had come down that morning. Niall started to rub his hands together and bounce on the balls of his feet. His condo was only minutes away and he wanted to get back there. It seemed that the captain was immobile as a statue, despite the freezing temperatures and wind blowing at them off the harbour.

Captain Fredericks closed his phone, turned to Niall and smiled. “That was Logan. We got him.”


Chapter Seventeen

 

 

 

Trevor’s wrists burned and were slick as blood dripped onto the palms of his hands. He refused to give up. He screamed behind the tape and with a great wrench, he gave one last twist. Something gave in the binding. His chest heaved with exertion, and he tried again. There was definite slack now. Gathering every last ounce of strength in his weakened body, he pulled his wrists apart and the tape gave way. His hands were free!

He yanked the blindfold off and pulled out the ear plugs. For the first time he got a look at his jail cell. It took several seconds before his eyes focused and images took shape. Stone walls, slick in spots with moisture. He took a deep breath and ripped the tape from his mouth, trying not to scream in pain as the adhesive took off several layers of skin.

Trevor bent over and his head swam. He hadn’t slept or eaten since he’d been taken, and his body was most likely hypothermic. He tried to grip the edge of the tape wrapped around his ankles, but his fingers were so stiff they didn’t want to work. He tried again. This time he managed to get the edge stuck to the tip of his finger and used that to unravel the tape. Within minutes, he was finally free.

Trevor longed to slump in the chair and try to catch his breath, but his kidnapper could return at any second. He needed to be ready. Needles of pain stabbed his fingers as the feeling started to come back. He tried to contain the whimpers, but knew a few escaped.

Trevor adjusted his clothing and tried to find his shoes, but there was no sign of them. He stood and his legs promptly gave out. Trevor clung to the chair and pulled himself upright. He braced himself against the furniture until his legs felt as if they were made of more than Jell-O. His eyes scanned the room to see if there were any clues as to his whereabouts, but the darkened room revealed no secrets. There was a window behind him but a wooden plank covered the portal to the outside world. He limped over and reached up to see if there was any way he could get out that way. It was high up the wall, higher than Trevor could reach, even with good legs beneath him. He carried the chair over and used the wall as support to climb up and steady him once his head was level with the opening. 

There was no way he was getting out that way. Not only would he somehow have to break the plywood and the glass, but Trevor knew he didn’t have the strength in his body to climb up through the miniscule exit. He collapsed to his knees on the chair and got back down to the floor. He turned in circles trying to find another way out. There was only one door at the top of a set of stairs.

Trevor made his way over, using the wall for support. He put one foot on the stairs, then another. Although there were only six it seemed like the climb took forever. His hand trembled when he reached for the knob. Nothing happened. Locked. Trevor slumped on the steps and tears streamed from his eyes. He’d tried. Tried so hard to get home to Matt and Niall. 

After several gasping breaths, Trevor swiped at his damp cheeks. The bruise from his kidnapper’s slap throbbed with the rough treatment. There was only one more option. He slowly made his way back down the stairs. The stairs were built into a channel. Trevor collected the chair from the other side of the room. He stood with his back against the wall beside the stair. The position was a blind spot to anyone making their way down into the basement. He would wait—wait until the fucker made an appearance—then Trevor would take him out.

The longer Trevor waited, the more his body wanted to give up. His eyes and limbs grew heavy, but he dug his fingers into the wood. Splinters gathered beneath his fingernails, but Trevor used the pain to keep him focused. 

There was creak. A rattle at the top of the stairs. Trevor felt a draught as the door swung open. He lifted the chair, preparing to swing with all his might. Footsteps descended the wooden treads. He had to time this right or everything would be for naught. He counted off the seconds in his head. Six steps, six seconds maybe a fraction more. Three…two…one…

“Good evening, my pet.”

Trevor swung. He swung that chair as if he were aiming for the green monster at Fenway Park. There a great crack as part of the chair collided with the concrete wall and a thud, followed by a moan. Trevor jumped out and his eyes widened as they got their first look at the man who tried to destroy his life.

Trevor straddled the man’s waist and started wailing on him. His fists connected with flesh over and over. His knuckles split and blood from his kidnapper mixed with that already on his palms. The once handsome face below him turned into pulverised mush as Trevor released every ounce of hate, fear and uncertainty through his punches.

“Why? Why you son of bitch!”

