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Blurb

Greyson Cole needs to get out of Raleigh. Everywhere he turns, he sees people
faling in love, getting married and starting families. It's enough to make a grown man
want to rip out hisown hair. And for acynic like Grey, one more employee getting
engaged signals the need for along overdue vacation. Grey owns acabin in the
mountains he has never even used, and he figures that’ s just the ticket out of this
nightmare of happily paired-up couples.

Grey doesn’t expect to be greeted by a belligerent, half-naked man the minute he
opens his cabin door.

Sirus Wilder has known Grey’ s twin sister for years, and she has given him
permission to stay in the cabin while his residence across the lake is under repair. Sirus
has never met Greyson Cole before, but he is thankful when the man lets him share the
cabin for afew days. Thereis plenty enough room for them each to keep to themselves.
Sirus has had his heart broken and isn’t interested in a hook-up, et alone something
more.

Even so, Grey is, hands-down, one of the sexiest men Sirus has ever seen. Too bad
he's an arrogant ass and his eyes are so damn cold. Every once in awhile, though, Sirus
thinks he sees a hint of fiery passion in the controlled man sleeping one room away.

For Grey, onelook at the roughly handsome Sirus puts Grey’s celibacy pact in
serious jeopardy. One problem: Grey doesn’t believe in love, has even less patience for
relationships, and he refuses to get mixed up in another messy romantic partnership that
can only end badly.

Two weeks. Two hard men. Both running like hell from love.

Look out. Something' s gotta give.

Note: This story contains male/male acts of sex and loving. Anal, ora, rimming.



Prologue

His twin was a dead woman.

Grey dtiffened at the sight before him and did his damnedest not to salivate.

Not. My. Type.

Even if the man was half-naked, full of gorgeous muscles, and standing in the
archway that led to the bedroomsin Grey’ s cabin. The tattoo of a rearing mustang on the
man’ s left pec gave away who sent him here. Only his sister Kelsie would think thiskind
of rough-looking guy was for Grey. Well, his sister, and maybe his best friend John too.
In moments like this one, Grey cursed the week a couple of summers ago that his sister
and best friend finally hooked up and admitted to each other they were in love. To think
Grey had provided the cabin that allowed it to happen. This cabin.

Kelsie was so, so dead.

Grey never should have told her he planned on driving to the cabin.

From across the living room, the stranger clutched the towel at hiswaist and started
stalking in Grey’ s direction. “Who the hell are you?’ the guy growled. Dark, wet hair lay
plastered to hisforehead, and his flesh glistened with moisture. Heat from his body
mingled with the frigid air breezing in through the open door at Grey’ s back, creating a
shimmer of steam around the man’s skin. “Get the hell out of this cabin right now.”

That got Grey out of his paralysis and standing upright, going toe-to-toe with a hulk
of aman who had to be at |east six-feet-four. “ Excuse me,” Grey would have bumped the
guy’s chest to get him out of his personal space, but guessed the giant of a man wouldn’t
even budge under the shove, “but this is my goddamned cabin, and you' re the one
trespassing on my property. So go pick your clothes up off the floor, or wherever the hell
they are, and get the fuck out of here before | call the authorities.”

“Oh.” His head tilting, the guy took a step back, and much of therigidity left his
stance. “You're Grey? Kelsie' s brother?”

Grey took a breath and resisted the urge to grit his teeth. Of course the guy knew his
sister. “Yes.” Everything on the outside settled and calmed. “I am.”

“No offense,” the man scratched the stubble on his hard—fucking sexy—jaw, “but
can| seesome ID?

One, two, three, four, five, calm, calm, calm... stay calm. “Yes.” Grey did hiswallet
out of his back pocket. “Fine.” Producing his North Carolina driver’s license, he handed
it to the big man. “ There you go. One Greyson Cole. See the picture? That’s me. Would
you like me to produce a phone number so we can call my sister and confirm it? Or can
you deign to tell me what the hell you' re doing in my cabin, now that you know it's
mine?’

“Sirus Wilder.” The man stuck his hand out, the appendage yet more big and rough
stuff. “1 own the cabin across the lake. | had a pipe leak in my bathroom three days ago.”
Sirus grimaced. “The shower tile and wall is going to have to be broken through in order
to fix it, and the floor in the bathroom is going to have to be replaced. There' s only one
guy | trust to do it, and he can’t clear enough time for afew more days. Anyway, with the
valves to the house shut off, | don’t have any water. | called Kelsie, and she sent me her
key for your cabin. She told me | was good to stay here so that | have atoilet and shower,



until mineisrepaired.”

Okay, so not exactly a setup after all. Grey ignored the sense of deflation that sighed
through him as he accepted this man didn’t bat for histeam. Didn’t matter. Stunning,
defined muscles and athick head of dark hair notwithstanding, everything about Sirus
Wilder screamed that he wasn't Grey’ s type. Even if—Jesus Christ—he did have the
most insanely wide chest, with aline of hair that trailed down his tight-as-hell stomach,
where it disappeared under the towel. Grey’ s towel. Shit.

Grey shifted his stance to cover the twitch from his cock. Geez, he’ d been celibate
for too long.

Not. My. Type.

Sirus cleared his throat, startling Grey into tearing his gaze off the man’s thick chest
and quarter-sized, copper-colored nipples.

“Sorry,” Grey covered quickly, “I wasjust wondering if you were ever going to give
me back my license.” He held out his hand.

“Right.” Red slashes cut through the guy’ s pronounced cheekbones. “Sorry.” Sirus
handed over the ID and backed up. “Let me go throw my clothes on and I' [l be out of
your hair.”

Grey paced the length of the cabin while he waited for Sirus to return. Fully clothed
thistime. Please, God. After the disaster of hislast relationship, Grey reminded himself
that he had sworn off men for good. Since women didn’t crank his carburetor, he had
gotten very acquainted with his left hand over the last three years. Damn though, he
missed diding into aman'’s tight ass and fucking until he could barely move.

“Okay, sorry again about the mix-up.” Sirus emerged fully clothed, with ablack bag
sung over his shoulder—a very wide shoulder, covered in midnight blue flannel now.
Shit. Grey wasn'’t into guys who wore faded jeans, work boots and flannel. “Y our sister
must not have known you were going to be using the cabin,” Sirus added.

“1 wouldn’t bet on that,” Grey muttered under his breath.

Sirus glanced up, the date in his eyes degpening to smoke. “What?’

Swallowing past the sudden thicknessin his throat, Grey rubbed his chest, smoothing
the black leather jacket covering his suit and tie. “Nothing. Just mumbling to myself.”

“If you say s0.” Sirustossed his duffel on the couch and moved to grab a coat off a
hook by the front door. When Sirus shrugged into a camel-colored, suede, Shearling lined
jacket, Grey almost came in his dress slacks. The guy was just so damn big. Grey didn’t
go for big. At least, not bigger than himself. He had no interest in someone overpowering
him, in bed or out.

Turning his gaze down, the only way to stop staring, Grey moved out of thelineto
the front door, watching discreetly as Sirus made his way across the floor.

“S0,” Sirus paused at the threshold, “thanks for the use of your cabin for afew days,
even if you didn’t know about it. Y our sister raves about you, so it was good to finally
meet you. If you need anything while you're here, I’m right across the water. Have a
good one.”

No, no, don’t do it. He' s a big boy and can take care of himself. “ Do you need to stay
here afew more nights?’ Grey’ sfists clenched at his sides, even as he made the offer.
Damn the man for mentioning Kelsie. “Y ou would know by now there are two bedrooms.
| don’t need both. There's plenty enough room to share for a short while.”

“l don’t want to put you out.”



“You said you don’'t have water.” Grey made the words sound like a curse. A flash
of taking a bath in an aboveground pool rocked a small shudder through him; early
memories from childhood he would rather not remember. “1t’ sreally not a problem.”

Y ears of negotiating with people who could buy and sell him ten times over brought
Grey’ s gaze up from the floor and onto a man he wanted out of his cabin more than just
about anything in the world. Dark slate eyes connected with his, and Grey stuffed down
the immediate desire to retract his offer. “Any friend of Kelsie'siswelcome here. You
can use the second room until your cabin isrepaired.”

“Thank you.” Sirus stepped back inside, and Grey’s heart sank. “| appreciate the
kindness.”

“No problem.” Big problem. Why couldn’t this man be one of those people who
protested a kindness until the other person gave up? He wasn'’t supposed to say yes. “Go
ahead and get yourself settled back in,” Grey offered anyway, “and we'll just work
around each other for afew days until you can go back home.”

“Okay.” Sirus moved across the floor, his body something of incredible fluid grace
for such abig man. He paused, right back where he started, and Grey dlipped back those
few minutes to the guy in atowel and nothing else. Damn it, Grey had gone too long
without seeing a naked man in person. That had to beit. He didn’t like thickly muscled
men. He preferred sleekly sculpted and streamlined, maybe a few inches shorter than his
own six feet of height.

What in the hell had he been thinking, inviting a person he didn’t even know, into his
home? It was more than stupid, it was downright risky. Grey took a step back, and then
another, until he bumped up against the door. He wanted to tell Sirusto get out, but he
couldn’t. Not now. Jesus, Grey didn’t know what the fuck to do.

Livewith it.

This had disaster written all over it.

Shit.



Chapter One

Sirus Wilder stood inside the cabin, silently cursing and calling himself ten kinds of
foolish for agreeing to stay after getting alook at Greyson Cole. Kelsie never said her
brother was so damned gorgeous. Six feet of stunning, perfectly sinewy body, thick
brown hair, sun-kissed skin, and the most piercing hazel eyes with flecks of amber Sirus
had ever seen.

Of course, why would Kelsie mention her brother’ s near physical perfection? It
wasn't asif Grey enjoyed bending over for a stiff dick, had wet dreams about a mouth
full of thick cock, or had fantasies of coming like ageyser al over another man’s body.

Sirus imagined himself standing naked and Grey moving to him, sinking to his
knees...

No. Not again. Sirus was not in the market for arelationship, and he did not do
casual sex. Not that it mattered. Buttoned-up, neat, and trimmed-out on all corners,
nothing about Kelsie' s brother spoke of hot, raunchy animal sex—gay or straight. This
guy probably put a double-thick towel under his woman in bed so the sheets didn’t get
messy. Hell, in Sirus's mind, one of the best things about losing control was seeing al the
damage done in the aftermath. Falling over into that wet spot, knowing he drew that
reaction out of his partner was pure blissto Sirus.

At least, it used to be. Not anymore.

No more lusting after straight guys.

No more convincing himself lust was love.

A heavy ache twisted Sirus's chest, but he quickly berated himself for letting his
mind drift to Paul, his previous partner, and snapped himself back into the present. The
first thing that registered in his brain was Greyson Cole edging his way outside.

“Oh, hey,” Sirus dropped his bag on the floor, “do you need some help bringing
anything insde?’

“What?’ Grey paused, whipping his head up from where he stood outside the door.
He glanced at Sirus, barely made eye contact, and then looked away, making Sirus
wonder if he had the word “murderer” etched into his forehead.

“Help?’ Sirus prompted. “Do you need some help bringing stuff in from your car?’

“Oh, no, that’s all right. | haveit.” Grey buttoned up his |eather jacket, a garment
that wouldn’t do a damn bit of good keeping him warm this high in the mountains at this
time of year. “Thanks for the offer though. Umm, yeah, you do your thing and I'll do
mine.” Grey pointed in the general direction of the steps leading to the dirt path. “I’ [l be
right back.”

Sirus watched from a dozen feet away as Grey straightened, made a very precise
turn, and moved down the stairs at an even pace. If Sirusdidn’t know any better, he
would say the dude had a broomstick shoved all the way up his ass, right into his spine.

Weéll, hell. He could already tell Greyson Cole would be tons of fun.

Wonderful.

* % *x %



Grey stayed hidden in his room for aslong as he could. He took his time unpacking
his bags, not seeing any point in living out of a suitcase and garment bag when he
planned to be here for two weeks, at |east.

Truth was, Grey was damned tempted to take up residence in the mountain cabin. An
epidemic of romance had broken out all around him down in Raleigh, going al the way
back to when he’ d made the decision to become celibate. He had reached a breaking
point for other people’ s happiness when Kelsie and John told him they were expecting
their first child, due in June. It wasn’t that Grey wasn't thrilled for them; God knew it
took them long enough to get together, and they were clearly meant for each other. But
the thought of knowing he would only ever be “Uncle Grey” had him announcing he
needed some time away from the business and that he planned to go out of town. Seeing
the hurt in his sister’ s hazel eyes, so much amirror of hisown, almost had Grey relenting.
Later that day one of his employees burst into the offices and announced her engagement.
Grey made aquick phone call to his sister, told her he would stay in phone contact, and
went home to pack his bags.

That was yesterday. Vaentine' s Day, for Christ’s sake. How lovely this cabin had
looked in Grey’s mind, yesterday.

Today, he had a sexy-as-hell stranger sharing his one place of solitude, and sleeping
with only one wall between them. Fuck. Grey wondered if Sirus slept in the nude. He just
knew the man would radiate heat like a furnace and feel amazing to curl up against on a
cold night. He bet Sirus would spoon a partner and blanket her with his big frame,
probably wake up nuzzling against the fine hairs on the back of a person’s neck too.

Oh, no, no, no. Grey did not like that kind of shit. It was great in amovie or a book,
but in reality, a person needed his or her own space to breathe freely. It seemed in hisreal
life all too often, though, other men ridiculously tried to bare their soul on the first date,
and became clingy and needy by the third. Grey shuddered just thinking about it. He
couldn’t imagine ever revealing his most personal secrets and fears, yet other people gave
their own away like candy on Halloween. He didn’t understand it one damn bit. And he
was sick of dates or boyfriends trying to make him feel guilty or manipulate him into
cutting open avein just so they could watch him bleed. Grey wouldn’'t ever spill his guts
for apartner. If that was what was required to go out on more than one date with a person
these days, Grey went ahead and decided he didn’t need to do it anymore. One-night
stands didn’t really suit him either, so that left alot of yanking the one-eyed bandit on his
own. There were worse thingsin the world.

A soft tap sounded at the door. “Grey?’ Sirus's rich voice carried through the wood.
“Areyou hungry? | made dinner. There’s more than enough for two.”

Soeaking of worse things... Grey could not get the visual of the almost-savage planes
of Sirus'sface out of his mind, most compelling of which were those deep date eyes. The
guy was built of steely muscle, but his eyes said he didn’t spend all of his time thinking
about his body and working out in agym. Intelligence. That was a thousand times more
dangerous than the perfection of Sirus Wilder’s physique.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

Grey slumped and closed his eyes. “1'll be right there.” He scrubbed the tiredness
from hisface. “ Thank you.”

“No problem.” Heavy shoes creaked the wood of the hardwood floor, telling Grey
that Sirus had walked away. Taking a moment to remind himself that no business deal—



or man—nhad bested him yet, Grey took a breath, gave himself a speech to be strong, and
joined histemporary cabin mate for ameal.

* % * %

Sirus fiddled with the last few bites of his chicken and steamed vegetables. Thick
silence sat heavy in the air, and from across the small table, Grey did alot of staring at
his now empty plate. No one had ever called Sirus a motor-mouth, but he could usually
carry on a decent conversation, even with someone he didn’t really know. This man,
however, left him feeling tongue-tied. Sirus fucking didn’t understand it.

Not giving himself any more time to think, Sirus blurted out, “ Can | ask you a dumb
guestion?’

Grey’ s focus snapped up from his plate, meeting Sirus' s gaze. “Sure.” Hislips
thinned and his jaw clenched. “ Although now I'll fedl like afool if | can’t answer it.”

Grey didn’t crack a smile as he made that comment, but Sirus did. “I’m gonna guess
you rarely—if ever—have to worry about looking foolish.”

“I like to be prepared,” Grey answered. “That’s just good business.”

Sirus would bet money Greyson Cole made that his motto in every aspect of hislife.
Even sitting here at dinner, on vacation, his jeans and button-down shirt looked tailor-
made for him. Shit. They probably were.

Taking aswig of histea, Grey spoke from behind the rim of his glass. “What did you
want to ask me?’

Sirustried to hide his smile. “ Actually, my question is about your business.”

Therigidity in Grey didn’t loosen one bit. “ Then other than my partner, thereisn’t
anyone more qualified to answer than me. Shoot.”

So no joking or small talk. Check. “Well, I’ ve met John on a couple of occasions
now, and he has mentioned that you guys own a venture capitalist firm.” His face heating,
Sirus added, “| was just wondering exactly what that means. What is it you and John do?’
He quickly held up a hand. “ The stripped-down version will do fine.”

“Stripped-down?’ The tone of Grey’s voice made it sound as if Sirus had insulted
him. “Okay. Well, let’s say you have abig idea, or even just areally good but maybe
radical idea. Y ou need help getting it past phase one, launching it into something big.

Y ou need capital, maybe more than a bank will give you based on just having abig
concept. Y ou come to us, you make a pitch, and if we think you have a good head on
your shoulders and everything it takes to make your dream a success, except the money,
then with investors John and | court, we'll get you the money and aid you in the stepsto
creating a profitable business. We' ve been very successful at reading people and knowing
which risks to take. When the profits start rolling in, we reap some of that reward, as do
the investors. Eventually most of the business owners buy our percentage out and go on
to be very successful on their own, but some stay with us, whether because they feel they
need the support we offer, or they know they want to keep growing and will need more
money down the line. That’swhat | do.” Grey finaly did smile, and it waswry ... and
downright sexy. “ The stripped-down version.”

Sirus had the grace to blush. “Sorry about that.”

“It'sdll right.” Grey pushed back in his chair and stretched out his legs, crossing
them at the ankle. “What do you do?’

“l drive atruck.” Sirus resisted the gut-level urge to apologize for his blue-collar



existence. “Not nearly so glamorous as what you and John do, but | like it. I’ ve been able
to see alot of the country through driving, and I own my own rig so | make my own
hours. Thereisn’t anybody | have to report to, so | can come and go as| please and live
on as much or little money as suits me. In fact, | found my cabin by meeting someone
while on one of my routes. | came through these mountains a couple towns over, broke
down, and had to spend afew nights with the locals. | met the woman who owned all four
of these cabins before she ever put them on the market. We were talking about what we
do over some burgers and fries. When she said she owned a handful of cabins on the four
corners of alake, | said, ‘If you ever want to sell one, give meacall.” Shelaughed and
told me she was getting them ready for sale. She brought me right up to look at them the
next day, and | bought the one across from this one. | saw the water and these mountains
and knew I’d come home.”

“Where are you from originally?’

“Grew up in DC. Most of my family still livesthere.”

Grey settled in and crossed his arms against his chest. “Big family?’

“Big enough.” Sirus smiled, but at the same time, his chest squeezed with old
wounds. Better not to think about that. You can’'t change her. The smile stiffened on his
lips, but he forced it to remain there. “Mom and Dad, four brothers, and one sister.”

“Where did you go to school 7’

“Didn’'t.” Trying to fight it, Sirus couldn’t stamp down the knee-jerk reaction to
justify hislack of structured education. “1 did fairly well in high school, but | always felt
confined, like | couldn’t breathe. College didn’t feel right for me, so | didn’t go.”

“1 assume since you' re the only one here that you’ re not married and don’t have a
wife stranded back at your cabin without water.”

Sirus quirked his head to the side and studied Grey alittle more intently. “Nope. Not
married.”

“Ever been?’ Grey asked, barely letting a pause exist between a response and his
next question. “Are you divorced?’

“Never been married.”

“How about engaged?’

“Not even engaged.” Sirus crossed his arms against his chest and drilled the man
with an unwavering stare. “Would you like to know my political affiliation next? Maybe
how much | paid for my cabin? Or perhaps whether or not | claim a particular religion?’
Grey sat across from Sirus and didn’t so much asflinch at the drynessin Sirus' stone, let
alone show areaction on hisface. “How many guestions do you get before | get to ask
another of you?’

Grey raised a brow, but other than that didn’t respond.

Suddenly needing to move, feeling like this man could see straight through his
clothesright into his soul, Sirus grabbed his plate and stood. He moved to the sink but
paused before turning on the water. He looked over his shoulder back to the table where
Grey dtill sat. “Areyou trying to figure out if I’m going to fleece you in the dead of night
while you sleep? What exactly are you hoping to find out about me with all those
questions, Grey?’

Greyson Cole's poker face remained firmly in place. “ Just trying to make
conversation.”

“Now why don’t | believe that?’



Grey got up and moved to the sink to rinse his plate too. Standing so close, the guy
somehow exuded dominating cool—while at the same time made it hard for Sirusto find
his breath. “You don’'t haveto believeit.” Grey’svoice reeked of quiet command. “I
don’'t owe you anything else.”

Gritting his teeth, Sirus responded, “Ditto.”

The air in the room charged with electricity, creating tension Sirus could feel like a
touch against his flesh.

Still standing so very close, Grey somehow managed to get the water running, rinse
his plate and put it in the dishwasher, without ever giving up his position. “ So then we
understand each other,” he finally said. “Good.” With that, he walked away, leaving Sirus
standing in the kitchen alone, stunned, and confused.



Chapter Two

Hours later Grey rolled over in bed, cursing hisinability to sleep. He fucking knew
what was keeping him awake too: his behavior with Sirus after dinner. Damn it. Grey
didn’t know what the hell had gotten into him. Sirus was just trying to have a perfectly
nice conversation, and Grey had to go turn it into the third degree. He might as well have
shone a bright light on the man and read him hisrights. If Grey had ever acted like that
with one of hisinvestors or clients he would be out millions of dollars or a potential
moneymaking venture.

Srusisn't business, asshole.

Grey growled in the dark as his cock stirred in his swests, reminding him just how
little Sirus had to do with hislife back home. Grey never let himself even think of his
clients and investors as having any kind of life beyond business, let alone view them as
sexual beings. Grey liked having a successful business and a roof over his head that said
business provided, and he intended to keep hislife prosperous for avery long time. The
quickest way to kill that success would be to blur the lines and hit on clients, employees,
or investors.

Srusisn’'t any one of those things, idiot.

No, Sirus didn’t have anything to do with Grey’s business, so Grey didn’t understand
what in the hell had gotten into him to start grilling the man so hard in the kitchen. It was
clear the guy just wanted to talk and have a pleasant evening. Nevertheless, while sitting
across from Sirus in the kitchen, deep-seated warning bells vibrated loudly through
Grey’sinsides. On instinct, he had turned the conversation around onto the asker. Never
give them anything real of you first. Grey lived by that philosophy for most of hislife,
had been doing so as a teen before putting phrase to the thought, something that
eventually ingrained itself on his very being. He had achieved great successin high
school, college, and business by staying true to those words.

Srus didn’t want to know your soul, you jerk. He made dinner conversation and,
with one question, you went off the deep end.

One reason and one reason only stirred in Grey’s mind to explain—although not
justify—his behavior. Three years without a date. Fact was, Grey didn’t know how to
converse with people anymore when it didn’t relate to the job. Other than his sister and
John, everyone elsein Grey’s life had ties to hiswork. Hell, even John did, for that
matter. Grey could turn on the work-schmooze on instinct. Until tonight, he hadn’t
realized just how rusty his social skills had become. He snorted at the thought. Maybe
sharing a cabin with Sirus for afew days wouldn’t be such a bad thing. He could practice
banal, meaningless talk and sharpen his skills. He used to be pretty damn good at
nonsense conversation. Had to be. If he didn’t have a bunch of crap at the ready for when
he went out on dates he would spill his guts just like everyone else in the world did.

Grey didn’t spill his guts. On top of that reminder, he brutally chastised himself that
Sirus hadn’'t asked for any truly personal information. The man had zero interest in
Grey’slife beyond athank you for giving him use of aroom, and so Grey had no real
reason to feel overly guilty for hisbehavior. Y et, still, Grey couldn’t fall asleep. He
reasoned that hisinsomnia must be related to something else entirely.



Maybe he was worried about being away from the business. He' d purchased this
cabin five years ago, but the truth was he never made use of it. His sister stayed here
more than he did. When buying the place, Grey had grand plans of taking regular long
weekends to unwind, but when it came right down to it he always had pressing business
that took priority over a vacation. He wasn't used to being away from work, but today he
had quickly, without any planning, taken himself out of hisroutine. That had to be why
he couldn’t eep. Maybe if he just checked his email and skimmed afew proposals he
could satisfy himself that everything down in Raleigh was fine without him. Perhaps then
he could let himself relax enough to get some much needed rest.

Crawling out of bed, Grey inhaled sharply as his bare feet met the hardwood
flooring, drawing out a shiver. He didn’t tend to sleep in much more than a pair of
sweats, but he might have to reconsider that while up here in the mountains. He moved
into the hall quietly, not wanting to disturb his cabin mate. The guy had afiercenessto
him, and while Grey’ s instinct was to puff up even bigger and intimidate with his
presence and intelligence, the fact was Sirus Wilder could rearrange a person’s face and
internal organs with afew quick punches. Grey wasn't a stupid man, and he didn’t
discount that notion for one second.

Except when you acted like an asshole during dinner, inciting the man’s anger
without thinking twice.

Grey growled, commanding the jerk voicein his head to shut the hell up and go to
deep. He was in the process of cursing himself for making a noise and possibly bothering
Sirus when the creak of a mattress spring drew Grey’s attention to the very man’s
bedroom door—and the fact that it was only half-closed. The squeaking sound came
again, thistime followed by alow, rumbling moan that rushed through Grey more
potently than the most expensive whisky on the market. His cock stirred atent in his
sweats, forcing him to stifle down amoan of his own as he moved in the direction of
Sirus's bedroom. Right before he reached the door, Grey edged back against the hallway
wall, angled his shoulder into the plaster, and did a sdeways glance into Sirus's
bedroom.

Jesus Holy Christ.

The man was nude, and goddamnit, he was stunning. No towel thistime, Siruslay
tangled on top of his quilt in stark naked glory. Grey swallowed hard at the picture the
man created. The blunt angles of his face appeared harsher, with deeper shadows filling
in the rougher places. A thin line of light highlighted a sensuous mouth, half open with
nearly silent rapid breathing. A wide beam of moonlight highlighted Sirus s wide,
muscular shoulders and chest, his cut, defined stomach and long, lightly haired legs. The
deep olive tone of his skin burnished with almost a bronze hue in the moon’s natural
light. Beyond that, what Grey kept darting his focus back to time and again as he tried to
mentally process every piece of Sirus Wilder, was Sirus' s big hand ... stroking his even
bigger, fully-erect cock.

Jesus Holy Christ.

The man really was huge all over. Grey couldn’t even hazard a guess on girth and
length, but fuck, Sirus' s dick certainly matched his body, there could be no mistaking
that. Grey’ s mouth watered as he watched, rapt, as the shiny head of Sirus's dick camein
and out of view with every swipe of the man’s hand. Damn it, Grey loved a mouth full of
cock. He probably craved giving a blowjob just as much as he liked getting them. He



missed the smooth heat of another man’s dick pushing past hislips, of getting that first
hint of salty precum on histongue, or the slowly building slide of his partner pushing his
length inside, filling Grey’s mouth with every inch of his prick. Jesus, Grey would have
to relax histhroat and work hard to take all of Sirus, but hisjaw dropped open alittle bit
right where he stood, imagining the pleasure in learning to take it.

Sirus suddenly started pumping his cock faster through the tight fist of his hand, and
his body writhed all over the bed in that way a person only lets happen when they know
they are alone. Deep, needful noises escaped Sirus's lush, fucking kissable mouth,
vibrating a frequency through the air that reached Grey with a sharp, palpable wave.
Unable to walk away or even to turn his head, Grey pushed the front of his sweats down
and freed his erection, taking it firmly in hand. Exquisite sensation rushed through Grey
as he stroked his penisin time with Sirus's motions. He held himself in a painfully tight
grip, imagining that Sirus would have arough hand and would give a punishing jerk-off
to acock—as it appeared he gave himself right now.

Mesmerized, Grey watched Sirus slide his hand up his body and stick two fingersin
his mouth, wet them, and then rub them back and forth over hislarge nipples, tweaking
the darker flesh until both tips stood out in pinpoints, making Grey want to nip them to
seeif Siruswould cry out with pleasure. Grey’s cock jumped in his hand and his balls
pulled heavy with cum, begging for arough touch. Grey nearly groaned with need, and
just then, Sirus dragged down on his length and kept right on going, reaching between his
legs. He played with his nuts, aternating between rolling and pulling on his sac—exactly
what Grey needed too. Grey quickly followed suit, taking his weight with a good tug;
switching back and forth between his member and his balls until it wasn't enough and he
used both hands, biting hislip and fighting the coiling need for release.