Steve moaned and Trevor wrapped his hands around Steve’s throat. His hands squeezed to the point where Steve’s face turned red. Flat brown eyes shot open, the orbs bulged and the tiny capillaries broke, turning the white of Sean’s eyes red. Large meaty hands gripped Trevor’s wrists and he screamed, but refused to let go. Only the adrenaline rushing through his body prevented him from collapsing on top of Steve.

Trevor beat Sean’s head against the steps. “You tell me why!”

Gurgling sounds came from Steve’s throat and Trevor loosened his hands a fraction.

“You’re mine,” Steve choked out.

“Like fucking hell I am! You broke up with me, you fucking psycho! I never, never belonged to you!”

Trevor kneed Steve in the balls as hard as he could. The man’s scream was music to Trevor’s ears. Trevor scrambled over the top of Steve’s body as he writhed, clutching his groin. With one final kick, Trevor sent Steve tumbling down the rest of the stairs. 

As fast as his legs could carry him, Trevor raced up the steps. He slammed the door behind him and locked it from the outside. He turned in circles. The building was dark, but Trevor made out shapes of furniture. He was in a kitchen. Old peeling wallpaper hung in strips from sagging walls. There was a chair and Trevor grabbed it then stuck it under the knob to lodge the door shut even further.

He stumbled through the next room in what was apparently a house. There were small windows towards the top of the walls, but Trevor couldn’t see anything outside. He fumbled through the room, bumping into boxes and covered furniture. Trevor reached the front door and yanked the barrier open. 

He ran out into a blinding white snowstorm. His bare feet sunk into snow drifts up to his shins, and Trevor cried out in shock. He’d never make it anywhere in this storm. He turned to go inside, filled with dread at the thought of being trapped inside with the psycho in the basement. Trevor’s ears perked up at the sound of sirens. He looked towards the end of the street and squinted into the whipping currents of snow. The sirens were definitely getting closer. Heedless of his state, Trevor took off into the blizzard. Through the haze, blurry red and blue lights flashed.

Trevor sucked in a great breath, the air freezing his lungs as it entered his body then yelled, “Help!” Waving his arms over the top of his head, Trevor let loose, “Help! Help me!”

The cars slammed to a halt. Brakes screeched and rear ends slid to the side. A car door opened and a man jumped out. He started running in Trevor’s direction. Trevor’s sank to his knees in the snow. His clothing became soaked within seconds.

“Trevor!”

He looked up through the snow. Trevor now saw that the men thundering his direction were Matt and Niall. He’d done it. He’d survived.

Trevor’s body was lifted up against Matt’s chest. His body jolted as Matt ran down the street. Something warm was wrapped around Trevor’s feet.

“Open the doors!” Matt yelled.

Trevor’s head rolled against Matt’s chest. He closed his eyes and let his body go lax, moving with Matt’s strides.

When he opened them again, Matt was placing him on a gurney inside an ambulance. A mask was placed over his face and blankets were thrown over the top of him. He couldn’t prevent the tremors from taking over his body. His eyes watered.

“Bello? Can you hear me? Come on, baby, show us those beautiful sky blue eyes.”

He opened them and saw both Matt and Niall sitting next to each other on one side of the gurney. They were both crying, their hands locked together and gently placed on top of him. Matt’s smoothed his hair back and Niall’s rested on his leg.

Trevor tried to take the mask away but the EMT wouldn’t let him, kept telling Trevor to leave it on. The warm air would help combat the hypothermia. He looked into eyes of forest green and inky black both brimming with fear, happiness and above all else, love.

“Take me home,” he whispered.

The edges of Trevor’s vision darkened and he welcomed the oblivion.

 

 * * * *

 

Niall walked with Matt through the hospital corridors. They entered the waiting room and found all of their friends sitting in a circle of chairs in the corner. Each and every one of them had helped bring Trevor home and Niall would be forever grateful. How could you repay someone for returning a part of your soul? 

Calleigh stood. “How is he?”

She had Alannah braced on her hip. The identical blond heads and bright green eyes of Brandon and Michael looked at Niall with expectation. Unlike most kids their age, they sat silently in their fathers’ laps.

“He’s going to be fine.”

Seven chests let out a collective sigh.

Logan stood and came over to them. “Tell it to me straight.”

Niall took Matt and Logan’s hands. He walked over to the group and stood as they opened the circle. “He has moderate hypothermia, and they’ve got him on warm IV fluids and oxygen. At first they were worried about frostbite on his feet, but they seem to have responded to hot water treatment. The abrasions on his wrists and ankles are painful but superficial. Trevor had an allergic reaction to whatever Hampton used to bind him, and they’re treating him with a cocktail of steroids and asthma medication.”