“Mmm ... yeah...” Sirus's deep voice carried through the night. Even though he had
his eyes closed and looked like he was a thousand miles away in fantasyland, it was as if
Sirus took his cue from Grey’ s unspoken needs. He two-handed his testicles and cock,
spread hislegs wide, dug his heels into the sheets, and thrust his hipsin earnest with
every move. Grey didn’t think he had ever seen such pure masculine beauty as he saw in
Sirus Wilder right now, with his mouth open and his skin pulled taut over cutting
cheekbones, perspiration glistening over every inch of his body, throwing every defined
line of hard muscle into pure, shadowed perfection.

Grey’ s entire body buzzed with sensation and he swore to God it felt like a thousand
tongues licked his flesh all over, sending his nerve endingsin a frenzy. With his gaze
locked on Sirus, Grey fisted his too-hard erection harder and faster, uncaring that he
didn’t have quite enough lubrication and it hurt alittle bit. He ached all over with the
need to come and he couldn’t stop. Grey started thrusting his hipsin counterpoint to
Sirus' s thrusts, imagining he had his cock buried deep in Sirus's ass, and that every time
Sirus came down, Grey shoved up, taking the man’s smooth channel to the hilt.

It had been so long since Grey had taken another man, in any way, he almost
whimpered with the imagined tight inferno of Sirus's snug hole smothering his cock with
suffocating heat. Grey’s hip thrusts turned jagged and off rhythm and he began leaking
more than enough precum to lubricate hislength for the job. His balls squeezed and
pulled up ultra-tight to his body, so fast Grey didn’t feel the endgame hit before it
overtook him and shoved him right into orgasm.

“Ohhh, fuuuucckk...” He clamped his teeth together as he jerked and released,



spraying cum with the hottest jolt of pleasure, not stopping until he spit a half-dozen
milky lines onto the doorjamb and floor.

A hoarse, male shout yanked Grey’ s eyes open and straight onto the picture of
Sirus's hipsthrust up in the air, shooting aload onto his chest and neck ... his eyeswide
open, looking right at Grey as he did it. With desire, and not revulsion, in his stare.

Oh, shit.

Sirus was gay. Moreover, Grey could see it in the man’s eyes: Sirus now knew Grey
was too.

No, no, no. He didn’t need this complication right now.

Grey pulled every discipline he had ever taught himself into play and didn’t dart his
gaze away from Sirus's. Instead, he stared the other man down without flinching or
blinking, schooled his features to indifference, stuffed his cock back into his sweats, and
walked away.

Never |et them see you sweat.

* % *x %

Grey rolled over in bed and stretched his arms and legs, groaning as a beam of
sunlight hit right on his face, blinding him enough to make him snap hiseyes closed in
protest. “Ohhh, Christ AlImighty.” He dug the heels of his hands into his forehead, trying
to suppress the dull ache aready forming there. “Great way to start avacation.” He
glanced at the digital clock on the nightstand, swearing at the early hour. Seven o’ clock
in the morning; he had gotten two whole hours of sleep. Great. He knew it was a miracle
he had gotten that small amount and didn’t bother burying his head under a pillow for
more.

“Get up, get up, get up.” His body protesting every move, Grey pushed himself to a
gitting position and forced himself to stand. One of Grey’s greatest secrets was how much
he detested getting up in the morning. For the purposes of school, college, and work, he
had trained himself to do it, but at thirty-three years old he still had to give himself a pep
talk every morning in order to get moving. He grabbed clothes but his feet dragged
especially heavy today knowing he wouldn’t be able to put off facing Sirus forever.

Holy fuck, Grey still could not believe what he'd let happen. He never should have
invaded Sirus's privacy in the first place, but beyond that, he should have exhibited some
personal control. He was not some goddamned ten-year-old pulling on hisdick for the
first time; he knew how to ignore and walk away from sexual excitement and arousal, and
had been doing so for many years. He never lied to himself about being gay, but that
didn’t mean he jJumped every man who showed interest in him. Fuck, he’'d just recently
discreetly turned down an invitation from a hell of a sexy attorney who worked for one of
hisinvestors. Grey knew damn well how to walk away from things that he wanted.

Hejust didn’t know why he couldn’t move away from Sirus's doorway last night.

“Doesn’'t matter why, damn it.” Grey locked the bathroom door and looked himself
in the mirror, his tone harsh. Speaking aloud always forced him to process the meaning
behind his words in another way, helping to drive home the point. “ Just make damn well
sure it doesn’t happen again.” The picture of Sirus's beautiful body and the hard intensity
of hisface materialized like a specter in front of Grey’s eyes, making him hunger for
sweaty, entwined bodies and hot, open-mouthed kisses. With a start, the image turned
more graphic and Grey saw himself tangled on that quilt with Sirus, only thistime, Grey



felt almost more than saw himself turn over, spread himself open, and beg Sirus for the
fucking of hislife.

Grey spun around, his heart pounding and legs shaking like a newborn colt.

What the hell was wrong with him? Grey did not bottom.

Ever.



Chapter Three

“Oh, yeah, yeah...” Grey dug the side of his face into the mattress and thrust his ass
up with every rough shove down of Sirus's cock. “Fuck me, man, fuck me hard!” In
answer, Sirus grabbed Grey’s hips and drove his huge length home, ripping Grey wide
open and exposing his weakness in every way. “Ahh!” Grey jerked, suddenly scared to
take it—and nearly hacked his finger off when he snapped out of his fantasy and found
himself standing in the kitchen trying to slice atomato.

Cursing for real thistime, Grey threw the knife in the sink and stuck hisfinger in his
mouth, his sandwich forgotten. He glanced at his watch as he made his way to the
bathroom for some antiseptic and gauze, stunned to see it was nearly six o’ clock. He had
started making that sandwich almost an hour ago, but like all day today, his thoughts kept
returning to Sirus, pulling him into a daydream that felt awhole hell of alot like a
nightmare.

| don’t take a fucking. Hell, he didn’t even give them anymore.

Walking out of the shower this morning, Grey had psyched himself up to stare Sirus
down and face what happened earlier this morning, refusing to hide from the man just
because they saw each other jerk off. Only, Grey came out of the bathroom, with a
speech all prepared, and Sirus was nowhere to be found. Grey figured on any one of a
dozen possibilities why the other man might be out, and he didn’t sweat having to put off
the uncomfortable conversation. Now, nearly a dozen hours later with no sign of Sirus,
Grey wondered if his Peeping Tom act hadn’t run the guy out of the cabin for good.

Bandage secured around hisindex finger, Grey tore to Sirus's bedroom and pushed
hisway inside, pulling dresser drawers and closet doors open, searching for clothes, only
to find empty space after empty space, where at least a sweater or a pair of jeans ought to
be.

“Fuck.” Grey turned in acircle, burying hishandsin his hair. “I ran him off.”

Great. The man would rather live in a cabin with no running water than risk Grey
spying on him again. Perfect. Just perfect. His sister would kill him.

Grey rounded to the mirror and leaned in, bracing his hands on the dresser. “No, she
won't,” he talked to hisreflection, “because you’ re going to go over to Sirus's cabin and
fix this mess you started.” He noted the wildness in his eyes and the disarray of his hair,
and quickly straightened, forcing himself to breathe normally. “Get control of the
situation, Greyson.” He combed his hair into order with hisfingers. “Don’'t be a pussy.
Do it now, before it gets out of hand.”

Taking another few breaths to calm the chaos that often tried to edge its way into his
world, Grey closed the closet and all of the drawers he’ d opened, grabbed his coat off the
hook by the front door, and went in search of his runaway roommate.

* % * %
Grey killed the motorboat’ s engine just before reaching Sirus's dock. At least, he

hoped it was Sirus's dock. Sirus had said “the cabin across the lake” last night during
Grey’ s dinner interrogation, so he hoped the guy hadn’t actually been speaking in more



general terms that might include the cabins on the east and west side of the water.

He tied the boat off and hoisted himself onto the dock, shoved his handsinto the
pockets of hisjeans, and trudged up the sloping land to a cabin that appeared sightly
smaller than hisdid. As Grey got closer, the thrashing sounds of Guns-n-Roses Welcome
to the Jungle hit his ears, drawing out a chuckle. Y eah, Grey figured he had the right
place. Sirus Wilder just seemed like an old-school rock music kind of guy.

Taking the stairs two at atime, Grey rapped a sharp knock on the door and leaned his
weight back on his heels to wait. The music didn’t die and nobody answered, so, after a
minute, Grey gave it another go, and then one more, to no answer. He tried the doorknob,
not terribly surprised to find it unlocked.

“Hello?” he called out, taking only afew stepsinside. “ Sirus? It's Grey.”

Nothing but the continued music greeted him. G-n-R moved on to the next track on
the CD, or possibly atape or record. He doubted it was an iPod set up. Sirus struck Grey
as athrowback in alot of ways, although he didn’t quite know why he put that 1abel on
the man.

“Sirus?’ Not getting any response, Grey went ahead and shut the door behind him
before more cold air swept inside. A living room sat to hisleft, done in warm mossy
greens and deep midnight blues, with touches of brown leather. A brick fireplace
dominated the sidewall.

He followed the split-log wall to his right until he reached an opening, pausing to
peek his head in what he knew would be the kitchen. Dark woods somehow made the
arealook cozy rather than dank or cave-like, and a multi-colored woven rug sat under a
table with two chairs, brightening the small space.

Grey turned around. “ Sirus? Are you here?” He made one final attempt to make his
presence known, leaving nothing to chance as he cut across the living room to an opening
on the backside of the cabin. He entered a short hallway with two doors, the first one the
bathroom, the second Sirus's bedroom. Averting his eyes as quickly as he could, Grey
purposely noted nothing more than the tartan plaid blanket and a pile of pillows covered
in snow-white fabric before whipping his head back out and making a beeline for the
front door. He did not need to have a complete visual of where Sirus Wilder laid that
stunning body of histo sleep every night.

The music continued to blast, so Grey loped down the steps and circled the cabin,
following the wall until he reached the back. A large, open shed loomed some twenty-
five feet away. Light shone through the thrown open double doors and, as Grey got close
enough to peek inside, he changed his mind about his temporary roommate yet again.

A dozen mechanic’s lights hung from various pointsin the ceiling, casting the entire
areain warm yellow lighting. Perfectly aligned plank flooring and equally well-
constructed walls and roof stepped this shed up a dozen levels from dlipshod to a serious
workspace.

In addition to abuzz saw, power tools and other machinery also filled a small portion
of the area. Grey processed huge hunks of wood, stone and sheets of metal lining the
back wall. That al got a cursory glance from him, but then he shifted and took in the area
at the far end of the right wall and almost gasped.

Holy fuck.

Three stunning pieces of sculpture took up the right-back area of the workspace.
Each scul pture combined abstract ideas with what was clearly the human form to create



works of stunning beauty. There were other more literal pieces aswell, some life-size,
others smaller. Various canvases and boards of carved wood |leaned here and there, taking
over the back portion of the large space.

Holy fuck.

Sirus wasn't building shelvesin this workroom of his. The man was an artist.

And right now—Grey shifted his focus again and breathed through the vision
standing before him—that artist worked at a table in the center of the room, his back to
the open doors, and no shirt in sight.

Holy fuck, again.

Grey curled his hands at his sides, itching to run his fingers over the thick ropes of
muscle that tapered down to a snug pair of jeans encasing atight ass and long, muscled
legs. Dark hair clung to Sirus's neck, wet with sweat that ran in enticing rivulets down his
back where it dampened the waistband of his jeans. Without a belt, the waist rode low,
making Grey’ s dick twitch as he imagined yanking them down, bending Sirus over his
worktable, and plowing that firm ass until Sirus screamed with the need to come.

Moving into the workspace, Grey spotted a drop of sweat starting right at the top of
Sirus' s spine. Grey zeroed in on it with the goal of lapping it up with histongue before it
disappeared inside Sirus's jeans. Then, since he would aready be on his knees, Grey
might just have to take ataste of what those tight ass cheeks kept hidden; then he would
turn Sirus around, smash his face into the guy’s crotch and get high on the musky smell
of man he hadn’t felt overtake his nostrils for far too long. Grey could practically taste
the salty perspiration bathing his tongue.

Crash!

Hismind fully on licking Sirus all over, Grey tripped over awire cutting across the
workroom and took a nosedive right for the floor, just thinking fast enough to throw his
hands out and brace hisfall. The heels of his hands took the impact, and then slidin a
layer of sawdust and wood shavings, sending his chin right into the floor with a skull-
jarring thud.

Shit.

“Shit.” Sirus spun around and dropped to the floor beside Grey. “Y ou scared the hell
out of me.” He put his hands on Grey’ s shoulders, dlid them along his arms, then touched
over hisback, feeling him all over, sending a shock of pure awareness through Grey that
even two layers of clothing and a humiliating pratfall could not mask. “Areyou all
right?’

Heat burned afast path up Grey’ s neck to his face. “Nothing disappearing into a hole
forever wouldn’t cure,” he mumbled under his breath.

Sirus stretched his upper body and reached for the shelf under his worktable, pushing
a button on a small tape deck that killed the rock music. Sudden, absolute silence took
over the space, making Grey aware of just how loud the music had been. Right now, he
wished for the pounding to his eardrums back in aflash.

Sirus did right back to Grey’s side. “What did you say?’ He put his hands under
Grey’sarmpits and hauled Grey to hisfeet, asif Grey’s six-feet, one hundred ninety-five
pound frame were nothing. Sirus started dusting off Grey’ sjacket. “I’m sorry.” He went
down Grey’s shoulders and arms and then turned Grey’ s hands over, palms face up. “|
like the music loud while | work and | didn’t hear what you said. Oh, here,” he took
Grey’s elbow and guided him to a sink tucked into the front corner of the room, “your



palms are alittle raw. Y ou should wash them off, just to be safe.” Sirus turned the water
on and reached under the oversized tub, coming up with athick, white bar of soap.

“Thanks.” Grey took the offered soap and tried to control the rushing tingle as
Sirus's callused fingers grazed his. “Uh, yeah, | didn’'t say anything of value before.” He
tore his attention away and put it on washing his hands, careful to keep his wrapped
finger dry. “Just cursing myself for tripping.”

“Sorry about that.” Sirus reached to his left, hooked a shirt in his fingers, and
dragged it to his side. He untwisted the faded black material and put the shirt on, but left
it hanging open. He crossed his arms and |eaned back against the table next to the sink,
the picture of masculine confidence and cool that Grey usually always possessed.

“It'sokay.” It grated on Grey’s nerves that Sirus affected calm so easily while he
couldn’t seem to find it in himself when he was near this man.

Clearly unaware of the turmoil going on inside Grey, Sirus smiled and raised a brow.
“It’sjust me working in here, and I’ m to the point where | instinctually know where
everything is so that | don’t trip or step into anything. | didn’t know you were there or |
would have warned you about the extension wire.”

Grey raised a brow right back. “1 think I'll live.” He turned off the water, dried his
hands on athreadbare towel hanging on a hook above the basin, and then held out his
pamsin Sirus s direction. “ See? They’re not even scraped. Just alittle bit red.”

Sirus chuckled, the sound rumbling up from deep inside his body. “Glad to hear it.”
He gave Grey a half smile that somehow transformed the devastating hardness of his
face. “I’d hate to have to explain to your sister that I’ d caused you injury on your first
vacation in years.”

Grey snapped his stare off Sirus's smile, and narrowed his gaze. “What the hell do
you mean by that?’ His voice dropped into low, clipped territory as his mind started
spinning. “Did you know | was coming here? Did Kelsie set me up?’ Grey glanced down
at the sink, and then pushed right into Sirus's space, bumping his chest into Sirus's
crossed arms.

Storm clouds brewed in Sirus's eyes, but Grey couldn’t care and didn’t dare back
down. He leaned into Sirus until he had the bigger man bowed back over the table behind
him. “Y ou fucking have water. | just washed my hands. Y ou obviously didn’t need to
stay at my place last night. What the hell is going on here?’

The clouds erupted and Sirus moved fast, grabbing Grey’s upper arms and spinning
them around so that Grey’s spine dug into the workbench thistime. “What the hell is
going on here,” Sirus' s low, intimidating octave rivaled Grey’s, “is that you just called
mealiar.” He grasped the table on either side of Grey’s hips, trapping himin place. “You
sure you want to do that, friend?’

Heat lightning charged the air around them, making the workroom feel like a sauna
in the middle of snow. Every inch of Grey’s skin hummed with vitality, something he
hadn’t felt inside him in forever. He didn’t dare let his body shiver and give himself
away. He looked Sirusin the eyes, and didn’t flinch. “Y ou take a good hard look at me,
Wilder,” Grey breathed so heavily their chests touched with every intake of breath, “and
you decide if you see anything close to a man who can be intimated living inside me.”

“Maybe you're not intimidated by me...” Sirus broke eye contact and turned his
head down, perusing, just as Grey challenged him to do. It felt like forever, and Grey had
to work like the devil to control the shiver that wanted to work its way through him as he



wondered if this man would find him lacking. Sirus finally put his full attention back on
Grey’sface, and deep charcoal swirled in the depths of his gray eyes. “...but you damn
well want something male living inside you.” Cool confidence emanated from Sirus's
very pores, and it didn't even look asiif his heart pounded very fast. “1 think we
established that around five am. this morning.”

Grey never played from a position of defense. That was alosing strategy. Emotions
long unused spiraled nearly out of control in him though, and he attacked before thinking,
before ng, before predicting the response he would get from his opponent. “And
maybe you want it just as much,” he taunted, “which is why you tucked tail and ran
home.”

White hot fire flared in Sirus's eyes, and Grey knew he had misread his opponent.

A fatal mistake.



Chapter Four

Sirustook in the arrogance surrounding Greyson Cole like a full-body cloak and
wanted to punch the bastard.

“Y ou fucking smug suit,” he said, his voice whisper soft, but deadly. He fumed
inside and had no idea how he managed to keep his outward appearance so still and calm.
“You set your sister up with your best friend for aweek in your cabin, and you
automatically think she’s gonnaturn around and do the same thing to you?’ Awareness
flared in Grey’s eyes, and Sirus chalked up one point for the home team. “ That’ s right,
Kelsieis my friend, and she did tell me how she and John ended up together. And while
she might want to return the favor one day, what in the hell makes you think for one
second | would agree to do it? | never even saw your face before yesterday afternoon.
Maybe you go around fucking everything with atight ass that likes cock, but that isn’'t
me.” Sirus let his gaze drop and linger over the fine lines of Grey’s body that no amount
of winter clothing could hide, and he cursed under his breath at the waste of such athing
of perfection attached to such an asshole of a person. “1 actually like to know the person
I’m screwing, and | like to think they don’t,” his focus came back up and locked right on
Grey’seyes, “believeI’'m aliar when we're doing it.”

Grey shoved into Sirus, and suddenly they were toe-to-toe, circling and pushing into
each other’ s space. Grey’s hazel eyes darkened to amost green, and an arrogant smile
twisted his hard lips. “Y ou flatter yourself, Wilder, if you think | would ever bend over
for you.”

Sirus snorted right in Grey’s face. “Y ou think I’m insulted by that statement, Cole?
All I haveto doislook at you to know you wouldn’'t spread yourself open for anybody.”
God, Sirus fought the urge to shove Grey onto the floor and penetrate his ass, just to
prove how much the man would love a fucking between them. Sirus's cock stirred to do
just that, but he ignored it for the purely physical response it was. “Don’t pretend your
refusal has anything to do with me.”

“I"m not pretending one goddamn thing.” Grey snarled and pushed, asif Sirus had
just accused him of murder. *Y ou’'re the one who has water,” he reached back, opened
the spray, and waved his arm across the basin in a sarcastic sweeping gesture, “when you
told me yesterday that you didn’t.”

“And in my house,” Sirus spoke each world very deliberately, “I still don't.” He
shoved Grey’s arm aside and shut off the water. A rich bastard like Grey might not care,
but Sirus didn’t waste money just to prove a point. Curling his hands into tight fists, he
bared his teeth right back at Grey. “Y ou want to go take a shit or a shower in my
bathroom and find out?’ He grabbed Grey’s arm and hauled him out of his workspace
toward the cabin. “The water that runs in the shed doesn’t have anything to do with the
pipesin my cabin, so yeah, | can have water down there and still not haveit in my
home.”

Grey struggled against Sirus' s rough hold, but Sirus couldn’t stop walking or make
his hand release the hard, toned muscles that strained under his digging fingers.

“Which attack from you should | defend next, huh?" Sirus threw the words out over
his shoulder. “That | knew you hadn’t taken a vacation in along time? Guess whét,



asshole? | already told you that your sister and | are friends. She loves you so she talks
about you, and that’s how | knew. There is no vast conspiracy to get me into your cabin
and your bed, so get the hell over yourself. Y ou want to be alone, then be alone. Nobody
gives ashit.”

Grey yanked hisarm out of Sirus's grasp with asurprising burst of strength,
growling as he did it. He spun Sirus around and jammed him into the cabin wall with a
palm pressed flat against his chest. His fingers curled and dug into Sirus's pecs, and his
face seemed to become a creation of all hard lines and angles, with mossy coldnessin his
eyes, and lips that thinned down to little more than a slash. “Y ou don’t know anything
about my life, or why I’'m alone.” Grey flinched as he spoke those words; Sirus saw it. He
watched as the man shook off the tell and regrouped. “But don’t you dare say nobody
gives ashit about me. Kelsie cares. John cares. | have people.” His chest heaved, and his
voice cracked. “I do.”

Sirus stared at the man before him, at a hard shell straining on all four corners,
struggling to contain whatever volatile emotions lived inside him. Sirus's chest squeezed
and he slumped against the wall at his back, all the strung-tight tension melting right out
of him. “Okay,” he said softly, uncertain about speaking loudly in Grey’ s presence right
now. “I believe you. | apologize. You implied | wasaliar and it pissed me off. |
retaliated. You can call me alot of harsh names, and some of them will even be true, but
I’m not aliar, and | won't just stand quietly when someone impliesthat | am.”

Grey let go of hishold on Sirus and shoved his hands into his pockets. “ And maybe
it just seemed like too many coincidences, so | put pieces together and drew a conclusion
that wasn't fair.” Puffs of clouds swirled in front of Grey’s face, proving just how hot the
man was inside, when matched against the frigid air outside “But you have to understand
| came up to my cabin to get away from everybody and everything, and found an ailmost
naked man in my living room. Within less than twenty-four hours, | find out he' s gay too.
| wouldn’'t put it past my sister to think it very clever to set me up in the same way |
helped John do with her. If you really do know her as well as you say you do then you
know that’strue.”

Sirus thought about tattooed, pink-haired, fireball Kelsie, and chuckled. “Yeah, |
suppose you would think that.”

Rocking back on the heels of thick-soled boots, Grey’s gaze drifted to the right, to
across the lake. “Pair that with the fact that you were gone this morning when | woke up,
and didn’t return once all day, and | wasn’t sure what to think. | came here to apologize
for running you off, only to find you do have some water running, and | began to
question—"

“Wait.” Sirus reached out and touched Grey’ s forearm, drawing the man’s attention
back to the two of them. “Run me off?’ His brow furrowed. “What are you talking about?
| probably lost track of time, but | really don’t have water. | was—am—coming back.”

Grey pointed in the direction of his cabin, confusion mapping his face. “But there's
nothing of yours left at my place.”

“Yeah, | know.” Sirus bit his cheek, determined not to laugh. He somehow didn’t
think Greyson Cole had a very big sense of humor about himself or liked to admit he had
jumped to very wrong conclusions—so very quickly. He seemed more well thought out
than that. “I’ ve been at your place for three days already. | brought my dirty stuff home
and traded it for clean. My shaving kit is still there.”



“l guess| didn’t seethat.” Shifting his stance again, Grey took his hands out of his
pockets, crossed his arms against his chest, and looked Sirus straight in the eyes. “L ook, |
figured when you saw me watching you jerk off, and then were gone all day, that I'd
freaked you out and you ran. | came here with the intent to apologize, but then you so
casually knew | hadn’t taken a vacation in along time, and you had the water in the shed,
and my plan went to shit. So | apologize for that too, on top of pulling my dick out while
watching you masturbate. That was what | really came over here to say. When | heard
you this morning and saw your door wasn't entirely closed, | should have just walked
away."

Sirus wasn't so sure he wished the same. He had gotten ten times harder this
morning when he realized he had an audience. That Grey was his audience. “| wondered
if you would admit you got off watching me, or would act like it never happened.”

“Hey,” Grey dropped his arms and moved in on Sirus again, “I know I’m an asshole
sometimes, but I’'m not aliar. | came here wanting to make my behavior right, and to tell
you that you can use the extra bedroom for as long as you need it. Anything beyond that,
and I’'m not interested. Y ou might have one fucking insane body,” Grey leaned in and
inhaled, but abruptly stepped back, “but | am not in the market for a partner. Not right
now. Not ever. | just want to make that clear.”

Sirus conjured the crushing pain that consumed him at the end of his relationship
with Paul, and thought about the permanent evidence inked into his chest he still bore as
aresult of his blindness. The hard-on threatening to emerge right this moment
disappeared. “ Then we're on the same page.” Fuck, why couldn’t he be one of those one-
night-stand kind of guys? “ That makes everything awhole lot easier.”

“Excellent.” Grey pursed his lips and nodded. “Then I'll see you back at the cabinin
abit.” Helooked up at the sky as he started back-walking toward the lake. “It’ s getting
dark fast. Feelslikerainis coming too. Y ou might not want to wait much longer.”

A shiver rolled through Sirus, and he suddenly realized he stood outside in an
unbuttoned flannel shirt. “I won’'t.” He wrapped the two halves of material around his
middle. “ See you in awhile.”

“Okay.” Grey stopped and turned back around. More than half in shadows, Sirus
could only see one eye and sharp cheek, and the back edge of Grey’sjaw line. “One more
thing,” Grey added.

What now? “Go ahead.”

Hisjaw ticked visibly, and when Grey spoke, his voice was full of grit. “You're an
amazingly talented artist, and I’ d buy your work for my home any day of the week.” Grey
looked down and shrugged. “Just wanted to say that. 'Night.”

Sirus stood locked in place, watching as Grey climbed back in his boat and sped
away across the water. A tremble rocked through Sirus again. Thistime, Sirus knew it
didn’t have anything to do with the cold.

* % * %

Rain blasted in a thundering sheet against the front of the cabin, stamping arelentless
beat into the windows and wood. The power had gone out long ago. A blazing fire roared
in the fireplace, but Sirus could not settle down. He knew why too.

Greyson Cole.

The man sat on the couch with his laptop in hand, an external battery allowing him to



go right on working without a pause. The fire and a half-dozen kerosene lanterns cast the
entire living room in a soft glow, cast Grey in a soft glow, and Sirus couldn’t keep his
cock down to save hislife. He stood by the window, forced himself to watch the
rainstorm putting on a show outside, and tried to ignore the silhouette of Grey he could
see out of the corner of hiseye.

Fuck, though, the guy was so damn sexy, and Sirus hadn’t been with aman in over
two years. He'd done alot of yanking on his dick during that time, and he had a handful
of toys for when he craved feeling something inside him. Playing with himself satisfied
the physical need for release, but it didn’t stop the craving for companionship ... or for
something more. Sirus had learned how to cope with the wanting, and he even understood
it had its place. He a'so knew he had a tendency to pick men who would not stand up and
be with him out in the open. After hislast break-up, he swore he would never again
pursue someone who wouldn'’t be out and equal with him. Sirus had a damn good feeling
that included Greyson Cole.

Sirus was an adult, and he knew how to control his physical needs and desires. As
attractive as Grey was, Sirus could easily share a cabin with him and not be overly
tempted. That was, until Grey had to go let that dlip of vulnerability show through earlier
today and mess with Sirus's head. How could Sirus have complete disdain for someone
so clearly alone that he amost attacked in his need to prove he had people who cared
about him? And beyond that, to stop himself and compliment Sirus's art, when he so
clearly wanted to get the hell off Sirus's side of the lake, burrowed its way under Sirus's
skin and wouldn’t let him go.