Matt wrapped his arm around Niall’s waist. “They expect he should be ready for release in two to three days.”

Conor closed his eyes and whispered, “Gabhaigí buíochas le dia na bhflaitheas, óir maireann a bhuanghrá go brách. Gie thanks ter de god in 'eaven for 'is mercy endurs forever.”

Niall closed his eyes, “Amen.”

Hearing Conor speak Gaelic, he was reminded of his grandmother and grandfather. They’d always supported the decision to raise Niall as part of the Mohegan tribe, but Niall knew that their heritage flowed as richly through his veins. Maybe it was time to honour that part of him more. 

Brandon tugged on his father’s pants leg. “Da?”

“Aye?”

“Are any more of your friends going to get hurt?”

“I pray not, mo grian.”

“Me too, we’ve been here way too much.”

Snickers filled the air and Niall knelt in front of both Brandon and Michael. “The two of you have been such good friends to Trevor. I know that when he gets better, he’ll want to thank you. How does a trip to the Children’s Museum sound?”

Michael put his fists on his hips. “Why do everybody bribe us? We’re five now and don’t fall for that nomore.”

Niall heard Matt laughing behind him and tried very hard to keep a straight face. “It’s not a bribe, Michael. It’s a reward. We can go have a day of fun. Even five year olds like to go out and have fun, right?”

Twin heads bobbed

“All right ye gasurs. Stir yer stumps. We need ta gi’ yer sister ‘ome te bed.”

Niall stood and watched as Conor, Rick and Calleigh gathered the kids’ bags. He walked with them towards the exit. Before the doors slid open, he placed a hand on Alannah’s head, sleeping on Calleigh’s shoulder. “Your husband bestowed his prayer on my family, and I ask to do the same for yours.”

Calleigh smiled, “We would be honoured, Niall.”

Niall lifted his hand, “Manto kôkci wuyôtam kucáhsháyuwôk wici mutáhash wimmonáyu táká wikôtamuwôk. Great Spirit, bless your family with true hearts and happiness.”

Calleigh’s free arm came around Niall’s waist, four little arms squeezed his legs and four large hands touched the back of his head and back.

“Thank you. That’s a beautiful language. Almost as lyrical as Conor’s Gaelic,” Rick said.

Niall nodded. “I’ve managed to learn bits and pieces over the years.” He looked over at Conor. “Ireland is as much a part of me as the Mohegan tribe. If you’d be willing to teach me some Gaelic, I’d like learn.”

“Aye. I’d be ‘appy te teach ye.”

“Many thanks. Now, you need to get home and I need to go find Matt so we can be there when Trevor wakes up.”

Niall stood by the door until the family disappeared into the night. At least it had stopped snowing. A pair of arms came around his waist and Niall leant back into Matt’s embrace.

“You okay?”

“Yes, I was saying goodbye. Are the others ready to leave as well?”

“Yeah, Logan and Clay asked to see Trevor before they go, but Ethan and Ryan said they’d wait until tomorrow.”

“Then let’s go. I need to see him again, prove to myself that our heart has been returned.”

They found the other couple then followed the maze of corridors until the four of them made it back to the Trevor’s private room. He’d been moved out of ICU a couple of hours ago. Niall and Matt let Logan and Clay go in first since only two people were allowed in Trevor’s room at a time. Niall leant his butt against the nurses’ station and his shoulder against Matt.

“So what now?” he asked.

“Now I sell my condo, we get Trevor’s apartment cleaned up and the three of us get on with our lives.”

“I’m worried about him, Matt. Hampton had him for two days. We have no idea what he’s been through. Cataloguing his injuries doesn’t tell us his state of mind.”

“I know, caro, believe me I know. We’ll take his recovery one day at a time. If we need to get him some help, we will. I can’t do it. I won’t do it, but I have a network of people I trust and will get a referral if needed.”

“What about the case? Will Trevor have to sit through a trial?”

“I don’t know. That’s a question Clay could answer for us. I was so focused on getting Trevor out of there, I never bothered to ask what happened to Hampton.”

Clay came out of the hospital room, holding Logan’s hand. “He was arrested. Apparently when Trevor escaped, he locked Hampton in the same basement he’d been held in. He’ll be charged with assault and battery, kidnapping, stalking and whatever else the district attorney decides to pin on him. It’ll go to trial by Massachusetts law.” 

Both Clay and Logan’s eyes were a bit shiny. Niall knew it had to have been hard for them to see Trevor lying in that bed, but it was so much better than any other outcome.