His attention strayed Grey’ s way again. He latched his gaze onto the solid frame of
the man, watching Grey as he focused so intensely on whatever project he had open on
his laptop. Grey had his feet kicked up on the coffee table, hislegs stretched out, covered
in dark denim, his feet bare. The man looked sexy when he worked. Sirus rubbed one of
his own bare feet against the other, histoes curling at the curious intimacy of them both,
together, without shoes and socks. It made Sirus think he had every right to walk over to
Grey, extricate the laptop from his hands, and sink into a deep, distracting kiss. He would
settle in on Grey’s lap, straddle him, lean in close, and rub his ass against Grey’s dick.
Sirus would tease the hard ridge of flesh until they tore each other’ s jeans down and, with
acry, Sirusimpaed himself on Grey’s cock. He bit down a moan, amost able to feel the
claiming right where he stood.

Sop it, goddamnit!

Snapping out of hisfantasy, Sirus's heart lammed with fear as he looked for
awarenessin Grey. Grey went on, unaware, typing away on his keyboard, and Sirus
dipped again, immediately imagining the damage those fingers could do in his ass.

Fuck. Sirus's channel clenched, begging for attention, for a complete filling. His
gaze drifted Grey’ s way again, and he took a step forward, even as he knew this guy was
so, so wrong for him. A picture of Paul flashed before Sirus' s eyes right then and stopped
him dead in histracks. Sandy blond hair and blue eyes seemed to look right into Sirus's
soul, suffocating him, forcing him to relive the last time he had taken a chance on
someone that deep down he knew wasn’t right for him. Still, as Sirus stood there and
experienced the brutal break-up again, his body ached for a man and he took another step
closer to Grey.

No! That scream of denial woke Sirus up, resonating in his head. He turned, rushing



to the door. | have to get out of this place.

Now.

Sirus threw open the door and a blast of wind and rain soaked his front before he
took one step outside. He forged into the frigid display of nature, letting the cold wash
over him and cool hisinsides. Sirus made it halfway down the steps, almost to freedom,
when aruthless grip locked on his arm and jerked him into the step railing.

Sirus looked up into the rage of Grey’ s face.

“What in the hell do you think you’'re doing?’ Grey looked like he shouted, but it
barely registered as such above the noise of the pounding rain. “I1t’s goddamned pouring.”

Looking up into the darkened night, Sirus welcomed the torrent of rain beating down
on hisface. For the first time in what seemed like forever, he felt aive, and he forced
himself to believe it was because of the harsh elements and not this man’s bruising hold.

“Comeon!” Grey shook Sirus again and tried to tug him up the stairs. “ Get inside!”

Sirus pulled back, digging his feet into the wood. “No, it’sjust rain. It won't hurt
me.” He could not, could not, go back in that cabin with Grey.

“You'll get sick asadog.” Rain plastered Grey’s hair to his head in a skullcap and
poured down his face. “ Of course it can hurt you.” Hislips pulled with hard lines, and all
Sirus could think about was kissing Grey breathless and shoving his tongue into the
warmth of his mouth.

Stifling agroan, Sirus pushed past Grey and down the steps. He called over his
shoulder, not daring to look back, “1f | get sick, I’ll deal withit.” Hisfeet squished in the
mud the dirt path had become. The cold no barrier, a painful erection raged in his jeans.
“You goinside. | want to be out here.”

Grey shouted a curse and slammed into Sirus from behind, locking his arms around
Sirus'sarms and chest. “Y ou're not running around in the rain and the dark! Fucking
stop, damn it!” Grey’s muscles contorted wildly against Sirus's back and arms as he
struggled to take Sirus to the ground, surprising Sirus with his strength. Sirus had the
extra height and the bulk, though, and he ripped Grey off his body, whirling on him, his
emotions playing too close to the surface to fully conceal.

Siruslaid his eyes on the hard set of Grey’sface, and on the way his body heaved
with labored breathing. His soaked shirt clung to his chest, exposing hard pecs and tight
nipples, pointing with cold. Sirus looked up and their gazes clashed, the heat so intense
Sirus jerked with it. A rough noise escaped Grey right then, and that’s when Sirus
glanced down. A thick bulge thrust hard against Grey’ s pants, giving him away.

Grey stared right back at Sirus's cock, and figured him out too.

“1 don't want this,” Sirus uttered, his voice stripped bare.

“Me either.” Grey sounded asif he were in agony.

Swearing, they flew at each other in afuriouskiss.



Chapter Five

Grey kissed Sirus with brutal force, and Sirus welcomed it with an internal shout of
pleasure. His mouth was pried open with arough clamp of Grey’s hand on his jaw, and
Grey pushed hisway inside to a frantic meeting of tongues. Sirus whimpered, his cock
straining for release, aching for something he knew he couldn’t have.

Greyson's ass.

Sirus moaned as his dick pushed against his jeans, pounding painfully with arush of
blood.

Grey did ahand down Sirus's back and grabbed his ass, holding it to grind his prick
against Sirus' s bulge. “1 want your cock,” Grey murmured against Sirus' s mouth, biting
Sirus' s lower lip ashedid it. “1 want to seeit; | want to taste it; | want it in my mouth.”

Oh, holy hell. Sirus jerked and went shaky in the knees. He had aman in front of him
enthusiastic about blowjobs. Giving them. Very few thingsin life were better than that.
Sirus grabbed Grey’ s other hand and forced it between their bodies, digging past his
stomach until he got Grey’s pam on his prick through his jeans. Grey immediately
clutched Sirus's length in a snug hold, rocking him in between his grip on Sirus's cock
and ass, making Sirus vibrate with the pleasure of it.

Leaning in, Grey scraped his mouth across Sirus's, the touch pulling on his lower lip.
“Take off your shirt.” He squeezed Sirus's length, drawing a hiss. “Now.”

Unused to taking orders—in anything—Sirus burned with aretort. At the same time,
his cock was harder than he’ d ever experienced, and he had a man willing to go down on
him and take care of it, two factors that had Sirus pumping his hipsinto Grey’s hold and
tearing at the plackets of his shirt in unison, ripping off buttonsin order to comply.

“Yourstoo,” Sirus said. As soon as his own shirt hit the muddy ground, Sirus yanked
Grey’s shirt out of his waistband before the man could say aword. He pushed the fabric
up to Grey’ s neck, revealing a stunning, fit chest. Sirus paused for amoment, taking his
fill of the display of masculine lines before him. “Damn it, | could study you for days.”

Grey let go of Sirus and shrugged out of his shirt on hisown, while Sirusran his
hands all over Grey’s chest and stomach, feeling every indent and groove, and already
started to visualize his hands chiseling pieces of granite away from a block until
something resembling Greyson Col€' s torso remained. Sirus rubbed the pads of his
thumbs over tiny brown nipples, immediately bringing the tips to twisted points. In
response, Grey drew in aquick breath, and his belly trembled. Sirusreveled in Grey’s
visible reaction, and he brushed his fingers over the raised skin again.

“Jesus.” Grey’s voice was rough as he watched Sirus play with him. *Y ou’ re making
me so fucking hard.”

Emboldened, Sirus twisted Grey’ s aroused nipples and tugged, tormenting the
sengitized flesh. Grey moaned, pushing into Sirus' s touch as he made agrab for Sirus's
belt. Jerking the leather out of the loop, Grey leaned in and fused his mouth to Sirus's
again, invading with avoracious, deep kiss. Sirus thrust his tongue into Grey’ s mouth and
took over the mating of tongues, mimicking every stab he wanted to take at Grey’ s ass
with his cock. At the same time, he shoved his hands down and tangled his fingers with
Grey’s, eager to get his pants down and his dick free. Sirus's erection pulsed with blood,



hot to feel amouth on it again.

Zipper and fly finally undone, Sirus winced as the snug, wet denim pulled at the
hairs on his thighs as it moved down his legs, tormenting his body in yet another way.
His erection sprung heavy, the cold rain bearing down on them no match for the heat
coursing through his body. Sirus would have been happy leaving hisjeans around his
ankles, but Grey dropped to his knees and took them the rest of the way off, leaving Sirus
standing nude, soaked in the torrential rain—and hard as a rock.

Grey looked up, and Sirus somehow found the man’ s eyes through the storm. The
men connected visually and began to breathe in tandem, asif they had aready become
one. Sirus trembled, and it had nothing to do with the cold. Grey’s face was so close to
Sirus's erection that the warmth of every breath he exhaled washed over Sirus'sdick in a
wave, sending more shivers through his body. Hunger shonein Grey’s changing hazel
eyes, and Sirus had never wanted to be another person’s meal more.

“Feed me your cock.” Grey put his hands on Sirus's hips, clutching them, and
opened his mouth.

Holy Mother. Sirus's legs weakened, and he didn’t know how he kept from coming
right on the spot. With hands that shook, he wrapped one around the base of his penis,
buried the other in Grey’ swet hair, and guided his dick past Grey’slips.

Grey immediately closed around Sirus and sucked on his thick cockhead, teasing the
already leaking dlit, and sent Sirus up in flames. “Oh, God, yeah.” Sirus pushed more
length into Grey’ s mouth, and every nerve ending started singing with joy at its
temporary home. Wet, suctioning warmth enveloped Sirus's cock with steadying degrees,
and Grey accepted Sirusinch by inch until half his dick took over Grey’s mouth and his
tip touched Grey’ sthroat. “Fuck, man,” Sirus squeezed the base of his cock as he stared
down at Grey blowing him, “you’ re so good.”

Grey looked up, mesmerizing Sirus with hisintriguing eyes. As much as Sirus
wanted to close his own and succumb to pure sensation, he couldn’t look away from the
picture Grey made. The man had his lips stretched unbearably wide around Sirus's
thickness, and he sucked Sirus's penisin aslow, sensual back and forth motion, asif he
had all the timein the world. Sirus couldn’t seeiit, but God, he could he feel the magic of
Grey’ stongue againgt his supersensitized skin. He swirled his tongue around Sirus's
embedded length and did amazing things to every bit of straining flesh he flicked or
licked. The damn man was so fucking thorough Sirus couldn’t stay still; he started
pumping his hipsinto Grey’s face, fucking his mouth in shallow, faster strokes, needful
of a quicker movement to match the nerve endings popping to crazy life over every inch
of hisbody. Sirus kept hisfist locked tight around the root of his cock, bumping his hand
into Grey’ s mouth with every thrust, always aware not to give too much and make Grey
choke. Sirus knew he was big, but he wouldn’t overpower a partner for the world.

Grey made throaty, murmuring noises of appreciation, and bobbed up and down on
Sirus with atwisting motion and a rougher, suctioning pull, making Sirus's ass throb with
just as much excitement as his dick, begging for equal attention. Goddamnit, yeah. Sirus
gritted his teeth just thinking about Grey sticking a few fingersin his asshole and fucking
him hard.

Right then, Grey dlid his hands around Sirus's hips and grabbed hisassin abruising
hold, splitting his cheeks wide open. As Grey dragged with insane, suctioning force down
the length of Sirus' s dick, he slipped the tip of one finger over Sirus's exposed hole,



sending his bud into a frantic flutter of need. Usually able to withstand a whole hell of a
lot more foreplay than this, Sirus dug his fingersinto Grey’ s scalp and pulled away in the
nick of time, roaring above the thunder of the storm as orgasm hit him full force. “Ohhh,
oh God...” Hejerked his cock with one painful pump from his fist and unloaded his seed,
shooting on Grey’s neck, shoulders and chest.

Almost manic, in away he had never experienced before, Sirus shoved Grey onto his
back and fell to his knees, straddling the man’s stomach. Lines of pleasure still shot
through Sirus's body, and his cock remained more than half-hard. “ Oh, fuck. I’'m il
there and can come again. Gimme, gimme.” Sirus grabbed Grey’ s hand and shoved two
fingersinto his mouth, not waiting for Grey to agree. Sirus laved them up good with
saliva, his cock already getting stiffer again with just that small move. His rectum
squeezed, knowing what would come next. Giving one more good lick all around the
webbing of Grey’s surprisingly rough fingers, Sirus rose up on his knees and shoved
Grey’s hand in between hislegs, aming right for his pucker. “Help me...” He wiggled
his ass down, grunting at the wonderful pressure pushing against his snapped-shut hole.
“Fuck, | want you inside me.”

Fingers suddenly grasped Sirus's chin, and Sirus dropped his focus to the man
beneath him. Their stares locked on each other, Grey said, “Breathe for me,” and took
over probing at Sirus's entrance. He pushed up, Sirus bore down, and, with one flash of
pain, Sirus's hole gave up the fight and let Grey’ s fingersinside.

Sirus' s ass burned with the invasion, but it immediately clamped down on Grey’s
fingers and dragged them deeper into his channel. “Mmm, yeah.” He braced his hands on
Grey’s chest and pushed down, forcing more of the other man’s long fingersinside his
body. “Fuck me, fuck me.” Clenching his teeth against the pure, unadulterated delight his
rectum and Grey’ s embedded fingers created together, Sirus rolled his hips into each
spearing his passage took and reached for more. His prick grew to full arousal once again
and his ballstingled and drew tight against his body, aready to the breaking point again.

“Takeit, Wilder, takeit.” Grey’s voice was harsh and forceful as he plunged and
scissored his fingers with great enthusiasm in Sirus's quivering channel, stretching him
with almost savage aggression. “Feel every goddamn inch of me playing in your ass.”

“Uh-huh ... fuck.” Sirus pulled hislower lip between this teeth and bit, drawing
blood as he tried to stave off release. He couldn’t control the panting and writhing,
though, and his knees slipped wider apart in the mud, pushing his ass down even harder
and trapping Grey’s hand against his stomach. Sirus didn’t care and couldn’t stop
gyrating hisassinto Grey’s fingers. His thighs shook and his arms felt weaker than a
kitten, and just when Sirus didn’t think he could take even one more sensation, Grey
crooked his buried fingers and stroked right on Sirus's sweet spot, tipping him right over
the edge.

Crying out as the second release hit him, stronger and sharper than the first, Sirus
sank hisfingers at least half an inch into Grey’ s chest muscles, searching for a toehold
with which to cling. His entire body convulsed, his ass closed in avise on Grey’ s fingers,
and he swore he felt cum race through his bowel and belly before finally letting it go and
shooting a stream of hot semen on Grey’s forearm and chest.

Grey locked his gaze on Sirus's, and it was frightening in its depth. The man looked
pained, and Sirus scrambled backward, letting Grey’s fingers dlip free of hisanus as he
positioned his ass over the other man’s crotch. Grey’s jeans acted as little to no barrier,



and Sirus ground his buttocks into the bulge, his crease splitting and his asshole finding
the ridge and rocking in afrenzy over Grey’s cock. “I’m still open ... ah, yeah...” Sirus
groaned and bucked as Grey knifed up into hisloosened hole. “Fuck me and let me feel
you come.”

Grey growled and latched onto Sirus' s waist, holding him down as he thrust up
repeatedly, taking with aggression, asif there were no clothing between them at all. Sirus
rode the shape of Grey’s cock with piston-fast sweeps along his crack, knowing he had
never done anything like thisin hislife. He felt like a teenager in the backseat of a car
doing something fast and without finesse because it was forbidden and he didn’t want to
get caught.

“Ohh ... ohh...” Grey strained under Sirus and then quickly stiffened, his body
arching in abow. “Coming...” His mouth fell open, his eyes squeezed shut, and his
fingers bruised a punishing hold on Sirus' swaist. “Damn it, damn it...” Grey’sentire
body shuddered, and the heat of ejaculate warmed Sirus's ass through underwear and
jeans as Grey succumbed to release.

Eventually, the tension eased from Grey’ s body and he lowered back to the ground.
He opened his eyes, and the rain broke right then, turning from a downpour to alight
mist, asif Mother Nature took its cue from the severity of Sirus and Grey’s coupling.
Sirus couldn’t move as he absorbed what had happened, the heat of the moment so
intense he couldn’t walk away, even as he accepted he'd just done something incredibly
intimate with aman he didn’t know very well at all.

With someone whom less than twenty-four hours ago he wasn’t even sure he liked.

Damn it. Scrubbing his face, Sirus exhaled slowly and tried to figure out what the
hell to do next.

*

Fucking A. Grey had a naked man sitting on him, he’d just comein hisjeanslike a
preteen discovering his cock, and, for the first timein his adult life, he didn’t have any
clue what to say, how to behave, or have a plan of attack in place.

It'snot a big deal, Greyson, people have little moments like this all the time. Pull
your shit together and act like an adult.

Grey cleared histhroat, and Sirus jolted on top of him, giving Grey his full attention.
Slate eyes pierced right through him, and once again made Grey’ s breath catch. Stole the
coherency of his thoughts too.

“Ah, if you could,” Grey’s focus dropped to his stomach and landed right on Sirus's
cock, “you know...” Fuck, his assthrobbed as he stared at Sirus's prick, and Grey
imagined Sirus rolling him over and filling his hole. No, you don’t open yourself up for
anybody. Grey tore his gaze off Sirus's dick and took a deep breath, gathering himself
again. When he felt back in control, he looked at Sirus and spoke in an even, cool tone.
“If you wouldn’t mind getting up, we could go back inside where it's dry and warm.”

“Oh!” Sirus shot off Grey’s lap, and Grey tried not to notice the immediate sense of
loss. Snatching his muddy clothes off the ground, Sirus looked at them, shook his head,
and went ahead and left them hanging at his side. “ Sorry.”

“Not a problem.” With Sirus s weight gone, the clammy chill of the mud beneath
Grey’ s back sank in with penetrating cold. He got to his feet, shaking off the rain and
muddy earth clinging to his back as best he could. “It’slate. Let’sjust go inside.” He took
astiff step toward the porch.



“Wait!” Sirus snatched Grey’ s wrist in amanacle hold, and Grey’ s eyes fell closed,
his heart plummeting to his stomach.

“Yes?' Grey spoke the word with command, but in his head, it was little more than a
weak whisper. He didn’t feel any stability under his feet, and the sense of uncertainty
took him back to his childhood, where he so did not need to be right now. Ever, redly.
Please, | can't deal with drama or overwrought emotions right now. He forced himself to
turn around and face Sirus with a calmness that belied the racing in his heart. “What is
it?’

Sirus shifted hisweight, and twisted his soaking clothesin his big hands. “What we
just did,” his attention dropped for a second to the ground where they’d both just lain, “I
need you to know | don’t do that kind of thing regularly, or casually.” Sirustook a step
forward, his savage face earnest. “Which is not to say I’m declaring love here or
anything, but | need you to tell me something you wouldn’t tell someone you weren't
intimate with. Give me something personal so | don't feel like | just did what | did with
an amost stranger.”

Grey searched Sirus's face and demeanor, looking for even the slightest sign of
deception. He found none. “Just one thing?’

Nodding, Sirus clutched his clothes to his belly. “Yes.” He didn’'t look away, and he
didn’'t waver.

“And you'll give me something in return?’ Grey pushed, needing something more.

Sirus nodded again sharply. “Agreed.”

Oh, fuck, don’t do it. “I haven’t shared a bed with anyone in three years, and |
fucking hate sleeping alone.” Grey rushed through the confession that he could not
believe came out of his mouth. “Now you.”

“It has been two years for me,” Sirus confessed, spilling hiswordsin just asfast a
tumble as Grey had done. “And | hateit just as much as you do. | don’t normally do this,
and | don’'t have any expectations,” he pulled Grey to him with one gentle tug, “but with
what you just said, and what | did, you have to know | don’t want to sleep in that guest
room tonight.”

Srus's body heat shimmered off him in tangible waves, making Grey realize how
cold hewas inside. How cold his bed was too. No expectations. Grey couldn’t stop
thinking about that, and he couldn’t take his eyes off the stunning piece of man standing
before him, someone his sister knew, and more importantly, trusted.

Against every rule he had ever set for himself, and every promise he made to himself
three years ago, Grey said, “So don’'t.” His blood rushed so fast he felt alittle dizzy. He
said the rest anyway. “ Share the master bedroom with me.”



Chapter Six

Grey’ s request hung heavy in the air, standing between him and the man before him
like aghost in the dark night. Stunned disbelief didn’t even begin to describe the
expression on Sirus's face, and frissons of extreme discomfort crawled right under Grey’s
skin, attaching doubt to his one act of selfish need.

Suddenly amazingly uncomfortable, Grey shrugged with indifference. “1t wasjust a
suggestion. Suit yourself.” He hardened the hint of vulnerability that had leaked out of
him and schooled himself not to show he cared. “I’m going inside.”

“Were you serious?’ The quiet of Sirus's voice cut across the small amount of space
between them, stroking the sliver of needy weakness before Grey could completely
cauterize it. Sirus looked at Grey with that stormy gaze of his and tugged right at Grey’s
long-buried need to be something more than a solo act. “Do you really want me to share
your bed?’ he added.

Grey opened his mouth and, “I can’t remember when I’ ve ever wanted anything
more,” almost came out. Panic swirled in his chest, suffocating him, and instead he coolly
delivered, “Look, it's late, and we' re both exhausted. | don’t know about you, but I'm
about thirty seconds away from freezing my balls off. | plan to go inside, have a hot
shower, and go to bed. We can double up, or we can go it aone. It'sup to you.” Grey
looked right at Sirus and did not show so much as a shiver. “Either way, I’m not standing
here and discussing it any further.”

Sirus penetrated Grey with a brief, intense stare that |eft Grey feeling touched from
top to bottom. Then he leaned down, scooped up Grey’ s shirt, and thrust it against Grey’s
chest. Grey grabbed it before it could fall, and when he did, Sirus dlid his hand down
Grey’ s stomach, past his cock, and cupped his balls through his jeans. Sirus' s face was
only inches from Grey’s, and Grey was caught, trapped, and unable to breathe. “Can’t
have these falling off,” Sirus answered, and flashed a fast, wicked smile. He squeezed
Grey’ s nuts and gave them a placating pat. Then, holy shit, he winked. “Let’s get you into
ahot bath.” Sirus's hand trailed over Grey’ s thigh and around his hip as he moved up the
steps, setting Grey’ s body to roaring with renewed life. “Coming?’ he called out, and
kept right on going, the view of his tight, oh-so-enticing bare ass luring Grey with every
step he took.

Lord knew, Grey acknowledged, that he should walk right to his car and drive
straight down the mountain. His legs wouldn’t obey. Against his better judgment, he
followed.

* % *x %

“Oh, fuck, thiswas agood idea.” Grey moaned, his body spiking with pinpricks as
his chilled skin came into contact with steaming hot water. He sank all the way into the
bath and leaned back against Sirus's chest. The man’slong, lightly haired legs encased
Grey on both sides, and his cock hit right at the cleft of Grey’s ass. The hot water felt so
damn good, though, Grey didn’'t sexually respond.

Aside from wanting to get warm, Grey had spent the walk from outside to the



bathroom reminding himself that in his business life he dealt with billionaires on a

regular basis—and did it without ever breaking a sweat. He reasoned if he could do that,
then he could certainly deal with a simple sexual attraction to one good-looking man. He
knew the pitfalls to avoid, he knew how much to share, and most importantly, he knew in
two weeks time he would walk away refreshed, reenergized, and ready to get back to
work. Of course, success depended on Grey being completely open about his position and
feelings, and Sirus agreeing to a brief affair.

With that realization, Grey belatedly figured he probably should have planned
something more neutral to that kind of discussion than a damned romantic lantern and
candl€lit bath.

Fuck.

Just then, Sirus ran his hands up Grey’s arms and curled them around his shoulders.
His head dipped down and he spoke right at Grey’s ear. “Y our body just went from
comfortable and relaxed to tighter than the strings on a guitar in less than five seconds.”
Sirus kneaded hisfingersinto Grey’ s muscles and began to give him amassage. “I’m not
looking for amarriage proposal just because | don’t normally accept blowjobs and
invitations to share a bath and bed from men | hardly know. It is unusual for me, but you
don’t have to worry that I’m going to think we're a couple or anything.”

“It wasn't that.” Grey scrambled, his mind racing for cover. He hated that Sirus
picked up on the tension in his body, and worse, that he' d so easily pinpointed why it had
happened. People did not read Greyson Cole. Business associates and ex-boyfriends alike
told him his poker face had no match. “I was thinking about outside.” Jesus, Grey could
still feel the thickness and heat of Sirus's cock taking over his mouth. His dick twitched a
little bit as he recalled the man’ stight, scorching ass clenching around his buried fingers
too. “You pulled away before you came. |s there something | need to know about you?’

“I"'m clean,” Sirus said. He ran his hands down Grey’ s chest and settled their upper
bodies into one another more comfortably. “Y ou didn’t know that, though, and | didn’t
want to presume something you might not have wanted.”

Grey closed his eyes, trembling as he imagined warm spits of Sirus's cum coating his
tongue and throat. Christ, how he missed blowjobs. “1 wanted.” He reached up and
fiddled with Sirus's fingers where they rested on his chest. “But thank you for being
clearheaded enough in the moment to think for both of us. Normally | know more about
my sexual partners, and we' ve been tested together so we each know the other is clean.”
Even then, Grey always wore a condom when he had sex, but he hadn’t brought any
condoms with him on thistrip. Hadn't needed any in avery long time. “Thisisaunique
circumstance, and | guess we need to discuss our histories and expectations a little bit so
we can decide how best to proceed.”

Sirus nuzzled hislips against Grey’ s temple and squeezed him with hislegs. “You're
very precise in everything you say. That's cute.”

Grumbling, Grey felt hisface heat. “Being smart and well thought out is not cute.
It's...” Helooked around the softly lit bathroom, searching for the right word. “It’s...”

“Smart?’ Sirus helped, chuckling.

Discomfort heated Grey’ s already warm cheeksto a blaze. “Okay, fine.” He did not
allow people to laugh at him when he was trying to be serious. Bracing his hand on the
lip of the tub, he rose to his feet. “Maybe you think your health isajoke, but | don’t.”

Sirus snaked hisarms around Grey’s knees and held him firmly in place. “ Get back



down here.” He looked up at Grey as he tugged, and like a man without his own will,
Grey lowered himself to his knees between Sirus' s thighs. Sirus touched Grey’ s face,
held it, but then curled his handsinto fists and let them drop into the bathwater. His date
eyes hardened to granite, and Grey’s heart lurched and raced.

“What?' The steam and candlelight in the room pillowed Grey’ s voice, softening the
anxiety twisting in his gut. “Is there something wrong after all?”

“No. I’'m good,” Sirus said, washing relief over Grey in aflooding torrent. Christ, he
couldn’t believe how much he already cared that nothing bad ever befell this man. “1 take
my personal safety and health very serioudly,” Sirus continued, clearly unaware of the
turmoil going on inside Grey. “As seriously as |’ m sure you do. Even though | always
used protection with the last man | was with—all of the men I’ ve been with, of which
there have been four—I have in the last two years been tested numerous times for every
goddamned thing in the book, since my last relationship ended in part because the man
was married.”

Grey’sjaw dropped right into the water.

Crap crap crap. Sirus stared at Grey’ s obvious shock—possibly horror—and
wondered what in the hell had made him share that information about Paul. The stupidest
thing in the world a guy can do istalk about hisformer lover to his current one. Of
course, Grey wasn't really Sirus' s lover, at least, not in the relationship sense. Not quite
in the literal sense yet either, he thought with dry humor. Now, maybe Grey never would
become alover. Damn it, Sirus had screwed this up nicely, and so very quickly too. Had
to be anew record for him.

“Forget | said that.” Sirus rubbed his hand over his chest, knowing the goddamned
tattoo was till there. Kelsie had counseled him to think hard before getting it, but he'd
believed so deeply in Paul he hadn’t listened. “We' re not going to be doing anything for
long enough that we need to know specifics about each other’s pasts. Y ou wanted to
know if I’'m safe, and my point was just to assure you | am. Many times over.”

Grey shifted, the motion awkward in the space available, and drew his knees up to
his chest, his arms wrapped around them. “Did you know the guy was married?’ he
asked, it seemed cautioudly. “1 don’t know you very well, but | only ask because with
what little | do know, you don’t strike me as the kind of man who would engage in that
kind of behavior.”

Sirus's hackles rose and arumble vibrated in his throat. “What kind of behavior is
that?’

“The kind where innocent people get hurt,” Grey answered, hisvoice calm in away
that nothing inside Sirus was. “Like that man’s wife.”

Grey’ s generous thought constricted Sirus's chest. “You'reright,” Sirus admitted.
God, he did not want this man thinking he condoned adultery. “I didn’t know Paul was
married when we met, but by thetime | did find out | wasin so deep | couldn’t make
myself walk away. Paul promised me the marriage had not been an intimate one for a
very long time, and he said he was in the process of separating and ultimately divorcing.
Helived in Texas, and | wasn’'t there all the time to check up on him, so | accepted him at
hisword.” Sirus chuckled, the sound laced with cynicism—directed squarely at himself.
“Hell, who am | kidding? | wanted to believe him and | jumped at the chance to do it.
Then one day when we hooked up | believed him alittle less, and then alittle less the



next time, until 1 went all stalker on him and saw him with hiswife.” The sense of
wanting to be sick at the sight he had witnessed that day still sat sour in Sirus's stomach.
“She was very pregnant.”

“Shit.” Grey stared, rapt, asif Sirustold him abogeyman story by a campfire. “You
sure it was her?’

Sirus grimaced. “ Saw her picturein hiswallet once. It was her. He obviously never
stopped having sex with her. When | figured that out, the floodgates burst open, and |
imagined he probably wasn’t any more faithful to me than he wasto her. He promised me
there weren’t any other men, and he just hadn’t figured out away to break from hiswife
and tell hisfamily about us, but by then | couldn’t believe anything he said and | broke it
off. That was two years ago. In fact, it was shortly after | saw your sister and assured her
Paul was worth it and that we would be together forever.” Sirus closed his eyesfor a
moment and breathed, fighting through the anger and rage that wanted to resurface. He
brutally reminded himself he hadn’t lost anything; Paul never was the man he pretended
to be while with Sirus. All Sirus had lost was alie; afantasy of what he wanted Paul to
be.

Pushing away the hardness that always wanted to show itself lately, Sirus opened his
eyes and looked at Grey once again. “Anyway, that is why you should believe me when |
say I'm not interested in arelationship right now. It has been awhile since | had sex,
though, and | won't lie, | missit like hell.”

Eyebrowsrising, Grey laughed. “Believe me, | know the feeling.”

Grey’s easy laugh startled Sirusinto afast smile. No, no, no. Don't start liking him;
that is not what he wants. It’s not what you want. “ So,” Sirus quickly turned the tables,
“what about you? Tit for tat here. Y ou said you hadn’t been with anyonein along time
either. Why did things end with your ex?’

“Certainly nothing as dramatic as what happened with you.” Grey’s voice sounded
natural, and he didn’t flinch or dart his attention away from Sirus. At the sametime, he
scraped afingernail through a bar of soap on the tub’s ledge. For some reason Sirus
couldn’t explain, that one little motion cancelled out the ease in other two. “He just
wanted something | couldn’t give him.”

“Which was?’

The amber flecksin Grey’s eyes flattened to a dull, one-note hazel. “He wanted me
to love him, and | couldn’t.” Grey shrugged. “ Simple as that.”

A shiver went through Sirus, and the bathroom suddenly felt as chilled as the biting
weather outside.

“Still sure you want to sleep with me?” Grey asked, his voice the same as when he'd
asked Sirusif he wanted more tealast night at dinner. “It won't be any different with
you.”

Couldn’t love him. Not that he didn’t or wouldn't, but that he couldn’t. Those words
of Grey’s sat heavy in Sirus's gut, the finality of them so certain. A frisson of fear
skittered across his heart at the upfront coldness in Grey’ s proposal. At the same time,
after being lied to by Paul so completely, and for such along time, Sirus respected that
Grey didn't pretend in order to get what he wanted.

He looked at Grey, into eyesthat didn’t dare care, and the only answer he wanted to
give escaped hislips. “I’m sure.” Sirus reached out, curled his arm around Grey’ s neck,
and dragged him to a meeting point between their bodies. “Now hold your breath,” he



brushed his lips achingly slowly across Grey’s, thrilling at the little catch of breath he felt
from the other man, “because I’ m going to wash your hair.” With that, he turned the tap
and sent hot rain pouring down on them both.

* % % %

Sirus rifled through the fresh changes of clothesin his duffel bag, searching for
something he could use as pajamas. The power still hadn’t come back on, but plenty of
moonlight streamed in through the window and allowed him to search without any
problem. He had atoo sexy man waiting for him one room over, but he didn’t think he
would get awink of deep if he dept in the buff as he normally did. It was one thing to
say they wanted to share a bed, or do what they did outside, or say they wanted to have
sex; it was another to follow the guy into his bedroom and pounce. Especially since Sirus
knew he couldn’t take Grey the way his body so desperately wanted to do. After their
bath, Sirus had needed a few minutes to himself to catch his breath and steel himself to
the fact that he wouldn’t be fucking Grey, and so had used the lame excuse that it would
be cold tonight and he needed to get some sweats to wear to bed.

Finding ablack pair, Sirus dipped into them quickly, cursing only abit at their snug
fit. Fuck, he hardly ever wore them. It was only because he didn’t have much left clean
that he' d thrown them in his bag in the first place. He found a navy blue T-shirt and put
that on, then paused to look at himself in the mirror and comb down his damp hair with
hisfingers. That done, he rushed to the door, nervous excitement coursing all the way
through him.

He just managed to slow down hisfast stride in the hallway and talk down his case
of the jitters before stepping into Grey’s room with relative cool—and found the object of
his latest fantasies buried under the covers already fast asleep.

God, he' s so fucking handsome. The room, bathed with light from the moon,
highlighted Grey’ s stark face, not softening his cheekbones or jaw one bit, even in sleep.
Brown hair lay perfectly across hisforehead, asif he had artfully arranged it with styling
products before getting into bed. Sirus knew better. Grey was just that damned perfect,
physically anyway. Inside, Sirus figured the man had afew scars.

Ones he didn’t want anyone to see.

Couldn’t love him. Grey’ s declaration echoed in Sirus's head again, sobering him as
he made his way to bed and crawled under the covers. He rolled onto his side and studied
this intelligent, determined man, and didn’t think him incapable of doing anything he
truly wanted to do. “Maybe not so much couldn’t, as wouldn’'t,” Sirus whispered.

A rumble vibrated through Grey, asif he challenged Sirus's opinion.

“Don’t worry, tough guy.” Sirus smoothed a hand over Grey’s damp hair and pressed
agentlekissto hisforehead. “| don’'t need you to love me, so we're going to do just
fine.”

Grey rolled over and snuggled into Sirus' s side right then, settling in asif his body
were made especially for Sirus' s nooks and crannies.

As Siruslay there holding Grey in his arms, he wondered if he was lying to Grey, or
himself.



Chapter Seven

Twinkles of light played over Grey’ s face, pushing through his closed eyes and
forcing him from sleep. Gonna have to start closing the damn curtain on that window. He
rolled over and stretched his arms and legs, cursing when his knuckles hit the headboard
and shot tingles up hisarm.

Scrubbing his face and scratching through the stubble, Grey pushed up in bed and
smacked at his cheeks. “Wake up, wake up, wake up.” Familiar lethargy made his arms
and legs heavy, but he was used to it; he blinked the sleep from his eyes and forced
himself to face the day head-on. “Time to wake up.”

“You have alittle wake up ritual.” Sirus's voice snapped Grey’s eyes fully open and
put his attention on the door. Sirus stood there all tall and big, dressed in jeans, boots, and
another one of his flannel shirts, thistime acharcoal gray in color that perfectly matched
hiseyes. “That’s cute,” Sirus added, and brought a steaming mug to his mouth. He made
avibrating noise of pleasure as he swallowed, and Grey’s cock responded asif that sound
had been hummed right against his flesh.

Fuck. Grey didn’t need a hot beverage to warm him up. He had only woken up once
during the night, but damn, he could still feel Sirus's body heat surrounding him as the
man dept deeply, hiswide chest rising and falling with every silent breath he took. A
man who didn’t snore. Christ, as if Sirus needed anything more to sell himself beyond his
incredible art and insane body.

Maybe this sharing a bed thing wasn’t such a good idea. The sex, yes, but the same
bed before and after perhaps needed reevaluation. They were going to learn too many
little intimate detail s about each other by sharing a bed, probably things neither one of
them wanted anyone else to know. Such as Sirus catching Grey waking himself up with a
pep talk, as he’'d just done. Grey didn’t want anyone to know he talked to himself out
loud.

Lectured himself.

Chastised himself.

Right then, steam tickled his nose and the decadent smell of rich coffee made Grey’s
mouth water. He shook his head and pulled himself back into the moment, and found
Sirus sitting on the edge of the bed, his coffee cup waving under Grey’ s nose.

Sirus smiled, and his eyes twinkled as brightly as the morning sun breaking through
the windowpane. “I thought that might wake you back up.” He took another sip of coffee
and then set the mug on the nightstand. “Y ou drifted there for a minute.”

“¥Y ou should have woken me up.” Grey glanced longingly at the mug of coffee, but
instead noticed the digital clock radio behind it. It was literally sunrise. “1 see the power
is back on. Damn, you're up early.”

“l have alot to do today.” Sirus pushed himself upright and made his way back to
the doorway, but paused before turning down the hallway. “And | would have woken you
up, but you’'re on vacation so | wasn't sure you' d appreciateit. | was just cominginto
check if you were stirring before | left. When | saw that you were, | thought I’ d share the
coffee.” He pointed to the steaming cup. “That’s for you.”

“Thanks. Have agood day.” Grey picked up the mug and discreetly turned it,



keeping his head down as he put it to his mouth exactly where Sirus's had been. He
swore hislips tingled with the placement, and hot cinnamon-tinged coffee burst over his
taste buds and rolled down his throat, leaving a hot path of bitter warmth in its wake.

“Shit.” Sirus threw afew other curse words out into the air as he strode across the
bedroom in three steps and lifted the cup of coffee right out of Grey’s hands. “Y ou think |
didn’t see you do that?’ Grey opened his mouth to protest, but Sirus swooped right down
on him and crushed their lips together. Moaning, Grey relented and opened up, accepting
the immediate thrust of Sirus' s tongue. Sirus slid one knee on the bed and tunneled his
hand in Grey’s hair. He jerked Grey’ s head back and then slanted his mouth, devouring
Grey in afadt, eating, kiss, mingling their shared cup of coffeein adifferent way. He bit
at Grey’slips, making them even more sensitive than they already were, but then pulled
back, the mercury firein his gaze burning strong. “Y ou make me hot without hardly
doing adamn thing,” Sirus said, hisvoice full of gravel. “Damnit.” He dipped down and
scraped their lips again, clinging and speaking against Grey’ s mouth. “| have to go.”
Sirus's mint and coffee breath fanned hot over Grey’ s face, and his gaze searched,
although Grey couldn’t imagine what he thought to find. Sirus bruised one more hard kiss
on Grey’slips, cursed and bit again, but thistime did pull away and walk backward to the
door, leaving Grey a puddle. “God, | want to crawl right back in bed with you, but |
can’'t.” He braced his hand on the doorframe. “Noah will be wondering where the hell |

Any seepiness or jittery stomach remaining in Grey disappeared in a shot. “Noah?’
Who the hell is Noah? Grey kept his voice carefully modulated. “Is that a friend?’

“A friend who happens to be my plumber,” Sirus answered, and Grey just barely
stopped himself from slumping against the headboard in relief. He managed to keep the
anger at himself for reacting so strongly hidden away too. “He's going to get started on
the repairstoday. | want to be there just in case there are any problems. | also want to get
back to the piece | was working on yesterday when you stopped by. Plus, Ginny is going
to drive up to take alook at my completed projectsto seeif there' s any she thinks she can
sel.”

Grey sat up straight, this time not caring to hide. “I didn’t know you had an art
dealer.” A weird bubble of pride he could not control burst in his chest. “Y ou should give
me her card.”

A charming as all get out half smile transformed Sirus' s face into something
breathtakingly handsome. He laughed, the sound full-bodied, and completed the picture.
“Ginny will love to hear herself referred to as an art dealer.” He shook his head, his mirth
clear. “She runs a craft store over in Clarkson. She showcases a dozen or so locals from
the surrounding areain one section of her store. She usually takes a few pieces of mine at
atime, and | make an okay buck every now and again.” Sirus' s focus drifted to the clock
on the nightstand, and he stood up straight. “Okay, | really need to go. I' [l be back in time
for dinner. Bye.” He waved, and didn’t wait for Grey to answer before disappearing
down the hall.

Picking up his coffee again, Grey smiled against the rim as he took another sip,
hardly noticing it had turned lukewarm. He leaned against the headboard and stared out
the window, listening as Sirus shut the front door and then started his truck. Grey
watched the pretty day start to unfold, but in his mind he saw three or four key pieces of
art that had so captured his interest whilein Sirus's studio. “Damn, | should have taken



some pictures with my cell.”
Coffee in hand, Grey got up, not tired anymore in the slightest, and went in search of
his phone to make acall.

* % % %

“Now how would | know you were going to be at the cabin this week, et alone that
Sirus would have problems at his place?’ Kelsie grumbled through the phone. “Y ou
never even go to the damn place. | swear, Grey, you have become a very suspicious
man.” Grey could practically see histwin glaring at him through the phone. “Maybe it
has something to do with your own guilty actions of the past?’

“All right, al right, all right,” Grey relented. “It was just a surprise to see a stranger
in my cabin when | got here, that’s all. Besides,” Grey wrapped one hand around his neck
and started pacing the length of the cabin, the phone at his ear, “it’s not like you didn’t
end up getting something great out of my machinations, so don’'t go getting some
convenient memory about your husband now.” He thought about Kelsie' s pregnancy and
forgot anything other than brotherly concern. “How are you feeling lately? Getting sick
yet or anything?’

“1 feel pretty fantastic, actually,” Kelsie answered with alaugh. “Y ou could call your
best friend and tell him to ease up on the worrying, though. He' s getting a little out of
hand.”

Y eah, Grey could imagine John jumping to attention and wanting to call 911 with the
smallest sneeze out of Kelsie. “Afraid | can’'t help with that. John loves you and nothing
isgoing to change that. Y ou can handle him. God knows you always have.”

“Yeah, I’'m not handing the keys to The Sweetest Tattoo over to someone else, even
temporarily, until the time | deliver the baby, | can tell you that.” The Sweetest Tattoo
was his sister’ s tattoo parlor. “Hey,” Kelsie' s voice perked up, “ speaking of tattoos,
how’s my buddy with the sexy mustang on his chest doing? Does he have an ETA on the
repairsto his cabin?’

“Not sure. He mentioned his plumber is starting the work today.” Grey spoke
carefully and tried like hell not to ook at the front door—for the fifth time since calling
his sister. Fuck, though, Sirus would return soon, and Grey ached like hell to finish what
they had started last night. “1 guess he'll get an estimate on the timeline today.”

“And how are you doing with sharing?’ Kelsie asked, making Grey sound like a ten-
year-old who didn’t want to share his Star Warstoys. “ Y ou're not exactly used to
bumping into another person every time you turn around.”

“I"m managing, sis.” Damn, if Sirus would just open that front door they could start
bumping into each other awhole hell of alot more than they had thus far. Thump thump
thump. Shit, was that Sirus coming up the porch steps? Grey’ s hands started sweating just
thinking it might be his temporary bedmate.

Jesus, what in the hell was wrong with him?

“Listen,” the front door opened, and Grey immediately dropped hisvoiceto a
whisper, “I just called to check in and see how you were doing. Say hi to John for me,
and I'll talk to you soon. Bye.”

“Say hi to Sirusfor me!l” his sister shouted before Grey ended the call.

Siruswalked in, a cell attached to his ear as well. He waved when he found Grey, but
continued his phone conversation. “I’m not pretending anything for her,” he said, his



voicerising. “I don't have to. She won't acknowledge it anyway, so what does it matter?’
Sirus stopped talking, but nodded, as if the other person could see him. “Okay, okay,
fine.” He sounded like a mixture of exasperated and mildly pissed. “I’ ve been warned.
But just so you know, it'snot asif you haveto doit. | don’t have gay porn sitting all over
the place or pictures of well-hung naked men gracing my walls. Y ou might come for a
visit and find that out for yourself.” Using one hand, Sirus shrugged out of one arm of his
heavy coat, switched the phone to his other ear, and slipped out of the other, catching it
by the collar and draping it over the back of the couch before it hit the floor. “Yeah, |
know you are. | love you too, jackass. Bye.” Sirusflipped the phone closed and tossed it
on the coffee table, arumble working in his throat as his hands dove through his hair,
leaving tunnels in their wake.

The man looked alittle feral, and Grey stepped forward without thinking, itching to
calm the metaphorical hairs standing on end. “Everything okay?’

Shaking his head, Sirus looked at Grey, took a visible breath, and his hackles seemed
to settle. “Yeah, I'm fine.” He blew out another slow breath and linked his hands behind
his neck. “That was one of my brothers; Nic. He was giving me the heads up that my
mom will be gracing me with her presence sometime in the next few days. She’ll be
working nearby and wants to check in on me, seeif I’m dating anyone.”

“Oh.” Wéll, hell, that was inconvenient.

“A woman.” Sirus grimaced, his face hardening as he shared.

The air went right out of Grey. “Oh.”

“No, not that kind of ‘oh’.” Sirus practically snarled the word. “My mother knows
I’'m gay. I’'m not faking anything. All of my immediate family knows, and some of my
extended ones do aswell. My mom just acts like | never said it and goes about her
business, occasionally trying to get me to come home to visit in order to set me up. |
swear shethinksif | just get alook at the right woman I'll go straight.”

“1 wasn't judging you,” Grey quickly explained. “Y ou’ re welcome to do or not do
whatever the hell you want. | don’t ever lie to anyone myself, but that also doesn’t mean |
tell everyone | meet that I'm gay either. My businessis my business, and | tend to keep
my work separate from my personal life. That just makes good sense al around.”

Silver sparked in Sirus's eyes, and his lips hitched at one edge. “ Three years of
celibacy should make that pretty easy for you to achieve.”

“Right.” Grey quickly sidestepped the talk turning toward him and put the
conversation back on track. “Y ou just seem so comfortable with yourself that it would
have shocked me to hear your family didn’t know.”

“They know. And when my mother visits, | will be clear with her. Again. My brother
says she’ sdriving over, and is going to stop overnight to visit with an old friend who
lives outside of Charlotte before she makes her way to me. Listen,” Sirus flexed hisarms
over his head then pulled the edges of his shirt and T-shirt from the waistband of his
jeans, moaning with that end-of-day joy as he did it, “I’d just assume we change the
subject to something else entirely.” He pulled the snaps open on his shirt and scratched
his chest through his white T-shirt. “How does that sound to you?’

“Fine with me.” Learning about each other’s families wasn’t part of their bargain
anyway. It didn’t matter that Grey itched to ask more questions about Sirus' s parents and
siblings. He ignored the fact that he was strangely fascinated to find out where this man
came from, and where hefit in that other world. Grey wouldn’t share the same



information in return, so it wouldn’t be fair to ask.

“Good.” Sirus circled the coffee table as he removed his watch, pausing by the
fireplace to put the timepiece on the mantle. He rubbed his wrist, and Grey’s penis started
to push against his jeans.

“Did you fare any better with Noah?” Grey asked, staring, unable not to. He studied
every inch of Sirus's stunningly fit body, and had difficulty swallowing past the sudden
drynessin histhroat. Sirus looked alittle rough from his day, but not overly so. “Did he
get alot of work done at your cabin today?’

“Fair amount.” Sirus spoke, and all Grey could feel were the scrapes of strong,
callused hands running all over his skin. Standing half a dozen feet away, Sirus raked his
gaze the length of Grey’s body, and the silver in his eyes deepened to putty. “ Says he'll
be done in another day, two at the most, and then | can move back in.”

Two days. Fuck fuck fuck. Grey had afeeling he would need at |east a dozen to get
this man out of his system. Of course, that depended on him getting Sirus Wilder into his
system first.

Forty-eight hours flashed in Grey’s head, the numbers ticking down like a clock on a
bomb. Grey growled, the sound coming from deep within. Christ, they were wasting
time. He fucking needed to get inside Sirus, and they had far too much distance between
them right now to achieve his goal.

Something raw and primal took over inside Grey, and he planted his boot right in the
center of the coffee table, taking the most direct route to his target.

“Grey?’ Siruslooked up and, as Grey loomed taller on the table for a moment,

Grey’ s attention latched onto Sirus's Adam'’ s apple bobbing as he swallowed. Jesus,
Grey’ s dick twitched as he imagined himself sucking on that enticing protrusion for
hours.

Grey stepped off the table right into Sirus's space, letting barely adliver of air exist
between them. “1 made food.” Leaning up, Grey kept his gaze riveted to Sirus's,
watching as he captured Sirus's lower lip between this teeth, tugging before letting it go.
“Do you want to eat?’ He reached down and stroked the length of Sirus's already
straining cock.

Sirus pushed into Grey’ s touch, and a funny noise choked in histhroat. “I could
wait.” His eyes closed to half-mast, his mouth fell open, and every fast little breath he
took fed Grey’s desire and pulsed more blood straight to his erection.

Tripping Sirus up, Grey circled his arms around the man and helped cushion their
tumble to the floor. “1 need to fuck you.” Grey ground hisridge against Sirus' s through
thelir clothes, and leaned down to steal another aggressive kiss. “Right now.” He dug
between their bodies and started to work open Sirus's belt.

“I brought lube from home.” Sirus |leaned up and helped keep their mouths fused
together with fast kisses. “It'sin my coat pocket. Ahh,” he hissed as Grey spread hislegs
and pushed up against his balls, “that’s feels so good.” Sirus pulled back, the haze in his
eyes clearing as he looked at Grey. “1 don’t have any condoms. Do you?”’

That jerked Grey to a standstill. “No.” He hummed all over and wanted nothing more
than to get inside Sirus stight ass. He had Sirus's zipper halfway undone, but his fingers
sat frozen in place. “| don’t want to stop what we' ve started.” Grey stilled on the outside,
but his blood raced like mad on the inside. He didn’t move, though, and stared right into
Sirus'seyes as he said, “But we can halt things right now. It’s up to you.”



Chapter Eight

Sex without a condom.

Sex with Grey without a condom.

Oh, fuck. Siruslooked up into Grey’s eyes, the amber chips within nearly taking over
the hazel, and his chest thumped faster with every second he stared. His skin felt tight and
hot, and his ass pulsed in time with his heartbeat, his body begging him to say yes.

Sirus reached up and brushed his fingers over Grey’s cheek, stunned when the man
trembled in response. Hell, he wants thisjust as much as | do. “Y ou trust me at my
word?’ He ran his hand down to Grey’ s chest and worked open the first button on his
shirt. “I should have thought to go buy—"

Grey clamped his hand over Sirus's mouth. “I didn’t go buy any either.”

Sirus pushed open Grey’ s shirt and scraped his fingers down his smooth chest and
hard belly, making the man hiss, stopping only when he hit the waistband of Grey’s
jeans.

Grey closed his eyes, his mouth falling open as he rocked himself into the V of
Sirus'slegs. “Christ, | don’t want to stop and go do it right now either.” He opened his
eyes and set hisfocus, hot and full of wanting, on Sirus. “I want inside, and | want it
bare.”

Oh, double fuck. It was a damn good thing Sirus was already lying down. “Me too.”
Sirus clutched Grey’ s face, keeping him close. “Metoo,” he whispered again. Their gazes
held for amoment, their bodies in limbo as heat lightning flared between them. Then, in
the blink of an eye, they both went at each other with savagery; tongues dueling and teeth
clinking into one another, licking and biting over entire faces and even up into hair and
scalps, tongues thrusting into ears as they clutched each other’ s heads in a bruising hold
for more.

Grey’ s complete abandon, and even his violence, hit Sirus' s blood like the most
potent drug. Thiswasn’t anything like what he expected out of this careful, precise man.
The intense passion went right to Sirus's head ... and his cock. Sirus forced Grey’sjaw
apart and swept his tongue inside, needing to get deep and taste as much as he could. He
scraped histongue over Grey’ s teeth and the roof of his mouth, and pushed his hips up
into Grey at the same time, grinding their cocks together through their jeans.

With his fingers digging into Sirus's cheeks, Grey bore down with his weight and
pushed them both into the floor, dominating with his position. He thrust his groin into
Sirus, putting exquisite pressure on Sirus' s balls and erection. Sirus gasped as his nuts
drew up and tightened, quickly signaling the end—yproving just how hot he had been adll
day while thinking about Greyson Cole.

Jeter, Rodriguez, Longoria... In hismind, Sirus quickly started listing the names of
the 2008 AL All Star team. Just as he did, Grey reached down and yanked Sirus's hips up
as he knifed down. Grey sank histongue al the way into Sirus's mouth, licking
voraciously, and pushed Sirus over the edge with two minor |eague moves.

Sirus groaned into Grey’ s mouth, the sound muffled as orgasm overtook him. With
his cock still tucked in hisjeans, hislower body jerked. Release shook through Sirus as
deeply asif he had his length buried balls deep inside Grey’ s snug ass. Ejaculate warmed



Sirus's lower belly and crept out of hiswaistband. He knew it seeped through his jeans
and that Grey felt it too.

God, what was the matter with him? He had no control around this man. “ Sorry
about that.”

“Don’'t be.” Grey let go of Sirus's hip and burrowed his hand between their bodies,
touching hisfingers over Sirus's spent cock through his damp jeans. Grey looked up,
finding Sirus's eyes, and a cheeky smile graced his kiss-tinged lips. “I know you'll be
hard again in aminute.” He finished working Sirus's zipper down and stuck his hand
inside Sirus's jeans and underwear, stroking his sticky length, making Sirus whimper
with renewed need. “1 saw you do it last night.” Grey milked Sirus's penis and, sure
enough, the tinglein Sirus's spine started all over again, and he began to harden in Grey’s
hand.

Shifting up to his knees, Grey lowered Sirus' s underwear down in the front and
unearthed his rapidly thickening prick. Sirus's cock reared up toward his stomach, histip
nearly touching his belly button. “Damn,” Grey whistled as he jerked Sirus off, “that is
amazing.”

Sirus bit hislip, refusing to admit this was the first time his body had reacted in quite
this way with so little provocation or control. He knew Grey didn’t want to hear anything
that might hint at something special between them, and Sirus had a bad habit of wanting
to see more in his sexual partners than was really there anyway. This short-term
“acquaintances with benefits’ Sirus had going with Grey was the perfect opportunity to
prove he could have afling without turning the relationship into something more. Even
s0, Sirus throbbed with need all over and had to sate some of that lust right now. He
pushed his shirt up and took his own nipples between his thumbs and forefingers,
twisting the aching points of flesh and pulling on that invisible line between his chest,
belly and cock.

“Yeah, | liketo seethat.” Grey’s voice was thick and full of heat. He gave up his
agonizingly wonderful chokehold on Sirus's cock and pecked aline of kisses up Sirus's
stomach, making Sirus's flesh quiver with every light touch. “ Get this the rest of the way
off so | can see more.” He pushed his hands under Sirus's T-shirt and eased it off over his
head, taking the unbuttoned flannel shirt with him.

Pulling up onto his knees again, Grey took off his own shirt, never taking his eyes
off Sirusas he did it. “Jesus.” He worked the button and zipper on his jeans, pushed them
down past his hips, and sprung his hard cock free. Grey looked Sirus up and down, his
eyes darkening with desire with every inch of Sirus he openly studied. “1 don’t think |
could ever get bored looking at you.”

Heat seared Sirus's flesh, setting him aflame with just Grey’s stare. Sirus took good
care of himself and it was nice to ook into the eyes of someone who appreciated it.
Sirus's breathing turned erratic quickly, making every deep breath in anearly painful
task.

The desire for connection overwhelmed Sirus and he reared up, snaking hisarm
around Grey’s neck and yanking the man to him until their foreheads touched. So close
likethis, their chests met with every deep breath they took, scraping sensitized nipples
over firm flesh. “1 don’t mind looking at you either,” Sirus stated, his voice low. Their
gazes clashed, challenged, and Sirus decimated the scant distance between them,
delivering Grey an openmouthed, hot kiss.



Moaning as Grey sank into alicking of tongues, Sirus did hisarms around Grey’s
back and drew the other man down on top of him, loving how Grey’sweight pressed him
into the nubby rug. Sirustouched al over Grey’s back, his palms scorching on hot, solid
ropes of muscle that flexed and rolled under his hands. Wanting more, Sirus did his
hands down and clutched Grey’ s ass, squishing their cocks together in between their
stomachs. Sirus kneaded Grey’ s buttocks with every rock of his hips, and hisfingers
dlipped into Grey’s crease.

Grey suddenly jolted and tore his mouth away, panting heavily, his eyes swirls of
amber and green. “Clothes,” he said, the one word a rough bark. “1 want the rest of your
clothes gone.” He strong-armed into a one-armed push up stance and dragged his own
jeans down hislegs. “Minetoo. | want the nakedness | didn’t get outside last night.”