“So he’ll have to testify and everything?” Matt asked.

“Most likely, unless some kind of plea bargain is struck.”

“Damn. I was hoping he could avoid that kind of stress.”

Niall rubbed Matt’s back. They’d be there for Trevor. Hold his hand and provide whatever support their lover needed to get through the ordeal. And if all Trevor needed was for Niall and Matt to get him out of his head for a little while, well, they were good at that too.

“I know that ‘thanks’ doesn’t even begin to express how much Matt and I appreciate everything the two of you have done, but I’m saying it all the same.”

Logan stepped forwards and gave Niall a hug. “It was all of us. If any one of us hadn’t done our part, this whole situation may have turned out differently. That would have been unacceptable, so while your gratitude is hardly necessary, it is accepted with warm hearts.”

Clay hugged both Matt and Niall. “We’ll see the two of you tomorrow. Go sit with your man. Before you know it, he’ll be up on his feet driving us all crazy.”

Niall let out a deep breath and clasped Matt’s hand. When they entered Trevor’s room, the lights were off and Trevor was sleeping. He looked quite small and alone in the bed. Niall wished they were at home where he and Matt could surround Trevor with love and warmth.

Trevor’s eyes fluttered then opened. His eyes scanned the room rapidly and Niall gently placed his hand on Trevor’s forehead. “It’s okay, honey, you’re safe now.”

“Niall? Matt?”

Matt’s hand rested on Trevor’s chest on top of the blankets. “Right here, bello.”

“Can I go home?”

“In a couple days. The doctors want to make sure you get warmed up enough and have no nasty side effects.”

Trevor’s lips quivered and moisture glistened in his eyes. “But you can’t hold me here.”

Matt cursed under his breath, “To hell with that.”

Niall took down the rail on the side of Trevor’s bed, and Matt did the same on the opposite side. Matt lifted Trevor out of the bed mindful of the IV and oxygen tubes. Niall climbed on the bed and adjusted the back to a slight incline then Matt placed Trevor on the mattress between Niall legs. Trevor’s back rested on Niall chest and it was the best thing he’d felt in days. Judging by Trevor’s sigh, his honey agreed. There was no room for Matt, but their lover did sit in the chair beside the bed after tucking the blankets tight around Trevor’s body, mummy style. Matt’s hand rested on the lump of Trevor’s legs.

“Is this better, honey?”

“Yeah, thanks. I think I’ll take a little nap.”

Matt’s hand smoothed Trevor’s hair away from his eyes. “You do that. We’ll be right here.”

Trevor’s nurse walked in and glared at them. “Gentlemen, I can’t possibly allow you—”

Trevor’s eyes popped back open. “I asked them to. Please, for a little while? You keep telling me to rest, but I can’t sleep unless they’re beside me. So really it’s in the best interest of me, the patient. The sooner I get better, the quicker I get out of your hair.”

The nurse rolled her eyes, but Niall saw a little smile tweak at the corner of her lips.

“The doctor is doing rounds in twenty minutes. You better be alone in that bed when he does or my ass is grass, you hear me?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Niall leant down and placed his lips at Trevor’s ear. “You little charmer. You’ll have her wrapped around your finger by the end of her shift.”

Matt’s head lowered. His lips hovered over Trevor’s for a few seconds then settled in for a long kiss. Niall’s hand rested on the back of Matt’s neck. His fingers played in the short dark strands. As Matt’s head lifted, Niall shifted Trevor’s body enough that he could claim his own kiss. Trevor’s taste was both familiar and fresh. His heart skipped a beat at the thought that he might never have gotten the chance to kiss Trevor again.

Trevor’s head settled against Niall’s chest, and his breathing slowed.

Niall’s hand slowly rubbed Trevor’s abdomen. “Love you, honey,” he whispered. Niall glanced over at Matt. “Love you.”

Matt’s hand linked with Niall’s over Trevor, the weight of his forehead as it rested against Niall’s was a comforting balm. 

“I love you too, caro. Thank you for finding me. Thank you for believing Trevor was out there waiting for us. Thank you for making my life complete.” 

 When Niall had woken from that dream all those months ago, he couldn’t have conceived what Manto had in store for him and his soul mates. His people believed that each person walked a trail of life. His, Matt’s and Trevor’s trails had converged, and their individual spirits bound into one. Now it was up to them to use the wisdom of their past, the experiences of the present, and their hope for the future to forge a new trail together.
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