His mind still inafog of lust, Sirus toed off his shoes and socks, then wiggled out of
his pants. All the while, he watched Grey as his mind tried to catch up to the man’s
withdrawal. Sirus shook his head, trying to clear some of the blood from his cock back to
the other crucia parts of his body—mainly his brain. Opening his mouth to ask what
prompted the flash of shadowsin Grey’s eyes, Sirus let it snap closed again as Grey
dipped down and licked right up the underside of Sirus's cock, shooting Sirus right back
into drugging pleasure. Questions forgotten, Sirus bowed his back off the floor, his prick
quickly leaking precum like brand new one more time. Grey swirled the tip of histongue
around the head of Sirus' s dick, teasing him into shaking. Then he flattened his tongue
and did areverse lick down Sirus's erection, and dragged Sirus into a sensua haze where
nothing but sex mattered.

Sirus looked down the length of historso, but could barely see clearly through the
need clouding his gaze. Grey buried his facein Sirus's thatch of dark pubic hair, and a
wonderful hum buzzed against Sirus's balls, excitement making them weighty with seed
again.

“1 love the way you smell,” Grey murmured, his mouth right on Sirus stesticles.
“It’s pure sex and man.” He drew one of Sirus' s ballsinto his mouth and suckled it like a
babe at his mother’ steat, and Sirus swore he could feel his response all the way down
into his toes. Pushing Sirus' s thighs open wider, Grey worked Sirus' s full sac into his
mouth and rolled it around in the heavenly wet warmth, only to release him and lick at
Sirus's sensitive perineum, pushing at Sirus' s sweet spot from outside his body.

“Ohh, God, yeah.” Sirus moaned and humped his hipsinto Grey’s face, begging for
more.

Grey took Sirus' s thrusts with a quiet murmur and pushed Sirus' s legs farther apart,
splitting his crack. Grey’ s fingertips dug into the backs of Sirus'sthighs, flattening flesh
and revealing his pucker. “Damn it, Wilder,” Grey’s nostrils flared, and his fingers flexed
around Sirus'slegs, “you look good enough to eat all over.” With that, herolled Sirus's
lower body right off the rug and stuck hisface in Sirus's crease, his tongue going right
for Sirus's asshole.

Sirusjerked, his muscles seizing as he struggled to accept the pleasure Grey
delivered him. “Oh, oh, oh God...” Gritting his teeth, Sirus could barely breathe with the
first intimate laps and licks. Grey nibbled and probed at Sirus's bud, and the nerve-rich
skin rippled with delight. It felt perfect and right, and at the same time terribly wrong to
be doing this so quickly...and Sirus never wanted it to end. He hooked his arms around
his knees and held himself open for more of Grey’ s tormenting ministrations. Grey added



the pressure of histhumb to the mix, and Sirus bit the inside of his cheek, drawing blood
as he fought to stave off a second orgasm. God, he hadn’t had aguy rim him in a half-
dozen years, and it was so goddamned good he didn’t know how much he could take.

Straining his neck, Sirus watched Grey work his entrance with complete and total
focus, asif nothing else in the world existed or mattered. The rough pad of Grey’s thumb
brushed over Sirus's sphincter again, making Sirus'sinner passage contract and his cock
throb, pushing out more early seed. Grey pushed at Sirus' s tight muscle, enticing it to
open with aternating flicks from his tongue and pressure with his thumb. “Come on,
honey,” Grey’s softly spoken words caressed Sirus' s most intimate flesh right along with
his thumb and mouth, “give it up for me.”

Asif it had amind of its own and could be sweet-talked, Sirus's asshole gave way
right then, and Grey’ s thumb slipped inside, immediately pushing all-in and taking over
Sirus' s ass. Grey didn’t give Sirus time to adjust. As soon as he worked Sirus open alittle
bit, he pulled out and dlipped two fingers inside, massaging Sirus's clenching channel in a
deep in and out corkscrew motion, stretching Sirus' s flaming ring with every turn. Sirus's
belly tightened and his cock twitched as he stared, unable to tear his gaze away as Grey’s
fingers disappeared into his rectum again and again. Grey grazed Sirus' s prostate with
every stroke, but pushed athird finger in and widened Sirus' s passage even more with
agonizingly painful pleasure, killing Sirus with the need for something longer, harder,
thicker to penetrate his ass to the hilt.

Sirus swalls shivered al around the invasion, clutching with a strong squeeze.

“Jesus.” Grey looked up and found Sirus's eyes as he eased hisfingersin asfar as he
could get them, and then slowly pulled them back out, driving Sirus's backside crazy for
more. “Y ou have an incredibly responsive ass.”

Sirus wanted Grey so goddamned badly right now his body hurt with it. “ Fuck it
then. Take me, Grey, please.” Sirus heard the pleafor connection in his voice, and hated
it. He growled, covering the slip of weakness with naked rawness that lacked any hint of
intimacy. “Fuck my ass. Hard.” He pushed up, jamming his stretched ring into Grey’s
hand. He could not let this be anything more than sex. Sirus screamed those words in his
mind, above the lust and passion, and didn’t quiet the voice until the message hardened in
his heart. “Doit,” he commanded, his voice harsh. “ Give me your fucking cock deep,
right now.” He demanded it, and didn’t back down.

Jesus. Fucking. Christ. Grey had never been harder in hislife.

His prick reared against his belly in reaction to Sirus' s tone, smearing a line of
precum onto his skin. He had his fingers invading Sirus's ass to the second knuckle, with
Sirus's burning channel clamped tight and quivering around the penetration. The visual
swelled Grey’ s balls, making them weighty and achy, and he knew his response would be
athousand times more mind-blowing when it was his cock encased in the suffocating
home of Sirus' s ass.

No, don’t think like that. Panic constricted Grey’s chest in a painful band. Srus's
body is not your home.

On instinct, Grey withdrew his fingers from Sirus's asshole and smacked his hip,
gaining the man’s full attention. “Roll over.” Hisvoice was full of grit, but that, Grey
could not hide or control. He forced himself to study Sirus's stunning form as purely
something of physical perfection, and tried not to think about the man who made



beautiful pieces of art, kissed like he needed the act in order to breathe, and who didn’t
snore. Grey looked at the male body and edged out the man he was accidentally getting to
know. He looked down and teased his finger into Sirus's open entrance again, focusing
back on just the sexual. “On your hands and knees.” He eased his finger out of Sirus's
channel just as quickly as he had poked in, then reached over to the couch and grabbed
the hem of Sirus's coat, pulling to the edge of the seat. “| want anice view of my cock
taking your sweet ass.”

Grey’s hand trembled as he felt around in Sirus's pockets for the lube, but he refused
to shy away from the intensity heating Sirus's eyesto charcoal. As he waited for the man
to roll over, Grey watched, unwavering, challenging the fire burning hot in Sirus's gaze.

Sirus lifted up to his elbows, but didn’t make any effort to shift his position. In fact,
he looked downright defiant, and Grey’ s pul se started to race.

Never let them see you bested; never let them see you sweat. Remembering hiswords
to live by, Grey palmed the bottle of lube and got right back between Sirus's spread
thighs. On his knees, he looked down into Sirus' s eyes and didn’t blink. “Y ou want meto
flip you over and hold you down, fuck you that way?” Grey squeezed out a dollop of
lube, dropped the bottle, and dipped his middle finger into Sirus's ass again, pushing
through the tight, moist tunnel until he hit the kill zone he wanted. He held his finger
right on Sirus's prostate, denying the man the pressure Grey knew his body so
desperately needed. With every miniscule pump of motion Grey madein Sirus's ass,
Sirus gasped, and his cock released a steady stream of early semen. “Y eah, you want it.”
Christ, how Grey’sdick cried in anticipation of filling Sirus's ass. He teased Sirus's
channel with one lonely finger some more. “But isit the fucking that has you leaking so
damn hard, or isit the thought of force?’

Sirus knocked Grey’ s finger out of his hole and reared up on those words. He
quickly shifted to his knees, putting their frontsin full contact with each other. He looked
right into Grey’ s eyes while he reached down and stroked the full length of Grey’srigid
penis. “Don’t try to overtake me,” Sirus bit Grey’s lower lip and tugged, letting it pull
through his teeth until it released, “unless you' re ready to be the one who ends up on the
bottom, with my cock buried in your ass.” He planted a hard kiss on Grey, bruising in
force, but then abruptly pulled away, turned around, and rubbed his assright into Grey’s
erection. “Remember that.”

Grey wasn't sure Sirus' s words were a threat, a challenge, or a promise. Right now,
with hisdick dipping into Sirus's crease, riding his crack and sending every nerve ending
on Grey’s cock into afrenzy, Grey couldn’t think clearly enough to care. He wrapped his
hand around Sirus' s throat, yanked the man’s head back and took his mouth in a hard,
thrusting kiss, going deep and aggressive enough to make Sirus jerk and go compliant.

An amost silent whimper escaped the man, begging without words for more. Knowing
he was in charge fully once again, Grey reached between their bodies, positioned the
head of his cock to Sirus sring, and drove his length home.

“Ahh ... fuck, fuck.” With thefirst piercing, Sirus dropped down to his hands and
pushed his weight back into Grey’ s cock, forcing Grey’s erection deeper inside. “Fuck
me, Grey.” Sirus started helping himsalf by pumping his hips back and dliding his
channel along Grey’ s embedded cock. “Fuck me.”

The wrongness of that home word slipped into Grey’ s conscious for a second timein
nearly as many minutes, nagging him to correct his thought process. But this time, Jesus



Christ, thistime, Grey had his unsheathed dick lodged inside another man’ s tight, hot ass,
and his brain could not process anything as more important or relevant than that. Grey
looked down and watched his cock push into Sirus's stretched hole, invading the man’s
very body, with nothing in between them. Sirus moaned as Grey filled his channel, the
sound coming from deep inside him, and Grey was pulled completely into the undertow
of sex with this man.

He fell on top of Sirusand fused their bodies together in another way, covering him
like an animal in heat as he withdrew and knifed his length through Sirus's clenching
rectum, jamming his cockhead into a second interior barrier that wouldn't budge. Grey
nudged, and Sirus grunted, his knees dlipping alittle farther apart, pushing them both a
few inches down. Grey pushed again, but till didn’t get what he wanted, what he ached
for with every fiber of hisbeing.

Full penetration in Sirus ass.

Grey licked Sirus's neck and bit his shoulder. “Give me therest,” he said, hisvoice
rough and hard. Grey probed histongue into Sirus's ear at the same time he pulled out
and sank his prick back into Sirus's ass, taking as much as Sirus gave. “I want it all.”

Sirus breathed heavily beneath Grey, and sweat poured off his body, making them
dick like seals at play. “Takeit.” He shoved back into every pump of Grey’s cock,
seemingly as desperate for more as Grey was. “1 want it.” Hislegs fell open wider and he
dlipped to his elbows, his forehead digging into the floor. “Make me yours.”

When Sirus gave that raw permission, Grey lost what little control he had left. He
bore down and shoved Sirus all the way into the floor, collapsing the man’s arms and legs
as he thrust his hipsinto Sirus's ass and rammed his cock in with driving power, breaking
that second ring of muscle and invading Sirus to the hilt.

Sirus cried out with the degper fucking, but the man’s snug passage felt so damn
good around Grey that he couldn’t stop taking Sirus's ass with fast, full strokes. He
planted his hands on either side of Sirus’'s shoulders and pulled amost all the way out,
only to push hisway back inside that suffocating tight heat, until the base of his cock
kissed Sirus's stretched ring. Grey held himself up with straight arms and arigid upper
body, but everything below his waist moved in afrantic pumping of motion, his balls
dapping into Sirus with every slam in, the sound mingling with his own heavy breathing
and Sirus'slow moans and gasps for breath.

Grey shook his head, working like the devil to clear the drugging, wonderful
pleasure wreaking havoc in his body, in order to think about the man taking the punishing
blows of hisardor. “Okay?’ His mouth fell open as he choked and willed his body not to
move. “You ... oh, fuck, so tight ... okay?’

Sirus reached back and scraped his fingers across Grey’ s buttocks, grabbing for
purchase. “Don’'t stop.” His voice was rusty and breathless. “Oh God, | feel so fucking
full with you.” He bumped his ass up into Grey’ s dick, providing delicious friction that
got Grey growling with pleasure and pounding away again. “ That'sit, that'sit...” Sirus
looked back at Grey and his gaze was date with lust. “Fucking let me feel you come.”

Sirus' sface, voice, and Jesus God, those expressive eyes of his lammed Grey right
into a brick wall. He let go of histoehold and dropped down, burying his hand in Sirus's
hair and twisting his head at an unnatural angle, needing his mouth.

Grey bit and got histongue inside. Sirus whispered, “1 want you,” brushing the
sentiment over Grey’slips, stilling Grey in place, their bodies locked in an intimate



puzzle, “...to giveit to me,” Sirus went on, his voice awhisper and a command at the
same time. He pulled back a hair and their gazes locked, once more slipping thisto
something more complicated than sex. “Now.”

Grey could not look away, and he could not control his body. With his cock tucked
deep in the tight confines of Sirus's flaming ass, his balls drew up and his spine raced
with that familiar tingle. No time to get away, Grey squeezed his eyes shut as he drove
his cock deep, orgasm overtaking him. He jerked and spilled inside Sirus's body,
shuddering with every drop of seed he gave.

Just when Grey thought he might feel far too naked to ever look at Sirus again, the
other man shook and his rectum contracted in tight spasms around Grey’s still embedded,
amazingly sensitive cock. Grey opened his eyes, found Sirus' s face pulled taut, his eyes
half closed, his teeth gritting, and knew without a doubt the man had just gaculated and
stained the rug with cum.

Goddamnit, Srus is something to behold when he comes.

He didn’t know how it happened, but Grey found himself getting hotter than hell to
go at it all over again.

The trembles in both men eventually subsided. Sirus opened his eyes, the shinein
them punching Grey right in the heart.

“Holy shit,” Sirus'svoice held asmile, “we are good at this.” Herolled over,
didodging Grey from his body as he shifted to his back and put one hand under his head
asapillow. Darting up fast, he nipped Grey’s lips with a quick kiss, and then did his
cheek. “That fuck deserved an award.” Every word he spoke put lightnessinto the air,
sweeping the intensity of the sex they’d just had from the room. “We ought to look into
that online or something. A fucking championship. What do you think?’

Grey’ s stomach chose right then to rumble in avery unsexy way. “1 guess | want
food.” He chuckled, and could have hugged Sirus for so naturally infusing needed levity
into the moment. If | hugged people, that is, Grey amended silently. “I did make
something earlier. It should be fine if we reheat it. Are you hungry?’

Sirus groaned, but did pull himself to asitting position. “I could probably make it to
the kitchen and eat something.” He actually shifted to his hands and knees and started to
crawl. Grey’s gaze dropped right to the man’sred, raw ass, his focus zeroing in on the
semen aready starting to leak from within.

Stopping about halfway to his destination, Sirus looked over his shoulder and forced
Grey’ s attention to hisface. “Y ou coming?’ he asked, histone as deep, flirty and sultry
asall get out. “It isyour meal, after all.”

Groaning as his dick tried to thicken, Grey looked Sirus over from top to bottom, and
knew the man understood exactly what he implied. Son of a bitch wants it just as much as
| do.

“Hell yeah, it'smy meal,” Grey threatened. He jumped to his feet and took two fast
strides toward his goal, watching Sirus' s eyes widen in response. “And I’m going to fuck
you right through the table if you don’t start running.”

Sirus shouted and managed to get to his feet and allow chase, but he didn’t put up
much of an effort. Grey caught him and wrestled him right up onto the sturdy kitchen
table, making a damn fine meal out of Sirus Wilder before he ever touched a bite of food.



Chapter Nine

Grey shoved Sirus into the back of the couch and plunged his cock into the man’s
tight, scorching ass, ssamming his length to the hilt.

Siruscried out at first full penetration, bracing his hands on the sofa as he pushed his
backside into Grey, demanding more without words.

Jesus, he has the finest, tightest body I’ ve ever seen. Or fucked. Running his hands
all up and down Sirus's exquisitely muscled back, Grey stared down at his prick
disappearing into Sirus' s entrance time and again, and slipped to a place of pure, physical
desire. “Takeit. Oh, fuck...” He pulled all the way out, left Sirus gaping for a moment,
then filled his begging hole again. “Take my cock.”

“Giveit tome.” Sirus sgueezed hisrectal musclesin avise around Grey’sinvading
prick, driving Grey insane with pleasure. “Give it to me hard.” Sirus bucked and grunted
as Grey pierced his channel with vigorous, full thrusts, giving Sirus what he said he
wanted. “Oh, yeah, fucking ... just ... like... that.”

Animalistic aggression Grey usually kept banked deep inside emerged, and he
mounted Sirus like a stallion on amare. He bit into Sirus' s thick shoulder as he covered
the man completely and started a series of piston-fast pumps of his shaft into Sirus's
body, humping him in the most rudimentary of ways.

Sirus moaned and pushed back into the mating. He looked over his shoulder, and his
eyes flashed silver light in the charcoal depths. “ So goo—ahh!” Sirus shouted hoarsely as
Grey drove particularly deep and ground his pubes into Sirus's stretched ring. Unable to
help himself, Grey forced his way in somehow even deeper, needing every goddamned
inch of Sirus he could steal. Just as quickly, Sirus reached back and grabbed onto Grey’s
hips, pulling them together. He pressed his forehead into the couch, hiding his face once
again. “So ... good.” Shortness of breath guided his words. “ Fuck me; fuck me. Don’t
stop.”

“No.” Sweat poured down Grey’s naked body, and his skin felt like it was stretched
tight and on fire. “Can’t.” Grey wrapped his arms around Sirus' s torso and dug into his
chest with the blunt tips of his fingers. Holding on tight, without gentleness, Grey
rammed Sirus forward, doubling the other man’s upper body over the back of the couch
with the force of his fucking.

Siruslet go of Grey and planted his hands into the cushions of the sofa, making
himself stationary once again. “Jerk my cock.” Sirustried to reach down with one hand
and do it himself. He made contact with a hiss. “Hurts ... so hard.”

Grey knocked Sirus' s fingers away and wrapped his burning erection up tightly in
hand, giving the thick length arough tug. Sirus groaned and pushed into the milking of
hisdick. At the same time, his snug passage rippled all around Grey’s cock and squeezed,
killing Grey with unfathomable pleasure.

“Oh shit...” Grey’s nuts quickly sucked up nearly into his body, making him grunt
and grit histeeth as he fought to hold off release. He frantically jerked and pulled on
Sirus' s velvety-hard prick, trying to get the guy to orgasm faster than the tingling already
coiling in hisown belly and racing up his spine. “Coming... Too fast.” Grey curled his
fingertips around the thick head of Sirus's dick and teased the wide dlit, smearing



dlickness all over the cap. Sirus shuddered, and his ass contracted in a suffocating hold
around Grey’ s embedded cock, tormenting Grey into giving up the battle.

“Ahhh!” Grey speared his penis into the deepest reaches of Sirus's body, lifting Sirus
all the way onto the tips of his toes as rel ease overtook him. Semen shot through Grey
and raced to his cock; his shaft pulsed inside Sirus's rectum, beating in time with every
gpit of hot cum he dumped in Sirus' s ass. Grey buried hisfingersinto Sirus's hard chest,
kept afist clamped around his member, and stuck hisface into Sirus' s damp hair, barely
holding on to sanity through the fiercely pleasurable ride.

Wet heat emptied out of Grey, filling Srus's hole. Through the hazy, sex-filled blur
of coming, Grey dragged his hand up the length of Sirus's erection and pinched the tip.
Hard. Sirus groaned, the low rumble vibrating al through his body, almost like an animal
in pain. Right on top of that, his cock jumped in Grey’s snug hold, swelled, and then the
waterfall-loud sound of gjaculate hitting the floor filled Grey’s ears. Sirus seemed to
come forever, amost motionless and silent as he did.

Grey stayed still and quiet for amoment, slipping into a place of ease he had never
felt in hislife. Everything about the steady rise and fall of Sirus's body beneath him—
that his own body naturally found and mimicked—dragged Grey into its spell,
intoxicating him with the touch, smell and taste of Sirus, lulling Grey into never wanting
to let this man out of hisarms.

Ever.

Grey jerked, feeling like freezing lake water plashed over his heated flesh. No, huh-
uh, not forever. Absolutely not. | don’'t do long-term. | don’t even know this man. Not
really. His heart racing for an entirely different reason than fucking, Grey let go of Sirus
and withdrew his cock, stifling amoan at the last dliver of pleasure.

Sirus straightened, and Grey dlapped his ass, forcing humor into hisvoice. “ That’ll
teach you to beat mein afoot race.” They’d started out this morning going for a perfectly
innocent hike. During the course of conversation, and playing around, competitive spirits
came to the surface, resulting in Grey challenging Sirus to a race back to the cabin. Sirus
had taken him up on the taunt, eagerly.

Shaking himself back into the moment, Grey flipped Sirus over the back of the couch
onto the cushions and hopped over on top of him, sitting on his stomach. “If it happens
again, | might not get usinside the cabin before | retaliate. | could end up fucking you
right outside on the porch steps.”

His eyestwinkling, Sirus rubbed Grey’ s thighs while flashing a naughty grin.

“Mmm, remind meto call my brothers and thank them for cramming competition down
my throat when | was akid. If thisis how you punish me,” Sirus's hands inched closer to
Grey’sdwindled cock, “I’ll happily continue beating you. Allow me to introduce you to
wrestling.”

In aflash, Sirus wrapped his hands under Grey’s legs and flipped him to the other
end of the couch. Grey landed on his back, with Sirus on top of him, pinning his straining
arms to the sofa.

Gnashing his teeth and pushing against Sirus' s hold with al of his might, Grey
muttered, “Not gonnawin twice, Wilder.” He immediately wrapped his legs around Sirus
and, with every muscle in him working overtime, he forced Sirus off him and onto his
side. Sirus pushed back with equal power, his hands still manacled to Grey’ s forearms,
and hislegs struggling to overtake Grey’s.



They tangled back and forth with their legs, rolling from one side to the other as they
each gained and lost the upper hand. Sirus' s hands slipped with every move he made, and
eventually the men’s palms touched and their fingers entwined, but the push of strength
didn't allow Grey to mistake it for holding hands. Sirus's face pulled taut, his eyes shone
with his determination, and his muscles flexed with every shift, each line highlighted by a
sheen of swest.

Grey fought like a dog protecting his only T-bone, but his spent cock wanted like
hell to stir, and he licked hislips. “ Christ, man,” he locked hisleg around Sirus's knee,
pressing their dicks together in the battle, “you’ re so fucking sexy.”

“Oh boy.” A burst of laughter escaped Sirus, and he threw his head back against the
armrest. “My brothers never said that to me when we wrestled.”

As he laughed, Sirus's hold relaxed, and Grey moved in fast. He shoved Sirus the
rest of the way onto his back, held his hands prisoner, and wrapped the other man’slegs
up in atight hold.

Grey looked down, his heart lurching at Sirus's deep breathing and the lightness
brightening his eyes. “Got you,” Grey said, histone ridiculously ragged.

Sirus looked up at him, open in every sense, and Grey almost couldn’t breathe. “Y ep.
Youwin.” Sirus' s voice was soft, and his eyes even more so. “What are you going to do
about it?’

His gaze held captive, Grey dipped his head, needing a piece of thisman’s
confidence and peace. | want you so damn much; | don’t know how to stop. Grey stilled
mere centimeters from Sirus' s mouth, panicked by the turn of his out-of-control thoughts.
Instead of going for Sirus'slips, Grey pecked afast kiss on his cheek and pulled away.
“How about | give you afew minutes reprieve while | catch my breath.” He let go of
Sirus' s hands, released his legs, and pushed himself to lean against the other armrest,
adrenaline making his movements rigid and jerky. “Y ou and your brothers must have
played hard as kids. If you hadn’'t laughed, I’ d be suffering defeat once again.”

His forehead scrunching, studying Grey for an excruciatingly long moment, Sirus
eventually shifted and sat up too. “I didn’t aways win with my brothers,” afast smile
returned to hisface, “but | learned how to at least be respectable in afight.”

“You said you have four brothers, right?’ Grey winced as soon as the question |eft
hislips, hating this tangible desire in him to know more about this enchanting man.

“Yep,” Sirus answered. “Nic—the one who called to warn me about my mom
visiting—isthe oldest. I'm the younges, of the brothers anyway. After Nic there's
Richard, Matthew, Thomas, then me, and finally Diana.”

Grey could completely picture Sirus surrounded by a brood of siblings and family.
Something about him screamed of atight family bond. “How old are you?”’

“Thirty-one.” Sirus looked Grey up and down; hisfocus, interest, rubbing at Grey’s
instinct to shield himself from probing stares. “Y ou?’

“Thirty-three.” Scratching his hand through his hair, Grey scanned his internal
information about Sirus, searching for something banal—safe. His chest burned and he
wanted to get up and move; anything to redirect these innocent questions off him.

Innocent always leads to intimate.

Grey finaly found something, and the tightness banding his middle released. “1’ve
been meaning to ask about your rig. You said you're atruck driver, but | didn’t see your
vehicle at your cabin.”



“When I’'m not driving, | park it at agarage in town.” Sirus's answer came as easily
as Grey found it difficult to share. “The owner and | worked out alittle rental fee for the
space. Since | set my own schedule, and | don’'t require awhole lot of money to live alife
that is comfortable for me, | can sometimes go a month without driving it, if the mood
strikes me.” Another lingering look from Sirus had Grey squirming, this time fighting
down the sense of being caressed by big, callused hands. “It struck me a couple of weeks
ago. Seems to have been nice timing so far.”

Grey adjusted his dick, and cleared his throat. Say down. “It must be nice to allot
yourself such big chunks of time to work on your second career.”

Sirustilted his head. “What?’

“Your art?’

“Oh,” Sirus relaxed back into the armrest, shaking his head, “that’s not a career.
That’'s something | do for the joy of it. Giving stuff to Ginny isjust for fun. | get acharge
out of discovering anew craft or medium, and seeing if | can figureit out. | don’t have
any interest in turning it into ajob.”

Modest too. Of course Sirus wouldn't just be sexy, sharp, and know how to take a
fucking like no man Grey had ever met. He had to be humble about his talents too. “Y ou
probably could turn your art into a career.”

Shrugging, Sirussaid, “If | were so inclined to pursue it, but I’'m not. How about
you?’ He nudged Grey’s hip with his bare foot. “How did you and John decide that
pairing people with money to start a business was what you wanted to do with your life?’

“John had the entrance into a circle of people with large amounts of disposable
income.” Grey breathed easier; he knew hiswork inside out and was used to discussing it
with people. “John convinced me | was a good enough talker to get just about anybody to
part with anything, including money. We were both always good with numbers; we like
them. We like the thought of being part of discovering an innovative new business too.
When we were in high school, we took a course together that challenged the students to
play the stock market with monopoly money, and we realized with the proper amount of
research we had areally good ability to predict what would do well. It seemed to work
well when we worked a stock together, where we could talk the pros and cons out with
each other. Conversely, we didn’t have as much success when we tried it on our own.”
He chuckled. “We really liked when we did well and beat out every other team, not only
inour class, but in the entire school. That was heady, and addictive.” Grey suddenly
stopped, stricken. What the hell was that? Telling people about playing stocksin high
school wasn't his and John’ s standard “about us” company line. Always, whenever
asked, they discussed business coursesin college, their credentials, their myriad of
successes, not that they played stock market in school and caught afever for making
money, even if at the time the money wasn’t real.

Sirus snapped his fingers, the sound cracking through the silent living room. “Grey,
you al right?’

Grey shook himself and forced a placid expression to hisface. “Y eah, fine. Sorry.”
Get back to the standard company information, Greyson. “Anyway, going through
college, and taking lots of business courses, we saw how damn hard it isto start and
succeed as a new business in this country. We figured with the strengths we each brought
individually, along with how well we worked as ateam, we could fill anichein the
market and do very well for ourselves at the same time. That’s what we did.”



“Must have been nice going into something where you had complete trust in your
partner,” Sirus said with gentlenessin his voice. “ John’s more than afriend and a
business associate; he' s like a brother to you, right?’

A picture of John sitting at Grey’ s grandmother’ s dinner table virtually every night
from the moment he, John, and Kelsie met when they were ten years old flashed through
Grey’smind. “You could say that. He was around enough that we considered him
family.”

“Butin redlity it'sjust you and Kelsie.” Slate eyes |looked straight at Grey,
uncomfortably direct. “Y ou don’t have any other siblings, right?’

“Nope.” Hairs on the back of Grey’s neck stood on end, and the disquieting
sensation quickly raced down his arms, leaving him chilled. “Listen, | need water after
our marathon run and fuck.” He dlid hislegs off the couch and stood, making only
fleeting eye contact. “Y ou want something?’

“Sure,” Sirus murmured. “ Thanks.”

Grey circled the couch and grabbed his pants. Gotta get away for a minute and
breathe. “Be right back.”

Damn it.

Sirus pushed upright and discreetly watched Grey disappear into the kitchen, the
man’ s back ramrod straight. Sirustold himself not to stare, not to develop an attachment
beyond the act of fucking, but he couldn’t shift his focus from the strict lines that ruled
Grey’s stance, or stop the ache to know more. A knot grew in Sirus's belly, filling him
with failure. He had given Grey alittle bit of information about his family without even
thinking twice about doing it when the man asked. Only, when Sirus maneuvered and
tried to get something in return, Grey clammed up tighter than an oyster.

The man is not capable of sharing. He has already intimated that; believe him.

Still, something in Sirus's gut, while watching Grey so closely, said that Grey had
been on the cusp of revealing personal information. Perhaps already had. That would
explain why he went from being laid back to coiled like a striking snake in almost one
blink of his eyes. The man’s guard was dipping alittle bit ... and that clearly made him
uncomfortable.

Sirus couldn’'t help wanting to know more about Grey; to figure how to keep him
talking each time those instincts kicked in and told him to close his mouth. Sirus watched
Grey shut himself down just amoment ago, and it hadn’t been the first time it happened
since they began sharing this cabin. Something in Grey’s eyes spoke of secrets and
loneliness, and it tugged at Sirus's heart. This man made Sirus want to work on getting
him to open up, to show him there could be trust and compani onship with someone other
than John and Kelsie; perhaps something as deep and abiding as what John and Kelsie
shared together.

Sop it. You'redoing it again. You're trying to create a relationship and feelings
where they don’t exist. Grey only wants to fuck you for two weeks. He could not have
been clearer about that.

Strictly fucking, that’s what Grey said. Sirus's head told him to accept those terms,
and if he couldn’t, then he needed to walk away right now. Maybe Sirus could accept
those words if he didn’t feel the desperation in the way Grey made love, or didn’'t witness
these intense passing glances and touches that spoke of longing for a deeper connection.



Sirus swore he saw hints of aman living inside Grey who wanted to talk about all kinds
of things, not just weather, work and sports. Small pieces of that man dlipped out every
oncein awhile, Sirus knew it. His gut knew it. His head knew it. And his heart knew it
too.

Hejust didn’t know what the hell it would take, or if it was even possible, to coax
that complete Grey out into the open. Or if he would get smacked right out of thislittle
part of Grey’sworld for trying to do it.

Sopit, Srus; stop it right now. You can’t force someone into a change they aren’t
ready to make on their own. Look at what you hoped for with Paul, and the reality that
slapped you in the face.

Sirus's heart started pounding like a son of a bitch, and his hands went numb. Danger
lay in pushing aregimented man like Grey out of his comfort zone. Potential destruction
and total heartache too. Sirus wanted to know more about Grey, but he couldn’t ignore
the risk to his own wellbeing either. He' d left himself open to heartbreak before, and he
just didn’t know if he would recover from another man stomping on his soul again.

Sirus'sfingers tingled with returning sensation, and his pulse settled too. Just as fast,
he jumped as warmth caressed his penis, stirring the shaft with new life.

Blinking, Sirus came back to reality and looked down. His gaze collided with
Grey’s.

“You ready for round two?’ Grey kneeled between Sirus's spread legs, his hand
wrapped firmly around Sirus's cock. Sirus peripherally registered the glass of water
sitting on the coffee table.

Grey stroked Sirus's shaft with one full drag, and Sirus' s length shot up to almost
full salute. “You feel like you' Il be rock-hard with one good suck,” Grey said. He swirled
his tongue around the sensitized rim and pressed a chaste kiss to the equally nerve-rich
tip, his eyeslifted to Sirus' s face the entire time. “1 want my jaw aching by the time you
come again.”

Those hazel eyes of Grey’s, studded with flecks of gold, held Siruslocked in a
sensua hold, tying him up in afrightening mixture of needs, wants, and pure desire.
Unable to walk away, no matter the foolish risk, Sirus pushed Grey’s head to his cock
and forced the man’s hot mouth down on his length, succumbing to the physical bond
between them that neither one of them could deny.



Chapter Ten

“Comeon, son, it'll be fun.” Grey’s father stood beside the aboveground pool in
their backyard, the collected rainwater within frigid and littered with tree branches and
dead leaves. Jeremiah Col€'s clothes hung loosely from histall, lanky body, and his
overlong hair brushed past his shouldersin thick, dark strands. “Help your sister in, and
splash around to get clean. Here.” Jeremiah tossed a multi-colored beach ball over the
width of the water, forcing Grey to jump in order to catch it. “Make it into a game, and
you' |l be done before you know it.”

Kelsie stood beside Grey, a brisk autumn breeze lifting her long hair and blowing it
in hisface. His sister already started to shiver, her nose ran with the beginnings of
another cold, and she hadn’t even removed her clothes yet. Grey could see the purple
tinge taking over Kelsie'slips, and noticed the way she clung to her stuffed dog, fearful
of getting into the cold water.

Grey looked at his sister and then the water again, and afamiliar knot of hatred he
couldn’t control churned in his stomach and grew into a ball that felt bigger than the
inflated beach one he held.

“Go on then, kids.” Jeremiah smiled at his children as he waded through the dried
out, over-tall grassto the backdoor of their house. “Mommy will be out with some towels
injust afew minutes.”

“Dad!” Grey called out, his voice striking, sharper than any nine-year-olds should
be. His father spun, and their stares found each other from across twenty feet. Grey’s
heart once again raced, this time charged with atinge of fear, knowing that his father was
aman and thus much bigger than Grey.

“Please,” Grey pleaded, the sting gone from histone. “Kelsie...” He dipped his
sister’s hand in his, absorbing the chill in her fingers. “ She's not feeling too good. Let's
go to amotel and have a hot shower and sleep with a heater running.” They didn’t have
any water or electricity in their small home right now. They rarely did. “Just for the
night.”

For just a second, Jeremiah’s gaze narrowed, and areal sliver of uncertainty iced its
way down Grey’s spine, colder than the water he knew waited for him in their makeshift
bathtub. “Don’t tell me how to take care of my family, boy,” his father whispered,
pointing hisfinger in Grey’s direction. “Now get your sister in there and get yourselves
clean. | don’'t want to hear any more about it.” With ablink of his eyes, Jeremiah was
back to his smiling self. “Now have fun! Y our mom and | will be out in a bit to check on
you.”

Jeremiah disappeared into the house. As Grey stood there staring at the vacated
doorway, hisinsides grew incredibly hot. His skin felt like it would burst into flames, and
he wished with every fiber of his being that he could shoot a ball of fireinto this awful
house where they never had any water or electricity, where they could never have afriend
visit, and where they didn’t even eat every single day. Grey wished the home would burn
to the ground, or a bulldozer would come in and knock it over, or that the God his mother
always talked about would strike a giant bolt of lightning right down on it, or send a
tornado crashing throughit...



Kelsiewent into afit of coughing and pulled him out of his destructive thoughts. His
sister was pale and skinnier than he knew she should be, and he knew from what he'd
learned about nutrition in school that how little she ate made her immune system wesak.
Grey tried to give her some of hisfood when he could, but portions were doled out by the
size of the person in their house, so he didn’t get awhole lot more than she did most of
the time. The way they lived, in away that sometimes seemed worse than animals, wasn'’t
right. Grey didn’t even have to go to school to know that much.

Another brisk gust of air swept through their open lot of abackyard, and Kelsie
shook and coughed again. Where heat had previously filled Grey’s blood, ice quickly
replaced the burn. Grey knew he was smart. Every teacher he ever had told him so. He
went to the school library whenever he could and was always reading tons of books. His
teacher, Mr. Meacham, said he was so good at his work because he was a thinker and
good at solving puzzles.

“Grey,” Kelsie whispered, her hazel eyeswide, | don’'t want to get into the pool.”
She squeezed her dog against her ched. “I’'m too cold.”

Looking around, taking stock of what he had available to him, Grey ran across the
yard and snagged one of his T-shirts and a ratty quilt off the wash line. “Here, take this.”
He thrust them at Kelsie then raced across the yard to a pile of junk and fished out abig
plastic container. It was discolored, but no dirtier than the pool itself. Grey dragged that
to his sister’ s side, grabbed a smaller bucket, and started filling the plastic tub with the
rainwater from the pool. When he'd filled it about halfway, he took the quilt out of
Kelsie's hands. “Okay,” he moved behind her, “use my T-shirt as awashcloth. Just clean
up with the water in thelittle tub. I'll hold thisup,” with two corners of the quilt in his
hands, Grey reached his arms up as high and wide as he could, creating afabric wall,
“and you can be private.” Not that they had any neighbors close by, but still, they were
nine years old now. “Hopefully you won't be so cold.”

“’Kay.” Kelsie's high voice reached Grey through the fabric. “I think thiswill be
better. Thank you, Grey.”

“No problem.” He knew his arms would get tired before too long. “Just hurry it up.”

Today, Grey would get into the pool and take a bath in collected rainwater. He didn’t
have a choice. Tonight, he and Kelsie would both freeze under their covers when the sun
went down. Grey wouldn’t have any say so in that matter either.

But soon, things would change. Grey was smart. He knew Kelsie would only get
sicker as the season changed to winter. Between her allergies and colds, she hardly ever
stopped blowing her nose. As Grey stood there holding up that quilt, listening to his
sister’ steeth chatter as she cleaned herself, Grey thought about how smart his teachers
alwaystold him he was. Right then, in the backyard, Grey came to the realization that he
had to be smart. He had to be smart enough to outthink his mom and dad, and still keep
him and his sister together. He had to get Kelsie—much more than himself—out of this
house, for good.

Grey stood there in the cold and started to think...

In bed, Grey jerked and shook his head, fighting the dream, even while still asleep. A
small part of hisbrain tried to force logic and consciousness into his slumbering mind
and body, telling him to calm himself and that the past couldn’t hurt him anymore. Grey
settled, forcing the childhood memory out of his head. Nevertheless, the night held on to



him, and he dlipped back in time again...

Grey closed his eyes and stuck his face into his boyfriend' s pillow, all the while
mentally chanting to himself, you're gay, you want this; just do it; it’s part of what you
do when you’' re with a guy. Grey breathed, and logically reminded himself that he'd
accepted Joe' s finger okay, and even got alittle hard with it. A cock wouldn't be all that
different.

Then why was his heart racing so fast? Why was his chest squeezing so hard he
thought he would either throw up or pass out? Why did he want to get off this bed and
swear he would never spread himself for another man ever again?

“Found one.” Joe' s voice broke through Grey’ s frantic thoughts, and it seemed like
only a second later the bed dipped under hisweight. “1 knew | had abox in the
bathroom.”

Joe crawled between Grey’ s legs, and the hair on his legs scraped against Grey’s
inner thighs, ratcheting Grey’ s uncertainty up about a thousand notches. A tearing sound
ricocheted in Grey’s earslike it wasin stereo, and he knew Joe opened the condom
packet and sheathed his cock in alayer of latex. A few seconds later, Joe' s weight
covered Grey and something pushed at his entrance, and, oh shit, Joe pushed more lube
into his hole.

Grey winced at the pulling on his ring. Joe smacked Grey’ s buttocks with his other
hand and muttered, “Damn, you have nice ass, Cole.” He withdrew his finger and
something bigger replaced it, and immediately applied pressure. “Can’t wait to fuck it.”

Before the next frisson of second thoughts could ripple al the way down Grey’s
spine, Joe took Grey’s hipsin atight grip, yanked him aimost off his knees, and knifed
hisdick all the way into Grey’s assin one jamming thrust, engulfing Grey in fiery pain
and stealing the breath from his body. Grey could barely swallow through the blinding
hot discomfort of Joe' sfirst lancing of his channel, but he bit hislip clean through and let
Joe go at him, alowing Joe to saw his length in and out of Grey’svirgin ass with
increasingly rough strokes.

Grey crouched on the bed on his hands and knees, taking it up the assin away he
always imagined he would love, and willed himself not to cry out and show weakness in
front of this other boy. He would make up an excuse in aweek or so and they would
break up, but no one would ever know it was because Grey discovered that he could not
do this again. He would never roll over and give someone the power to cause him pain,
not even temporarily, not even to fuck.

Especially not to fuck.

Oh, Christ. Grey choked as Joe pulled all the way out, sending Grey’ s assinto a
strange series of spasms and clenching. Then, Joe forced Grey’ s passage all the way open
as he pushed his dick in again. It fucking hurts so badly. Grey didn’t dare beg Joe to stop,
but damn it—he sucked the blood from his cut lip—he knew it would be better if Joe
would just ow down alittle bit and let Grey’s body adjust...

..."Roll over, baby,” a deep voice—not Joe' s—snuck into Grey’s head, “I’m gonna
give you exactly what you want.”

Sirus. Oh, yes, Sirus would make it better.

Wait. Grey jerked, half in and half out of his dream, confusion making him panicky.



| didn’t know Srusin college. Joe didn’t turn into another man whilein that bed. | let
him finish, and then | walked away as if nothing were wrong. | never let him see me
sweat. He never knew why | ended our relationship.

“He doesn’t matter anymore.” Sirus' s voice whispered in Grey’s ear—in his mind—
once again. “I know how to take care of you.” He pressed aline of kissesup Grey’s
spine, ending with his mouth at Grey’s ear. “Now roll over,” he lifted up and gave Grey
the space to move, “and I’ ll show you how much you'’ll crave having me in your ass.”

Grey trembled as he turned over, his mind and body hovering somewhere between
excited need and abject fear. He settled comfortably on his back, breathing deeply before
he looked up ... right into Sirus's eyes. Sirus kneeled between Grey’ s thighs, his hard
face somehow handsome, and his smile somehow soothing and sexy at the very same
time. Grey glanced down the length of Sirus's body, |etting his attention wander until it
landed on Sirus's cock. Thick and long, Sirus's member stuck out straight and rigid from
his patch of dark hair, and it pointed right in the direction of Grey’s asshole.

Grey’ s exposed, rosy asshole ... because Grey suddenly had his elbows hooked
under his knees and his legs spread high and wide on either side of his chest, giving
himself to Sirus. Grey’s pucker clenched visibly and his channel contracted in a strong
Spasm.

“Oh, yeah.” Sirus made a clicking noise of appreciation, his eyeslocked on Grey’s
entrance. “Look at your sweet body begging meto fill you up.” Grey didn’t know how it
happened, but Sirus’s erection somehow grew even bigger, not stopping until the cum-
covered head touched Grey’sring.

No! Grey opened his mouth and tried to say he didn’t want it and he never begged,
but the words wouldn’t move past his throat. Instead, his voice raw, he looked into
Sirus's eyes and ordered, “ Fuck me, Sirus. Fuck me goo—"

Sirusdidn’t let Grey get that final word past hislips. He threw his head back and
roared, spearing his massive cock into Grey’s ass, ripping him open with sweet pain...

*

Grey convulsed with a start, suffering the dizzying sensation of falling as he jerked
out of sleep. His eyes popped open on the end of the powerfully real dream, his breathing
choppy as he struggled to erase it from his mind. He blinked repeatedly, careless of the
bright light that streaked in through the window and hurt his eyes, only wanting the
remnants of the strange dream—nightmare—to get out of his head.

Why would he dream about the pool he and Kelsie bathed in as kids? Shortly after
that moment, Grey had researched his mother’ s family on the computer at the local
library and found the phone number for a grandmother he could barely remember seeing
more than four or five timesin hisyoung life. Grey had called her, told her about what
was going on in that house, about how sick Kelsie was all the time, and his estranged
grandmother had come and taken them to her apartment right away, where they lived
with her from that day forward. It had scared the shit out of him to do it, but Grey had
taken the control of hisand his sister’s lives out of the hands of their parents and made
their circumstances a million times better.

Grey had resolved the situation with Joe in much the same manner. Grey knew he
was gay. He could not stop being gay; he was attracted to and wanted men. That
encounter with Joe, however, had taught Grey a valuable lesson. He would never be
submissive, no matter how minor the part, with a partner. Grey surmised that any



relationship he even thought about starting after that, he would have to set the rules and
parameters of what he would and would not do. After Joe, Grey had sought bottoms for
partners and had once again found success in taking control of hislife. At least until the
guys started wanting to share families and histories. As aresult of that, Grey had also
found success by ending those partnerships, until he eventually took a sabbatical from
dating entirely.

So then why now, less than aweek into knowing this new man, did his mind keep
twisting the role Sirus would play in this vacation tryst? Grey didn’t want the
entanglement of knowing personal information about Sirus, so he couldn’t understand
why in the hell he kept asking Sirus questions about hiswork and family. And why, why,
why in the hell did he keep dreaming about Sirus Wilder fucking him? Grey didn’t
bottom.

Did. Not.

Grey knew how much the receiving end of screwing hurt. Asfar as he was
concerned, he might as well be tied up with chains, cuffs, or ropes as let someone as big
as Sirus hold him down and invade his body. Grey jerked and his brow broke out into a
sweat, but goddamnit, his cock stiffened with excitement in his sweats too. His ass
clenched, asif reaching for an invasion from Sirus. Grey cursed, angry with himself for
allowing thiskind of confusion into his thoughts and dreams,

“Did you win?’ Sirus murmured, making Grey jump again.

Shit. Grey’s heart beat hard and fast enough to make him sweat alittle more. | till
haven't adjusted to having another person sharing my bed. Grey glanced over his
shoulder, found Sirus's scrutiny more than he was ready to handle, and shifted back to
stare at the wall again. “What did you say?’ he asked, his voice still thick with sleep and
the intensity of his dream.

Sirus shifted closer to Grey and slipped his arm around Grey’ s waist. He rested his
head right behind Grey’s, and his breathing fanned enticingly over the back of Grey’s
neck. “I asked if youwon,” Sirus said again. “It looked like you were having quite a
strugglein your sleep, so | wondered if you beat whoever you were fighting in your
dream.”

Grey’s heart started hammering even harder. He knew Sirus must be ableto feel it
through the hand he had on Grey’s stomach, but he could not slow it down. “Not afight.”
Their previous conversation about lying tied Grey up in knots and wouldn’t let him out-
and-out fabricate astory. “Just a ... weird dream. Confusing. Disturbing.”

“Want to talk about it?” Sirus rubbed his fingers in a soothing pattern on Grey’s
abdomen, and pressed a chaste kiss behind his ear. “ You can, you know.”

“No, thank you.” Grey shivered just thinking about sharing anything too personal
with another person, let alone this man he kept dreaming about, in ways he had never
dreamed about another human being before. He burrowed under the covers and hoped
Sirus would believe he was just cold. “I’d rather forget about it entirely and start the day
off on amore pleasant note.”

“Well,” Sirustickled Grey’s stomach and nipped at his nape, “if you take your death
stare off the wall and shift it to the window, the pretty view there ought to make you
smile. Look,” he took Grey’s head and angled it for him, “it’s snowing.”

Through the window, white blanketed the ground and capped the tree-covered
mountain as far as the eye could see, turning the land into a scene from amovie. “Oh,



wow.” Awe hushed Grey’ s voice to a near whisper. Up here, where there weren't any
cars or pedestrians to trample the snow, the sun shone down on a pristine layer of white,
creating such sparkles of light it hurt the eye to look at it.

“Beautiful, isn't it?" Sirus said softly.

Grey covered Sirus's hand on his stomach, and settled back into his wide chest.
“Yeah.” Everything that had been bubbling inside Grey slowed down, and he swore it felt
like he and Sirus were the only two people in the world. He stared out the window into
the purity of nature and let himself enjoy the moment. “It isamazing. It'saliving
photograph.”

Sirus pressed on Grey’ s belly and edged him onto his back, where he then crawled
on top of Grey and settled hislower body between Grey’s legs. With his arms bracketing
Grey’s head, Sirus looked into Grey’s eyes, the warmth lighting them from within
stealing right into Grey’s locked heart.

“It’s nearly as breathtaking asyou are,” Sirus said. He dipped down as he made that
declaration, and captured Grey’s mouth in aslow, easy kiss.

Jesus. Grey moaned at the first touch of their lips, and his entire body went lax,
welcoming Sirus' s wonderful weight. His fingers scratched up Sirus's bare back. The
man’s skin was so damn hot and his shoulders so fucking wide Grey wanted to touch and
taste until he could recreate every square inch of muscle by memory alone. Grey kept
right on going until he had hisfingerstangled in Sirus's hair, holding on with atouch he
knew had to sting. Grey twisted his handsin Sirus' s thick locks and pulled, drawing a
jerk and anip from Sirus as he pulled back afew inches, breaking their kiss. His mouth
open, breathing heavily, Sirus studied Grey with questionsin his eyes.

Heat filled Grey’sface, but it didn’t stamp down his ardor one bit. “ Sorry.” He lifted
up and darted out histongue, letting histip graze Sirus' s skin. “Y ou make me feel alittle
aggressive sometimes.” He dipped his tongue out and touched it to Sirus' s again, pulled
back, and then connected a third time. Forcing hisfingers to obey, Grey unlocked them
from Sirus' s hair. “I’ll ease u—"

Sirus clamped his hand over Grey’s mouth. “Don’t.” His voice rough, he looked at
Grey, piercing right through to his soul. “Don’t ever censor yourself with me.” Sirustore
his hand away and shoved his tongue inside Grey’ s mouth, kissing him with the same
roughness that drenched his voice. Grey’s mouth felt raw and ravaged, and with every
thrust, sweep, or bite from Sirus, Grey’s cock grew harder and pushed against his sweats,
stabbing the unwavering wall of muscle covering Sirus's belly. Grey’s balls ached, heavy
with cum, needful of release. He whipped his groin back and forth over Sirus's stomach,
searching for any kind of friction that would help him come.

Sirus reached down and grabbed Grey’ s sac through his sweatpants, tugging him
hard enough to make Grey wince with aquick stab of pain. “Hold on.” Sirus bit Grey’s
chin as he eased away from Grey’s mouth. “Don’t lose it yet.” He issued that order as he
licked hisway down the column of Grey’ s throat, sucking the notch of his Adam’s apple
along theway. “1’m going to let you go.” The snug hold on his nuts disappeared, and
Grey bit hislip, struggling with everything in him to force down his orgasm. “But don’t
you dare shoot until | get my mouth on your cock.”

Oh, holy hell. Grey blinked rapidly and mentally started to account for every penny
of money he and John had invested so far this year. He visualized columns of numbersin
his head, working like the very devil himself to focus on sums and figures as Sirus slowly



moved down his body, tasting every inch of skin his mouth crossed. The man let his
wicked hands drift ahead and push their way inside Grey’ s swests, digging his fingers
into Grey’s hips as he eased the fabric down and freed Grey’ s rearing, sticky cock. The
head seeped a steady line of precum, and it reached for his stomach, so swollen and
sensitive Grey thought it might burst a fire hose worth of seed right on Sirus's chest at
any moment. Sirus took his goddamned time, though, swirling his tongue around Grey’s
already tiff and pointing nipples, worrying them into such tight buds Grey thought he
might scratch them off his own body just to get some relief.

Grey squirmed all over the bed, unable to keep still. Sirus moved lower, but not fast
enough to suit Grey’s needs. With every hot breath Sirus exhaled against Grey’ s flesh,
Grey shook asif hefelt it sink into his pores and invade his blood. By the time Sirus
reached Grey’s belly button and sank his tongue into the little dip, Grey was spread-eagle
on the bed, humping his hips and ready to scream.

“My cock, man.” Grey’s voice was barely a scrape of sound. “Take care of my
cock.” He reached up and wrapped his hands around the headboard so that he didn’t
shove Sirus's head down to his straining dick. “ Suck me.” Grey would never beg, but he
had also never gotten closer to outright pleading for what he needed than he did right
now. “Now.”

Sirus looked up, his eyes pale as the moon. “ Thought you’ d never ask.” He engulfed
Grey’ sdick in one fast swoop, surrounding the length in suctioning, wet heat, pulling
until he took Grey’ stip to histhroat.

Then, Sirus swallowed, and he mastered Grey’s prick with one simple move.

Grey threw his head back, shouting hoarsaly, “Ahh ... fuck ... fuck!” He bucked
wildly, shoving his cockhead farther down Sirus' s throat as release overwhelmed him and
he came. No timeto feel it in hisbelly or core, Grey just let loose and spewed, his dick
swelling and jerking with every jet of semen he unloaded down Sirus' s throat. Grey’s
eyes practically went crossed as he felt the ripple of Sirus'sthroat on histip, knowing
each time he felt it that Sirus swallowed down every drop of his cum.

Still breathing heavily in the afterglow, Grey watched through dlitted eyes as Sirus
reared up, tore Grey’ s sweats the rest of the way down his legs, then yanked his own off,
springing his raging cock out of hiding. The first coil of awareness and comprehension
hit Grey just as Sirus said, “God, baby, I'm so hard.” Sirus licked his fingers with one
hand and stroked his erection with the other. “1 need to fuck you right now.” He spread
Grey’ s thighs with the stance of his own and dlipped his dick fingers through Grey’s
crease, teasing right on Grey’s hole.

Grey inhaled sharply and grabbed Sirus' s fingers, clamping a chokehold around
them just as they pushed at his sphincter.

So close.

Grey’s heart sat right in histhroat. “No, you can’'t.”

Sirus snapped his gaze up, his hand still holding his dick, and agony mapping his
face. Where only seconds ago Grey had felt wonderful, his stomach now churned with
nausea. A twisted desire to let go of Sirus'sfingers and scream “Yes, fuck me,” pounded
like a second heartbeat in Grey’s core, but years of answering to his personal code
finished his comment on automatic. “1 told you, | don’t bend over for anybody, and |
meant it.”

Angry storm clouds swirled in Sirus's eyes, darkening the color so deeply a chill



trickled down Grey’ s spine. Pure unadulterated need sat visibly on Sirus's striking face
and, for amoment, Grey feared Sirus would overpower him and take what he so clearly
wanted.

“Let me suck yo—" Grey started. The cold in Sirus's gaze shut down Grey’s offer
more effectively than the loudest shout ever could.

Sirus stumbled out of bed and turned away from Grey, barely making it to the foot of
the bed, where he stopped and braced his hand against the footboard. Half bent over,
Sirus jerked himself off without a sound, the tension in his back and legs speaking
volumes above the most intimate of moans. Grey knew he shouldn’t look, but as much as
he knew he caused this, and that Sirus would not want him to witness this personal act,
Grey couldn’t turn away for the world. A dozen fast jerks of Sirus sfist up and down his
cock later, and the tiniest intake of audible breath reached Grey’s ears. Then, the splash
of semen hitting the floor sounded like a pressure washer hitting siding as Sirus
succumbed to orgasm.

One long minute that felt like an eternity hung heavy in the air between them, but,
eventually, Sirus turned and grabbed his sweats from the end of the bed. He lifted his
head and looked Grey in the eyes, and Grey knew he sat in the presence of a better man.
“I hate like hell you saw that,” Sirus said, his voice hard and distant. “If | could have
made it even to just the hallway, | would have.”

“1 know.” Shame blanketed Grey, even though he had been honest with Sirus about
his position regarding sex from the start. “I’m sorry if you got the impression | was going
to change my mind about |etting you fuck me. | won't. | don’t bend over. For you, or
anybody.”

Sirus slipped on his pants and adjusted his cock. “Y ou're scared,” he said, not
looking away even for a second. “Literally and figuratively.”

“Why?’" Grey snorted, covering the fact that his hackles rose to full alert. “Because |
don’t want someone to fuck me? That makes me scared?’ He stacked his hands behind
his head and stared right back. “It’s not possible for you to believe | just don’t want it?
Some men don’t, you know.”

“Some men, yeah.” Sirus didn’'t back down or skip a beat. “But not you. | could feel
itin every line of your body this morning, Greyson. Y ou want me inside you. Maybe
you're scared of what it will feel like or if it will hurt.” Looking Grey up and down, Sirus
raised abrow and said, “My money says you' re scared to give up control of your body
and put your pleasure in someone else’s hands.”

Grey rolled his eyes. “Don’t make me into aromance novel cliché, Wilder.”

“If the pagesfit...” Sirus shrugged and turned away, but two stepsinto leaving he
turned back around and leaned right into Grey’s space. “Y ou know what? I’ m not one of
your little boyfriends back home. | don’t give a shit about your job, or your money, or
what I’'m sure must be one hell of an apartment. | don’t want anything from you, so |
don’'t have anything invested in shutting my mouth and rolling over every time you want
to plug my hole, rather than speaking up and saying that | want to fuck you too. | think
you aready know that, and | think it terrifies the shit out of you that you already treat me
differently than one of your regular, easy, forgettable lays.”

Sirus leaned in even closer and braced his hand on the headboard, right beside
Grey’sface. “| want inside you,” he said, making the hairs on the back of Grey’s neck
stand up on end. “1 want to work like hell to give you pleasure before | take you, if that is



what isrequired. I’m not gonna say | never want you to fuck me again, because the fact is
| like feeling your weight on me, and your cock in me. | like it so much | want to do the
sameto you, and | won't pretend | don’t just to keep you happy for two weeks while
you're on avacation from your life. | don’t need any man’s cock that much. Not even
yours.”

Grey sat stock still, unable to move, even just to breathe. After afew ticks, Sirus
cursed and pushed away from the bed. “I have to go. | need some air.” He waved his
hand without looking back. “Maybe I'll seeyou later.”

The door slammed seconds later, and Grey knew Sirus had |eft the cabin, probably
without grabbing more than his coat that hung by the front door.

Grey sat in the middle of hisbig bed, feeling empty inside.

Feeling damned unworthy of even having afling with aman like Sirus.

Thinking, thinking, thinking, but seeing no solution to solving this puzzle, Grey
slammed hisfist into the headboard, and then did it again, and again, until his knuckles
hurt like a son of abitch.

He deserved it.



Chapter Eleven

Hours later, Sirus slashed another charcoal line across the page of packing paper,
working at releasing the cauldron of emotion still seething inside him. Greyson Cole. The
damn bastard wouldn’t even give up his hold on Sirus long enough to let him focus on his
sculpture.

It'snot Grey’ s fault you can’t concentrate, you pussy, it’s yours. You' re the one who
won't stop thinking about the har sh words you exchanged this morning.

Sirus growled and swept another defining line across the paper, angry with himself
even more than he was with Grey. Sirus didn’t have to like it one damn bit, but Grey had
been honest about what he expected out of this vacation fling. Sirus thought the man was
lying to himself about why he didn’t want to let a partner fuck him, but at the same time,
Grey had never pretended he was open to receiving another man’s cock in his ass. It was
Sruswho couldn’t control his goddamn wanting and had pushed an issue he had no right
to press.

You know why you did it too. You don’t want to just fuck Grey; you want to know
himin a deeper way. You're starting to fall for him, just like you always do.

“No.” Sirusthrew the piece of charcoal on his worktable and shot to his feet,
knocking his stool over in his haste to stand. He strode to his current project and put his
hands on the partially chiseled slab of stone, willing hisvision for this piece to return to
his head and hands. A picture of Grey standing half-naked in therain filled Sirus' s mind,
and the cool material under his palms started to warm with life. “No.” Sirus withdrew his
hands and spun away, looking for something to hit. “Not you.”

“Afraid itisme,” afamiliar voice broke into Sirus's workspace. “But | have good
news.”

Sirus whipped his head up, caught in a maglstrom of hostility ... and lust. “Noah.”
His plumber. Pursing hislips, Srus rubbed his hand over his face, wiping away the
hardness he knew must show there, and forced a smile. “Hi. Ah, sorry about that; | wasn’t
talking to you. Just fiddling, trying to figure something out.”

Noah moved afew stepsinto Sirus's shed, his hands tucked in his pockets. “I can see
that.” He stopped at Sirus' s worktable and looked down, but immediately jerked his gaze
away and darted it around the area. “| didn’t know you did sketches. | thought you did ...
| don’t know,” he shrugged, “sculpting, | guessyou call it.”

Moving in closer, Sirus wrinkled his brow as he took in Noah’ s obvious discomfort.
Sirus' s focus caught the edge of his drawing, and he slumped, closing his eyes at the
picture his hands had formed with the charcoal. Shit. He'd drawn a picture of Grey in
bed. He hadn’t even realized what his hand was putting to paper. The image of Grey’s
face, forever frozen on paper in that stark, hard place of release, stared up at Sirus and
Noah. With his muscles tense and bulging, in the picture, another man had his hand
wrapped around Grey’s erect cock. Sirus's hand. Well then. Sirus didn’t deny his
homosexuality to anyone in town who dared question him about it, but he also didn’'t
have any interest in making someone uncomfortable with what he desired. As he'd told
his brother, he didn’t have pictures of naked men lying around for anyone and everyone
who visited him to see.



At least, not until now.

Sirus pulled a drop cloth over the sketch. “I apologize if that made you
uncomfortable,” he said, tracking Noah's gaze until it stopped and met his. “Not that |
drew it, but just that | didn’t give you a head’ s up that it was out on my table.”

“No, it'sfine.” Noah waved his hand in a negligent gesture, his attention briefly
dropping back to the covered paper. “It just surprised me for aminute, that’s all. It's not
the kind of stuff you usually give Ginny to sell.”

That got Sirus standing up straighter. “Y ou’ ve seen my stuff?” Huh. He wouldn’t
exactly have expected such information from arough guy like Noah Maitland.

“Janice likesto go into Ginny’ s store,” Noah explained, mentioning his wife.
“Sometimes you have to kill an hour or two in one of those craft places when the wife
wants to grab afew things, you know?’ The man momentarily looked pained, asif he
relived one of histripsto Ginny’s shop. “A guy tends to wander off from the scrapbook
section every now and again. | saw a good number of your pieces over the last, what, six
years?’

Sirus nodded. “Give or take.”

“1 think they’re pretty nice.” Noah attempted asmile. “Your art ... things, | mean.
Whatever.” A dull crimson crept up Noah’'s neck and into his hairline. “Y ou understand
what I’m saying.”

“1 do. Thank you.” Sirus dipped his head. “ That’ s very kind of you to say.” His chest
swelled and he started to feel excited and human again. “Let me know if you ever see
something you think you might want, and it’ s yours, free of charge.”

“Oh, no, | couldn’t do that.” Noah backed up and lifted his hands, shaking his head.
“It'syour art.” He ran his hands through his blond hair, asif his attempt to push the short
length off his forehead made any difference. “It has too much value to just give away.”

“Creating these pieces is not my job, it's my hobby, and it gives me joy to shareit
with friends. | drive my truck to earn aliving. | do this,” Sirusturned in acircle, letting
every inch of the excitement this workspace brought him catch fire in his heart again,
“because it brings me peace and pleasure. Y ou and Janice come up whenever you want
and pick something out. Or, if you like, | can create something specia for you both.”

“No, you can't.” Noah stilled, and his face became amask. “Janice and | aren’t
living together anymore.” His brown eyes dulled to mud. “We' ve separated and are filing
for adivorce.”

“Oh, | didn’'t know.” Sympathy filled Sirus' s voice, and his chest hurt over along
marriage ending. He didn’t know Noah or Janice well, but he figured they had to have
had twenty years of marriage on them. They had two teenage kids. “I’'m so sorry.”

“Thank you.” It looked like it hurt Noah to swallow as he spoke. “It’ s not easy, but
it'sfor the best.” More dark shadows crossed his gaze before he banked them compl etely.
Abruptly, he crossed his arms against his chest. “I’ ve been staying at a motel, and was
thinking about biting the bullet and renting a place, but | just heard the other day that the
McClusky’s are selling their house and moving to New Mexico to be closer to their
grandkids.” Noah mentioned the retired couple who owned the cabin on the east side of
thelake. “It' sabig step, but I’ m thinking about buying it.”

“1 hate like hell the reason it’ s happening,” Sirus replied, “but I'd love to have you as
aneighbor. I’'m biased and love this land. If you' re looking for a place where you can just
stop and breathe for awhile, | can't think of a better place than this mountain.”



Noah'’s attention drifted to the open shed door, staring, asif he could see through
Sirus's cabin to the lake beyond. “Y eah, that’swhat | thought too.” His voice drifted, and
then he seemed to turn inside himself, lowly atering from loose to stiff once again.

Sirus moved closer to Noah and touched his arm. “Y ou okay?’

Noah jerked and shook his head. “ Sorry. I’'m fine.” Hisfocus cleared and he became
all business once more. “I apologize for unloading on you. | actually just cameto tell you
that you are good to move back into your home. | finished installing your new piping,
everything that was damaged has been replaced and is as good as hew, and | turned your
water back on too. Y ou can move back in,” Noah's attention fell to the covered sketch of
Grey again, “uh ... whenever you want.”

Shit. Shit. Shit. Noah knew Sirus had been staying at Grey’ s cabin during these
repairs. The man must have seen Grey in town at some point, as he clearly recognized the
drawing asarea person and not some random art model. Damn it, Sirus could not predict
how Grey would react to someone seeing a sketch of him in the nude, let alone what the
image implied. Sirus shifted from one leg to the other, suddenly wildly uncomfortable
with what to say next. “Listen.”

Noah lifted a hand as he moved to the open door. “Don’'t even worry about it. I'm
about to go through adivorce. Believe me when | say | have no interest in slinging other
peopl€’ s private business to the gossips down in town.” His face took on a haunted
quality that weighed down the air around them in a blanket of loneliness. Sirus
recognized the features; he had looked much the same when he’ d walked away from Paul
after realizing his former lover would never be the man Sirus needed him to be.

“Thank you for your discretion.” Sirus leaned against the doorjamb and looked at
Noah, aman obvioudly struggling with hislife. The dark circles and deeper groovesin
the lines of Noah's face made so much more sense to Sirus now than when he noticed
them afew days ago. “I’'m here if you need me,” Sirus offered. “1 know we're not best
friends or anything, but I’ m serious about that.”

A hint of naked need slipped into Noah's gaze. “I might just take you up on that one
day.” He blinked, and the flash of vulnerability was gone. “1’ll send you abill for the
work.” He didn't wait for Sirus to reply before walking away. He called back, “Have a
good night.”

“Bye.” Sirus hung at the door until Noah drove away, his heart heavy with the
strange conversation. As he stood there, not yet ready to face the picture he had drawn of
Grey, Sirusrealized he' d just had a more open, revealing conversation with his plumber
than he’' d ever had with Greyson Cole.

A man he had let fuck him. Multiple times.

Something wasn'’t right about that.

* % *x %

Grey fiddled with his cup of coffee as he sat at atablein the local diner and waited
for his take-out meal of a burger and fries. He dlipped his cell phone out of his pocket and
pulled up the selection of photos again, stopping on the one's he had discreetly taken at
Ginny’s Crafty Delights a short while ago. Ginny had two of Sirus's pieces on
consignment; one in ash wood that loosely resembled a male torso in a turned, reaching
position, and a freeform piece made from woven bands of metal. Grey could not believe
the paltry price tags being asked for Sirus's artwork, and would have purchased them



both himself if his gut didn’t say doing so would look damned suspicious.

Christ. Grey had not seen nor heard from Sirus all day long, and he had no
expectation the man would return to the cabin tonight. The plumbing work on Sirus's
home had already gone one day over schedule, so there was no way Grey could expect
another day of delays would force Sirus back to the cabin for one more night. Nope. Grey
figured he' d had about as much ass as he was going to get on this vacation, and he might
aswell be satisfied he’' d even gotten that.

No more kissing, fucking ... sleeping with Sirus Wilder. Sweet, sexy, strong Sirus
Wilder. All because Grey wouldn’t bend over and give up his own ass.

Damn it. Grey’s cock pressed against his jeans as he thought about being naked in
bed with Sirus. His length pushed against his zipper where he sat, protesting the prospect
of renewed celibacy. His chest squeezed tightly as well, asit had done all day every time
Sirus' s name popped into his head. Worst of all, though, his ass throbbed a steady, aching
staccato as afast vision of Sirus penetrating him and stuffing his channel with exquisite,
slow tenderness, filled Grey’ s head. Grey gasped as his heart rate increased and his
erection grew, shocking him with the intensity of his physical response whilein a public
place.

Grey sat in abooth, where the table concealed his crotch; thank God. All the same,
he scanned the diner’ s patrons and prayed like hell it took at |east a few more minutes to
complete his order. He could not stand up right now. With his attention subtly touching
on nearly every customer in the diner—none of whom paid him a damn bit of attention—
Grey started to breathe asigh of relief. Then his gaze clashed with a brown one that
stared right at him, no blinking or backing off when Grey caught him in the act.

What the fuck?

From one booth away, the blond man continued to stare, and the feral business
tycoon inside Grey stirred to life, putting an immediate cockblock on his hard-on. Grey
regularly shat the remnants of millionaires and billionaires who thought they could
intimate him; he sure as hell wouldn't tuck tail and run over asmall town local eyeballing
him—no matter that the man looked like he could knock Grey unconscious with one
punch.

His erection no longer an issue, Grey dlid his phone back into his pocket, grabbed his
cup of coffee, and moved to the other man’stable. “Mind if | join you?’ Grey asked, but
didn’t wait to get an answer before sitting down. He put his cup on the table and wrapped
his hands around it, letting the warmth of the liquid inside seep into his palms. Not that
he needed it. Grey tended to get damned hot under the collar when another apha dog
tried to hold him down and piss on hisfur. Grey felt like this man sitting across from him
attempted to do just that with one cold, unwavering look.

Grey settled into the cushion of the booth seat, and bared his teeth. He doubted the
guy mistook it for asmile. “Y ou got a problem with me, friend?’

“Not right now,” the man answered. His deep voice scratched like sandpaper, and he
didn’t look like he so much as twitched under Grey’ s cool delivery. “Just looking you
over, though, and trying to figure out if | will before you leave this mountain.”

Grudging respect for this man’s balls had Grey retracting his fangs. “ That seems
unlikely,” he studied the guy’ s roughly handsome face, searching for familiarity, “ seeing
as| don’'t know who the hell you are.”

“Noah Maitland.” Noah did not reach across the table for a handshake.



Noah Maitland. Noah. Maitland. Noah. Noah. Oh. Thisis Noah. “Noah Maitland.”
Grey maintained a sense of ease in how he sat, but he couldn’t help but think about his
immediate response when Sirus mentioned the man’ s name the other morning. Right
here, Grey’ s skin got as hot under the surface as it had back then. Grey breathed, and kept
the evidence of hisreaction at bay. “Y ou would be Sirus's plumber.”

“1 know how to do one or two other things, and | work for afew other people as
well.” Noah sat across from Grey with quiet authority, and Grey knew—just on
experience from dealing with entrepreneurs every day for over ten years—that Noah was
afinancial successin hisbusiness. This man was no pauper, and nobody’ s bitch. “But
yes,” Noah added, “most recently | did work up at Sirus's cabin.”

Grey’sgut instinct hit him on another level—a personal one—and jealousy grew in
hisbelly. He glanced down at Noah' s hand and noticed a wedding band on his finger.
Even with that, Grey wondered if Sirus knew Noah Maitland was gay. And if he didn't,
but discovered it, would Sirus' s interest in this man exceed home repair?

You can’t have himsat right in Grey’ sthroat, choking him with its ferocity. Not right
now. Not ever.

A buzzing clouded Grey’ s hearing, and Noah Maitland—uwith his way too sexy
rugged man vibe—blurred before Grey’ s eyes, hisvision now covered in afilm of red.

No. Get control of yourself, man. Don’t you dare let this guy see you lose your cool.
You're a possessive person; anger isa natural reaction to seeing someone else crush on
the man you' re fucking. You don't like to share. Anything. It doesn’t mean you care.

Grey muzzled the monologue looping in his head, locked hisinner dog in another
room, and affected amildly interested arched brow. “What isit exactly you think you
know that has you so concerned, Maitland?’

“1 don’t know anything,” Noah answered. “Just saw something that allowed meto
draw a conclusion on my own.”

“That’ s not much to go on to make a snap judgment about a man.”

“No, sitting here watching you,” Noah sliced panic through Grey with his never-
ending, assessing stare, “I think | figured the situation out exactly right.”

Right then, an earsplitting whistle cut across the diner. Everyone turned toward the
pass-through window behind the lunch counter, and owner Ruthie Costa pointed at Grey
with her spatula. “Order’ sready, honey,” she said, losing the interest of all the other
diners with those words. “Nice and hot. Be out with it in just a second.”

“Thank you.” Grey dipped his head and made to slide out of the booth, but a strong
hand wrapped around his wrist and locked him to the table. Grey’ s attention slid down to
the fingers holding hisarm in abruising vise. He blinked, and brought his focus back up
to Noah'sface. “ Y ou' re going to want to take your hand off me.” His tone dripped colder
than the polar icecaps. “Right now.”

Noah released Grey’swrist. “I apologize,” he said, but again, looked Grey right in
the eyes without cowering. “Let mejust say one thing before you go.” The color in
Noah’s eyes softened, even as his hand curled into afist on the tabletop. “Sirusis anice
man. Kind. Generous. A ot of peoplein this area care about him and do not want to see
him hurt again.”

Again? Did these people know about Sirus's relationship with Paul? Or had there
been someone else? Jesus. The desire for knowledge about Sirus clutched at the
inquisitive nature of Grey’s personality, at his need to know every little detail about any



situation in which he was involved. At the same time, fuck, he couldn’t ask without
becoming one hell of a hypocrite. There wasn’'t any damn way he would exchange equal
information about himself with Sirus, just to get some answers.

“If you're agood man,” Noah continued, pulling Grey out of his private thoughts,
“and you think there’' s even the possibility that you' re going to cause him pain, maybe
you need to think about walking away right now.”

Grey fought down an unnatural wave of violence, and just resisted hauling this
pretender to his feet and shoving him into the wall. “And give you room to step in?’ Grey
hissed, keeping his voice low, out of arespect he wasn’t sure this man deserved.

Noah flinched, and his pupilsflared. “1 didn’t say that.”

“No,” Grey bit down and took some of the rancor out of histone, “but you're
thinking it.”

“Just don’'t hurt him.” Noah’ s gaze touched over every other patron in the diner, then
came back to Grey. “Trust me when | say it would be more than me who cared.”

A young waitress passed by the table right then, abrown bag in her hands. “1 have
your food, Mr. Cole.” She smiled at both men shyly. “I’ll be waiting at the register
whenever you' re ready.”

“Beright there,” Grey answered.

“Think about what | said.” Noah spoke one more time, his voice and face till quietly
threatening.

The dog within Grey dlipped out and, for just the blink of an eye, morphed into a
wolf. “I'[I think about your fucking motivestoo,” he said, his voice cutting. He blinked,
and everything slipped right back to cool. “Y ou have a good night.”

Grey walked away and paid for his meal, smiling and making friendly chitchat to the
server and the couple who also stepped in to pay their bill. On the inside, though, Grey
saw the snarling teeth of abrown haired beast shredding to pieces a golden haired wolf.

To the victor went the prize.

Srus Wilder.

* k% % %

In the dead of night, freezing cold, Grey banged on Sirus's door, alittle porch light
the only thing illuminating where he stood. He went home after his showdown at the
diner, but he had no appetite for the burger and fries. He'd tried to wipe the conversation
with Noah from his mind, but he kept hearing the words “don’t hurt him again” in his
mind. More than that, Grey couldn’t shake the absolute caring in that damn warning, as
well asavery real concern that he had the power to hurt Sirus.

Grey had spent the better part of the evening telling himself that Sirus going home to
his own cabin was for the best. All through his shower, and through masturbating while
in that shower—with Sirus on his mind—Grey reiterated that things were better this way.
He didn’'t want complicationsin hislife, and spending too much more time around Sirus
would undoubtedly become messier with every day added to their brief hook-up. Grey
had even crawled into bed and tossed and turned for at least two hours, surrounded by the
scent of the very man in question embedded into the sheets and comforter, torturing Grey
with how fucking big the bed was without an even bigger man sharing it. Then, Grey had
rolled over and turned toward the window, and his attention snagged on a navy blue T-
shirt. Sirus' s shirt.



Grey had found himself out of bed, the T-shirt in hand, and behind the whedl of his
car before he even processed that he' d pushed back the covers and gotten up. He didn’t
know why he was here now, or what he wanted to say, what he should do, or if he should
mention his conversation with Noah.

The door swung open, stealing any attempt Grey had to throw together alate plan.
Sirus stood in the open doorway, a soft light behind him casting him in near shadows. He
wore nothing but apair of white briefs.

“It'slate.” Sirus appeared scruffy and rough, but he didn’t look any sleepier than
Grey did. “What do you want?’

“We had an agreement.” Grey’s voice was stripped and harsh, more than he wanted
to show. “We share a bed while we' re up here together. That was what we said.” Grey
snaked his hand around Sirus's neck and pulled his head down. He looked right into
Sirus' s eyes, internal nakedness swirling and showing through from him. “Don’'t break
our deal.” Christ, how Grey wanted thisman. “Please,” he added, and crushed his mouth
on Sirus' sin araw, openmouthed kiss.



Chapter Twelve

Oh God, he' s so stunningly beautiful.

Sirus couldn’t stamp down that destructive thought about Greyson Cole, just a split
second before the man grabbed him and took his mouth with a deep, wildly aggressive
kiss.

Wanting to resist, knowing for his own protection that he should, Sirus melted on the
please from Grey and sank right into his burning hot frame, letting Grey’s body heat
shield him from the gust of bitter cold wind. Sirus knew he would never get secrets and
confessions from a man like Grey, but the fact that he had said that one word in such a
guttural way shattered every protest Sirus knew he should speak. It stopped his hands
from pushing Grey away and lammed alid on every valid reason Sirus had mentally
listed as to why he should never sleep with Grey again.

That damn please reached deep inside Sirus and latched on to an aching need to
know more, and it had him throwing himself into the kiss, groaning as Grey ate at his
mouth.

Eventually, Grey broke the kiss and came up for air. “Invite meinside,” his eyes
were full of shards of fiery amber, “or | swear | will fuck you right on this porch.” He
angled Sirus's head and stole another kiss, tangling tongues between gasps for air.
“Jesus,” Grey licked Sirus'slips, “it feels like forever since I’ ve been in your ass. Tell me
| can have you.”

Don’'t. Don’t weaken and give him all the power. “[|—"

His eyes glittering with arousal, Grey whispered roughly, “1 want you so fucking
much.” He grabbed Sirus' s hand and shoved it down over his cock, grinding it against the
hard ridge of flesh. “Fedl it ... ahh yeah,” he hissed when Sirus squeezed his prick, “and
let meinside”

Oh, God, | shouldn’t. | shouldn't... Siruslooked at Grey, taking in every inch of his
face in one fast second, and swore he saw agonized longing living in every stark line. He
let go of Grey’s erection and touched his fingers over the unforgiving angle of Grey’s
jaw; the man jerked and shivered, and Sirus had his answer.

“Yes.” Ignoring every warning bell of common sense, Sirus dragged Grey over the
threshold into his home, shutting the door behind them. He tore at Grey’ s jacket and
ripped open the buttons on his shirt, dragging him toward the couch, certain that his pure
need was open and visible for Grey to witness. “Oh, God, yes,” Sirus said again, and
yanked Grey to him, fusing their fronts together from mouth to cock.

“Thank you.” Raw need edged Grey’ s voice as his pams grazed Sirus' s abdomen
with tormenting brushes of contact. “ Thank you.” Grey scraped his mouth across Sirus's,
teasing the seam with darting licks from the tip of histongue.

Every light brush of lips accompanied afew steps toward the living room, and with
their arms entangled and their legs getting crossed over one another, it might have looked
like they were slow dancing to anyone who saw the pair. Sirus pushed Grey’s coat and
shirt off and let them float to the floor, glorying in the feast of fit body revealed to his
eyes. He did his hands around Grey’ s back and slipped his fingers inside the waistband
of hisjeans, tugging him close. Their chests rose and fell in uneven falls with every



shared breath they took, and their cocks strained as their kiss turned deeper and became
more desperate, proving to each man that this was a tango meant only for the eyes of two.

They kept moving until they bumped into the arm of a cushioned chair, at which
point Grey reached between their bodies and pushed his hand down the front of Sirus's
underwear. “Damnit,” he wrapped his fingers around Sirus's stiff length and gaveit a
hard jerk, “you feel good.” Grey stuck histongue into Sirus's mouth as he pulled on
Sirus s dick again, and Sirus thrust his hips into the heavenly, rough touch. His cock
leaked precum over Grey’s palm, and his asshole fluttered at what it knew would soon
come.

“Yeah, that’sit.” Grey teased Sirus's dlit with the blunt edge of his fingernail,
snaking a shiver of delight through Sirus's body. “ Show me more of that excitement.” He
pressed aline of kisses across Sirus's cheek up to his ear, flicking his tongue over Sirus's
flesh every step of theway. “I love it when you shake.” He manipulated his fingertip over
the supersensitized head of Sirus's cock again.

“Ohh, shit...” Sirus moaned and pushed out more early seed, his dick swelling
unbearably under the pressure of Grey’ s concentrated touch. “Goddamnit.” Sirus shoved
his underwear the rest of the way down so he could watch Grey fondle his aching cock.
“You aready know exactly what | like.”

Sirus stared as Grey added his other hand to the mix, curling hisfingersin atight fist
around Sirus's penis and dragging up and down hislength in fast strokes. Grey also
continued to torment the head and opening of Sirus’s dick with an expert touch.

“Oh, God,” Sirus sucked in abig gulp of air, somehow getting even stiffer as he
watched, “that’s so fucking good.” Every inch of his body throbbed with wanting. “I like
it hard.”

Grey cursed and pulled Sirus right up against him with his hold on the man’s
erection. “Jesus, you go right to my head.” He leaned in and delivered another savage
kiss, bruising Sirus' slips. “1 need another taste of your cock, but | want to fuck you so
badly | don’t think | can suck you without coming.” Grey spun Sirus around and rubbed
his crotch against Sirus' s ass. Slick fingers pushed into Sirus's crease and pressed at his
quivering pucker. “Bend over and brace your hands on the chair.”

Sirus shivered as a sudden awareness stabbed him right in the chest. “No.” Every
time they had sex, Grey turned Sirus away from him. Before he could second-guess
himself, Sirus grabbed Grey and pushed himinto the chair in a seated position. “If I'm
the one taking it, then thistime,” he dlid hislegsin on either side of Grey and straddled
hislap, “1 want to ride.”

Grey’s pupilsflared, and he opened his mouth. Sirus quickly leaned in and covered
Grey’slipswith his, afraid to hear the man refuse. He clutched Grey’ s face and pried his
jaw open with the force of his own, alternating between licking, biting, and plundering
Grey’s mouth with afeast of kissing, desperate to make Grey so hot the man wouldn’t
care what position they ended up in, aslong as he could get his cock in Sirus' s ass. Sirus
kissed Grey with every ounce of pent-up frustration and longing he' d suffered all day
long, pushing the inferno of need out of his body and into Grey’s.

After one moment where it felt like they did battle, Grey’s strung tight body finally
sank back into the plush chair, and he dlipped his arms around Sirus' s waist, holding him
close. Grey skimmed his tongue along the nubby length of Sirus's and then took over the
inside of his mouth with an intimate probing that Sirus swore he could feel stabbing deep



in hisanus.

Needing more, Sirus flexed his buttocks over Grey’s groin in a fucking motion,
swiping his bare ass along Grey’s hard, jean-covered cock, in much the way he had that
one evening in the rain. Thinking about the first night they came together fueled Sirus's
basest, rawest desires, ones that in his mind had Grey bent over the chair, with hisass
open and wanting, begging Sirusto fill him to the brim, just as much as the reverse.

Sirus knew he couldn’t shove Grey’ s legs apart and penetrate his channel, but he was
too far gone in the moment, and so damn hot for this man, he accepted whatever kind of
connection he could get. He delved his hands between their stomachs and worked open
Grey’s pants, getting them down just enough to free his cock. “Get the lube and fuck
me.” Sirus' s voice was gritty with command, but he had never felt like he needed to mate
with someone more than right in this moment. “There’ s one tucked down in the side of
the cushion.” He dug his hand down one side of the chair as Grey did the other. “Hurry.”
Sirus s fingers felt arthritic and clumsy; he knew Grey could see and feel the naked need
thrumming all the way through his body, but he could not control or conceal his
emotions. “Or | might come before you get there.”

Grey’s hazel eyes fired with sparks of burnished gold, and he strung together a streak
of blue words, his motions as agitated as Sirus's. “Jesus Chrigt, at least et me get inside.”
He straightened his arms and dug both hands into the edges of the chair. “Where' s the
damn lube ... wait,” he pulled his hand out, a small bottle clasped init, “I found it.”

“Hurry, hurry.” Sirus's passage rippled and his bud pulsed. “Just slick up your cock.”
He rose to his knees and braced a hand on Grey’ s shoulder, the muscles encased within
sculpted and firm.

Grey looked up, his eyes bright as he worked the thick, clear substance over hisrigid
length. “You sure?’ He held his cock around the base, every rearing inch now shiny with
lube.

Sirus grabbed his own ass cheeks and pried himself open, and then lowered himself
onto Grey’ s thick tip. The head of Grey’s cock barely grazed Sirus sring, and Sirus felt
the dlight contact touch over every molecule in his body. He leaned his weight into Grey,
kept their eyes connected, and bore down on Grey’s penis. “I’m sure,” he promised, and
gritted his teeth together, rocking, pressing, burning the snug muscle protecting his
channel. He didn’t stop working his hole over Grey’s erection until, with a gasp of
pleasure, Sirus's entrance opened, and Grey eased the head of his cock inside.

“Ohhhh God ... God ... Grey.” Hisfingers digging deep into Grey’s shoulders, Sirus
made a choking sound as the pleasure of the coupling engulfed him whole. Sirus's jaw
dropped open as Grey held him in place and slowly, oh-so-slowly, forced the rest of his
rock-hard length up into Sirus' s ass. Sirus's channel flamed with the taking, hisring
screamed at the pulling ... and he had never been harder in hislife.

Grey groaned, the noise rumbling up from somewherein his middle. “Damniit,” he
looked into Sirus's eyes, “you’re so fucking hot and tight.” He squeezed his arms around
Sirus swaist and pulled their front’ s flush, creating friction between their bodies that had
both men moaning with pleasure.

Every musclein Sirus's being contracted and seized, but at the same time shrieked at
the restriction. “Hold yourself inside me.” He reached back and pushed one of Grey’s
hands down to where his cock invaded Sirus's body, entwining their fingers for a second
before taking his away. “1 want you to stay inside me when | start to move.”



Grey’sjaw clenched as he nodded, and Sirus's chest constricted with temporary
power. This man might not be able to admit to much more than a sexual attraction
between them, but he could not deny how fierce and consuming that chemistry was when
they came together.

Holding Grey’ s gaze prisoner with his own, Sirus found a hold with one hand on
Grey’s chest and the other at the crook of his elbow. Stable now, Sirus rocked his lower
body in one long stroke over Grey’ s cock, siding up the man’s length until he was almost
al the way out and then reversed the motion and impaled himself one hard inch at atime,
filling his channel with scorching hardness again. It felt so damn good Sirus did it a
second time, amazed that he could feel every ripple of his chute latch on to Grey’s prick
and try to hold it inside, only to close up and have to stretch to accommodate when he
shifted forward and pushed Grey’ s erection back inside him again. Sirus found a steady,
darkly wonderful rhythm, one that had his rectum sending shivery tentacles of awareness
up his back and down hislegs, and had his ability to think or breathe decrease with every
sdlow drive of his passage down over Grey’s cock. Sirus watched Grey as they came
together, saw the burn sparking in his hazel irises that turned them almost pure amber,
and Sirus knew he was |ost.

No. | won't let myself fall for the wrong man again. Closing his eyes to ward off the
swell of emotion trying to take him over, Sirus picked up the pace and rammed himself
up and down on Grey’ s erection, wincing but loving the roughness consuming his
sensitized anus, grasping for sensations that were purely physical and nothing more.
Whipping his hips back and forth and side to side, Sirus grunted at the almost painful
widening of histender channel, but he couldn’t stop. He sank hisfingersinto Grey’s
hard, hot flesh and held on tight while he fucked himself on Grey’s cock, needing the
force and speed of mad sex to take his mind and heart away from the mistaken belief that
he and Grey were making love.

“Ahh, Jesus Christ,” Grey speared his dick up hard, making Sirus open his eyes and
cry out with sweet agony, “you’'re killing me.”

Sirus's gaze clashed and got caught up on Grey’s and, as much as he wanted to, he
couldn’t look away. “Fuck me,” he whispered, his voice arough noise he barely
recognized as his own. “Fuck me hard.” Sirus pumped his hipsin an out of control
fashion, hoping to suffocate the awareness of new love battling to break free. “Please.”

Grey growled and clutched Sirus's ass, holding them together as he surged off the
chair and slammed Sirus down onto the coffee table, sending books and a coffee mug
crashing to the floor. Grey came down right on top of Sirus and thrust his cock deep into
Sirus' s ass, shoving hisway inside until he could not take a single centimeter more. He
pushed his hands into Sirus's hair and twisted, holding on with astinging grip as he
pounded his hipsinto Sirus's backside, dlapping his ballsinto Sirus's crack and sawing
his prick in and out of Sirus's flaming rectum.

“You want it rougher than this?’ Grey uttered the words harshly as he speared his
dick into Sirus' s hole again, starting a motion that rolled Sirus's lower body right off the
coffee table with every sure thrust. Grey’s eyes held more than a hint of animal savagery,
and he looked feral enough to bite. “Tell me.” He pulled on Sirus's hair and bit his lower
lip. “Now.”

“Yes.” Sirus pumped and strained against Grey, struggling to find away to get inside
the man’ s very body. He locked his ankles high around Grey’ s back, and grabbed the



edge of the coffee table so he didn’'t slide off the sweat-dick surface. “Fuck me harder.”

Grey reamed Sirus into a confused state of pleasure and pain. His fingers slipped out
of Sirus's hair and grabbed at his face, pushing his jaw open. “Y ou want me to fuck you
so hard you'll still feel me inside you every minute of the day tomorrow?’ His focus
dropped to Sirus' s mouth as he licked at the opening. He prodded with his tongue, and
roughly squeezed Sirus' s jaw. “Do you?’

Sirus couldn’t close his eyes or look away any longer, and stopped even trying.
“Yes.” Helunged up and captured Grey’s mouth, needing every bit of connection he
could steal for when Grey went home. Sirus rubbed his tongue over Grey’s, shouting
silently inside when Grey moaned and kissed him back with equal rawness. Sirus bit
Grey’slower lip, pulling at the swollen skin as Grey took another hard plunge into his
ass. “Oh, God...” Sirus's mouth fell open with the incredible friction Grey wreaked on
his sweet spot. “Fuck mehard ... yes ... yes.”

Grey’ s face changed, the skin over his cheeks pulled taut, and his lips twisted into a
snarl. “Y ou want me to mark you so deeply my cum never finds its way out of your tight
ass?’ Grey went at Sirus with a sharp stab of his shaft, shaking the sturdy coffee table
holding them up with the powerful vigor of hisfucking. “Isthat what you want?’

Sirus let go of the table and wrapped his hands around Grey’s neck, pulling his face
down until their foreheads touched. “Please, come.” Sirus scraped his lips across Grey's,
unable to hide what he needed anymore. Overwhelming emotions had such control of
him that his request barely held sound. “I need to feel you come.”

Looking into Sirus's eyes, Grey’s mouth fell open. “I... 1...” His eyes squeezed shut,
his entire body shuddered in one continuous wave, and a second later warm liquid
spurted deep in Sirus's ass as Grey succumb to orgasm. Sirus's muscles seized in
response, and his ass contracted around Grey’ s shaft, drawing Grey’ s eyes open again
and right onto Sirus.

Sirus stared up at Grey, trapped, completely unable to mask whatever showed on his
face. “Grey,” he whispered thickly. He felt only a split second of tingling swirl through
his belly and race down his cock before he shot aload of spunk between his stomach and
Grey’s, his voice hoarse with amoan as he let go and smeared their torsos with thick
lines of seed. Grey jerked above him, and renewed warmth took over Sirus's milking
chute, coating him inside with another wave of cum. Sirus's cock twitched again between
the sandwich of their stomachs, but other than alittle spit of semen, he had nothing more
to give.

Grey’sarms gave out and he fell on top of Sirus, his weight a heady thing that
crushed Sirus into the coffee table. The musclesin Sirus' s thighs protested the tight hold
around Grey’ s back, and he let hislegs fall aongside the length of Grey’s.

For long moments, only the sounds of their heavy breathing filled the room, and
Siruslet himself dip into the fantasy that he would feel this amazing male weight
pressing into him for the rest of his days. He knew it could never be; he knew he could
never sustain along distance relationship with someone again, let alonetry to build
something real with a man who could not give even the smallest piece of himself to a
partner. All the same, it till felt so fucking nice to talk to someone over a good meal and
to share a bed and body heat when the temperatures dipped as cold as they were right
now that Sirus couldn’t help the snippets of dreams wanting to take over his thoughts and
heart.



“Did you paint that?’” Grey mumbled into Sirus's shoulder, where he had his head
resting and his face turned toward the fireplace. “ The picture above the mantle, | mean.”
His voice sounded drowsy and alittle bit Slurred.

“Yeah.” Sirusdidn’t have to look. He knew the oil painting of the old couple in
rocking chairs on the front porch of their home very well. “Don’t know who they are. |
drove through alittle town in Arkansas one day and saw them sitting peacefully, the old
man half asleep. | stopped, pulled back and took their picture, and then drove away.
When | saw them | just knew | wanted to try and paint them, and that’ s the result.”

“It' s captivating,” Grey said. “Makes you want to buy arocking chair and sit with
them for awhile.”

Sirus smiled against Grey’s hair. “For all | know they fight like cats and dogs and
curse at each other al day, but for some reason they looked like they loved each other
and had the ability to endure.” He brushed his fingers up and down Grey’ s back,
memorizing the cords and rips of warm muscles he found there. “ The image of them
made me envious of something that long lasting, and | wanted to capture it and have
something to remind me of what can be.” Sirus's hand stopped on the curve of Grey’s
buttocks, and he exhaled slowly, fighting through hisinstinct to hide every bit as much as
Grey did. “To have something to aspire to one day myself,” he admitted, his tone soft.

The pattern of breathing that touched against Sirus's shoulder slowed, and the body
on top of him filled with tension.

“Areyou al right?’ Grey asked abruptly, hisvoice just as hushed. “| was really
rough with you.”

Sirus started breathing and began rubbing his palms over Grey’s back again. “I'm
okay.” Hisasswas still stuffed full of Grey’s cock, and Sirus loved the sensation. “I
asked for it.”

“I know. But | also know that fucking you as hard as | did can create alot of pain for
the person on the receiving end.” Grey till didn’t turn his head and face Sirus; instead, he
drew little circles on Sirus's hip with the tips of two fingers.

Wanting, aching for something intimate and personal so badly, Sirus steeled himself
for another rejection. “Do you want to tell me how you know that?’

Grey shifted and blinked rapidly, Sirus could feel the brushes of the man’s eyelashes
against his shoulder. “Yeah,” Grey finally said, after what felt like an eternity of silence.
“1 do.”

Sirus closed his eyes, and breathed.

Finally.

“Tell me.”



Chapter Thirteen

You don't want to tell Srus about Joe, you idiot! Why did you say that?

Grey lay ontop of Sirus, his cock still tucked al the way in the man’s ass, and
cursed whatever masochistic tendency had prompted him to say he would spill his guts
about a part of his private life. It had to be a moment of weakness, of feeling atemporary
sense of closenessto this man as aresult of the incredibly intimate sex act they’d just
shared. Grey didn’t normally lose control and become so vocal and aggressive as he had
with Sirus just now, and he' d experienced a momentary obligation to share a part of
himself that would equal the vulnerability Sirus had given him during sex.

But that didn’t mean he had to tell Sirus about Joe!

Supid. Stupid. Supid. Thisiswhat Grey got for showing up on Sirus' s doorstep in
the middle of the night, pushing something he should have just let end when Sirus walked
away yesterday morning.

“1 understand if you’ ve changed your mind.” Sirus broke the tense silence. The
rumble of hiswords vibrated through Grey and made him tremble. “If you could move,”
Sirus shifted and pushed against Grey’ swaist, “we can go wash up, and get some sleep.”

“Oh, sorry.” A stabbing sensation pierced Grey right in the chest. He scrambled off
Sirus, gritting his teeth as hisdick did out of the man’s ass. Unable to look Sirusin the
eyes after displaying such supreme cowardice, Grey stuffed his cock back into his
underwear and adjusted everything back up to hiswaist, pulling up just the zipper on his
jeans. Shit. “Do you want me to leave?’

The table creaked and bones cracked and, a second later, the fall of feet on hardwood
flooring reached Grey’s ears. “ Stay, go, do whatever you want,” Sirus answered, histone
short and hard. “All | know is |’ m getting cleaned up and going to bed. | don’'t have any
control over what you do.”

Grey’s spine stiffened and his gaze shot up from the floor. “What the hell is that
supposed to mean?’ There was no response, though, Sirus had already gone. Grey tore
across the living room, his memory of where the bathroom was still very clear. “ Arrogant
son of abi...”

Sam! Grey screeched to a halt mid-step, right outside the bathroom door, his voice
stolen as he watched Sirus punch hisfist into the bathroom wall. Grey gasped at the
power behind the curled hand flying at the white plaster. With one tiny sound from him,
Sirus spun toward the door and came face to face with Grey.

Sirus's eyes burned with mercury moonlight. As Grey stood before the man, unable
to deny his glorious nudity, Grey had aso never believed himself so close to someone
capable of doing real violence.

“Goddamnit,” Sirus growled, “why do you always see me when | don’t want you
to?” Hislips, so kissable just a short time ago, flattened to athin, hard line. “1 thought for
sure you' d turn the other way and run.”

With one narrow-eyed glare from Sirus, Grey’s blood raced through his body and
had his heart pounding harder than when he' d fucked the man just afew minutes ago. “If
that’ s what you wanted, then that’ s what you should have told me!” He pushed the door
all the way open and stormed inside, getting right up in Sirus' s face. Jesus, he could feel



Sirustrying to control his breathing and his anger, but Grey didn’t give a damn about
Sirus'smood right now. “You invited meinside! You told me | could stay! Sleeping
together was part of our agreement!”

Sirus reared back and dug his fingersinto his hair, his face amask of disbelief. “Oh
yes, our agreement. Our fucking agreement.” He snorted and threw his hands up in the
air. “Literally, now that | think about it.” Turning away, Sirus tunneled his hands through
his hair again, where they then ended up clasped at the back of his neck. The lines of
muscle that formed to create the backside of Sirus’'s body was magnificent, and he had
one of the tightest asses Grey had ever seen, but right in this moment, Grey held his
breath and cared only about what Sirus might say or do next.

It felt like Sirus stared at the wall over his bathtub for eons, and with each moment of
silence, Grey deflated alittle bit, certain Sirus would not grace him with another word.
Just when Grey took a step back to quietly leave, Sirus shifted and found his gaze. The
swirling depth of open, brave, emation shining within gutted Grey from top to bottom,
and nailed him right to the bathroom floor.

“You know,” Sirus began softly, “I honestly thought | could agree to that deal with
you. | genuinely thought | could have two weeks' worth of amazing, guilt free sex, and
not give arat’s ass about who you are as a person. Other people do it, and you’'re so
damned good-looking you have to know | wanted you like hell from the moment | saw
you. All of that made me think | could participate in this kind of agreement. But I’ ve
discovered | can’t.”

AV

Sirus held up a hand and shut Grey right down. “I need to know more than the name,
occupation, and length of the cock of the man I’m letting fuck me. | don’t need dark
secrets or childhood trauma, or even a promise that thiswill last more than the time you
areon vacation.” A tight smile appeared briefly on Sirus'slips. “1 do need to know,
however, how aman as smart as you are—and | can see in your eyes that you are damned
shrewd and intelligent—I need to know how you can trust me, a virtual stranger, at my
word when | tell you that I'm clean and it’s safe for us to have unprotected sex. Y et with
that same sharp brain and thought process of yours, you are completely certain that it's
not safe to tell me even one little thing about your life beyond your sister or your work.”
Sirus took a small step forward, and his gaze softened. “I don’t get how a person as smart
asyou can twist that in your head so it makes sense. | really don't.”

Taking an automatic step back, Grey bumped into the side of the door. The hairs on
his arms and the back of his neck stood on end, and he fucking hated that he didn’t have
his shirt on to cover it up. “Y ou trusted me about my health too.” His voice remained
steady, and he didn’t blink or flinch, even as his heart rate sped out of control. “ So what
does that say about you?’

Sirus bit off alow curse and slapped his hand against the edge of the sink. “That is
not my point, and you are damned smart enough to know it isn’t, so don’t fake ignorance
with me. If you don’t want to answer me, that’s fine, but don’t insult my intelligence by
pretending you don’t understand what I’ m trying to say. Excuse me,” he pushed against
Grey’s chest, “I’ve had enough mind games for one night.”

Grey whipped his hand out and braced it against the doorframe, blocking Sirus's
exit. His nostrils flared and his mouth turned dry, but Grey could seein every tightly
strung muscle in Sirus's body that the man would not listen to one more word of bullshit.



“My sister and my work are my life,” Grey admitted, his voice scratchy. Adrenaline
washed over his body and made his limbs numb. He felt more naked than Sirus actually
was, but words he had never spoken to another soul sat in atight ball in histhroat,
pushing to get free. “ Except John, and you already know he’s my business partner and
best friend. My grandmother was the only other person of real importance in my life. She
passed away alittle while ago, so now it’s just Kelsie and John. Thereisn’t anything else
for you to know.”

“l don't believe that.” Sirus remained standing so close to Grey that Grey could see
every small line and imperfection in the man’s roughly handsome face. And his eyes,
Christ, his eyes held such strength and kindness Grey never wanted to look away. “1 think
you’ve just gotten so used to being closed up, and have gotten so out of the habit of
talking to people about anything other than work, that you don’t know how or where to
start.”

Grey’s chest rose and fell in big, visible waves, and he found it difficult to swallow.
“You could be right about that.” Fuck, Grey almost choked on making that one small
confession alone.

Looking Grey up and down, Sirus finally took a step back and |eaned against the
edge of the sink, allowing Grey to exhale, abeit unsteadily. “ So,” Sirus began as he
curled his hands around the sink ledge, “if you don’t bend over for anyone, then tell me
how you know aggressive sex can be painful for the one on the receiving end.” Once
again, Sirus lifted his hand and cut Grey off before he could speak a protest. “1 have no
interest in sharing your stories or secrets, just as | would guess you would never share
mine. | just want you to be able to tell me something, and that piece of your life actually
pertains to what we did tonight, and what we are doing with thisfling, so that’swhy |
want to know.”

Oh, Jesus Christ, no. “His name was Joe,” Grey blurted, before the voice in his head
reminded him to shut up. “He was a boyfriend in college, and he was the first guy | dated
for long enough and felt strongly enough about to want to go al the way and actually
have intercourse with him. | thought | wanted it; Christ, | was prepared to love it, but it
turned out to be the most painful, invasive, violating thing | have ever experienced in my
life.” Hisrectum automatically contracted where he stood; Grey could still feel the fire
from that day burning in his channel. “It hurt so damn badly that, honest to God, |
thought I’ d have to go to the ER afterward and make sure nothing was damaged. The idea
of going to a hospital was even more humiliating than the act itself.” Grey grimaced,
remembering the days he missed classes while closed up in the apartment he shared with
John, praying like hell that his backside would feel normal again so that no one—not
even a complete stranger in a hospital—would have to know what happened with Joe.

Right in this moment, while sharing, Grey couldn’t take his stare off the floor. “The
thing is,” he went on, “Joe wasn't even that big. Maybe even alittle smaller than average.
If I couldn’t take it with him, I knew | wouldn’t be able to take it with any man.” Grey
couldn’t help hisfocus lifting briefly to Sirus'slong, thick cock. “I decided at that point |
was meant to be atop.” He shrugged, and finally looked up, facing Sirus again. “I’ve
been one ever since.”

Sirus continued to lean against the sink, and he had his arms crossed against his
chest, looking as loose as if they were talking about what to have for dinner. “What did
Joe say when he wanted to fuck you again and you said no?’



“He never got the chance. | stopped seeing him shortly after that.”

An eyebrow arched halfway up Sirus' s forehead. “ Seriously?’

“I couldn’t keep seeing him,” Grey explained, hisvoice full of rationale. “He was
definitely atop, and it was pretty much understood | would always be the one on the
receiving end of sex. When | realized | couldn’t, it became obvious we would have to
break up.”

“Or, you could have told him, and you might have been able to work something out.”

“No, | couldn’t tell him.” How could Sirus ever think Grey would confessto such a
thing? “He never even knew while he was fucking me that it felt like he was tearing me
upinside. | didn’t ever tell him | ended it because of the sex.”

“And he never came after you?’ Sirus asked incredulously. “He never called you or
banged on your door asking for an explanation or a second chance, or demanded to know
about your abrupt change of heart?’

“No.” Grey shook his head. “ Joe just accepted me at my word and moved on.”

Siruslooked at Grey, let his gaze dide al over Grey’ s body, whispering a heated
tremor through Grey before he made eye contact again. “ Then you were better off
without him,” Sirus finaly said, his voice striking. “Any guy | cared about enough to
have sex with him, | would have ripped down his door and dogged his ass until | got an
explanation that made sense to me asto why he was leaving. Especially knowing it was
hisfirst time.”

“Joe didn’'t know it was my first time with any man.” Grey’s skin crawled at the very
idea of giving another person the kind of ego boost and power a confession such as that
would have engendered. “He just knew it was my first time with him. Like hell | was
going to tell anybody that he was the one | chose to fuck me for the first time. No, | didn’t
do that.”

Sighing, Sirus said, “He should have known to be gentle anyway, but geez, man, you
should havetold him.”

“No.” Talk about putting himself naked in front of someone. Grey shuddered.
“Absolutely not.” The scrutiny of Sirusin this moment ate at Grey almost as strongly as
he imagined it would have if Joe had known about his virginity all those years ago. Grey
rubbed at his neck and tore his gaze from Sirus. “ Can we not just stand here looking at
each other like this? Do something.” He strode forward, grabbed a washcloth off the sink,
and thrust it at Sirus's chest. “Here, wash up. That's what you came in here to do.”

Sirus shifted and turned on the faucet, but he looked up and found Grey behind him
in the reflection of the mirror. Sirus looked like a thousand words sat jabbing inside him,
bursting to break out. Eventually, he just said, “If you' re going to stay the night, take off
your clothes and clean up too. Leave everything on the floor. I'll throw it in the wash in
the morning.”

Such relief swvamped Grey his legs almost went out from under him. “Okay.” He
worked his shoes, socks, jeans, and underwear off in quick order, and by the time he did,
Sirus aready had a sudsy damp washcloth waiting for him. The men washed in silence,
and while they did, Grey couldn’t help his attention dropping to Sirus's ass as the man
cleaned his crack and hole. He couldn’t miss how Sirus's member twitched as the wet
fabric teased over his pucker. Grey’s own ass quivered in response, and a flash of himself
bent over the sink with Sirus ramming his asshole full of hard cock took over Grey’s
mind and sight, and had his dick stiffening too.



No. His reaction came from the topic of conversation; that was all. He didn’t want a
man to fuck him. All the same, Grey shifted and finished wiping himself down in fast
order, and didn’t dare look at Sirus'sass again. “I’m good.” He tossed his washcloth into
the sink and then stooped down to pick up his clothes, taking the time to drape them over
the towel rack. “I’ll just leave these here. No need to trip on them if you have to get up to
piss.”
A distinct chuckle reached Grey’s ears. “Right,” Sirus said, amusement lacing his
voice. “By al means, get them off the floor. Come on,” he reached back and slipped his
hand in Grey’s, giving it atug, “let’s go to bed.”

Jesus, Grey liked the sound of that. He paused while Sirus flicked off the bathroom
light, but then gripped his hand in atight hold, letting the bigger man lead him down the
dark hallway. Once they reached Sirus' s bedroom a hint of light from the moon reflecting
off the snow outside guided them to the bed. The covers were aready rumpled, all the
proof Grey needed that he had gotten Sirus out of bed, if not actually woken him up. The
sight of something so achingly personal like mussed sheets—that would surely smell
warm and woodsy, exactly like Sirus—had Grey stumbling right into Sirus's back.

“Sorry,” he mumbled into Sirus's shoulder blade.

Srus gave Grey’ s hand a squeeze. “No problem. Y ou crawl in first though,” he let
go of Grey’s hand and stung his ass with alittle slap, “and scooch over to the other side. |
need to sleep next to the nightstand with my alarm clock.”

Before Grey finished shifting farther than the middle of the bed, Sirus crawled in
behind and threw the covers over them both. He spooned his front into Grey’ s back,
dipped hisarm around Grey’ s waist, and threaded his fingers through the backs of
Grey’s. Sighing, Sirus snuggled them even tighter together. His length grazed along
Grey’s crease, kicking Grey’s heart right back into high gear.

“God, you feel good.” Sirus's voice sounded from right behind Grey’s ear. “Isthis
okay?’ He dug his hand between them and adjusted his cock so that it rubbed against the
small of Grey’s back rather than the cleft of his ass. “Just for slegping. Nothing more.”

Grey exhaled and reminded himself that Sirus was not the kind of man to take
something he knew his partner didn’t want to give. “It’s perfect.” Herelaxed and let his
entire weight sink right into Sirus's front. Damn it, the man was an inferno. “Never felt
warmer.”

“Good.” Sirus pecked akiss to the back of Grey’s ear. “Sleep tight.”

Long minutes of silence stretched out between the men, but Grey knew Sirus hadn’t
yet fallen asleep. His breathing pattern hadn’t changed one bit from the moment he'd
climbed into bed, and he continued to rub his thumb in the most shiver-inducing little
circles over the back of Grey’s hand.

After counting two hundred sheep in his head—jumping over the fence backward—
Grey chewed halfway through hislip before he couldn’t stand Sirus's silence anymore.
“What is keeping you from sleep?’ Jesus, what in the hell was wrong with him tonight?
He couldn’t just shut up and let things be. “What is sitting right there on the tip of your
tongue clawing to get out? | know it’'s something.”

Sirus chuckled, and murmured under his breath, “Maybe you are getting to know
Grey tried to turn around. “What?’
Pushing on his head, Sirusforced Grey to lie back down. “Nothing. | was thinking

me.



some more about how smart you are, and how | figure you must be alogical, linear kind
of thinker,” Sirus responded, all the while continuing to rub the back of Grey’s hand.
“Because of that, logically, you must know that being on the other side of sex can feel
amazing, wonderful, and something many people crave. Both men and women, gay and
straight. Y ou’ ve been with me, and you see how much pleasure | get out of what you do
to me, and how much | love having you inside me. | imagine you must have watched
similar reactions and cries of pleasure from the other men you'’ ve fucked in your life.
Logicaly, you have to know it can be the same for you. That you can reach great heights
of sexual pleasure by letting someone capable and knowledgeable inside your body.”

Beads of sweat popped up on Grey’ s forehead and, in the dark, he tried to adjust his
eyesto the door ... toward escape.

“I’m not trying to proposition you right now, or corner you into anything,” Sirus
continued, never, never stopping that intoxicating, soothing brush of his thumb over
Grey’s skin. “1’m not even saying you should ever lay yourself open and trust me. I'm
just saying that if you take the emotion out of your thinking—the way you do with so
many things—you have to see what I'm saying istrue. All | want isfor you to think
about it and consider it. Just let the idea sit with you for awhile and see if you don’t feel
differently than you did when you made that decision all those years ago. Can you do
that?" Sirus gave Grey alittle squeeze. “Will you? Wait, you know what? Don’'t give me
an answer. | didn’'t say it to get aresponse; | just wanted you to know my thoughts. |
won't bug you anymore.” He nuzzled hisface into Grey’s neck, and pressed akissto his
nape. “ Goodnight.”

“Yeah, "night,” Grey murmured. Sirus settled in behind him, but Grey could not take
his eyes off athree dimensional landscape carved out of wood hanging on the wall in
front of him. He studied the piece intently, certain it was Sirus' s work.

His mind ajumble of confusion telling him to get the hell out of this cabin right now,
Grey’s body wouldn’t let him leave. He couldn’t separate his flesh from the heat and
solid wall that was Sirus. Something struggling to get free inside him wouldn’t let Grey
walk away.

Grey stared into the intricacies of the carving on Sirus'swall ... and stayed.

* % *x %

Sirus watched Grey button up his freshly laundered shirt, and his mouth watered
with wanting. They’d given each other a couple of earth-shaking blowjobs upon waking
up, and then had jerked each other off afterward in the shower, but watching this
extremely private man brush histeeth, hair, and get dressed, comfortably, whilein Srus's
cabin, struck Sirus as the most intimate moment he' d shared with Greyson Cole since
they’d met. With anyone, really.

Ever.

“What’swrong?’ Grey asked, yanking Sirus out of his dreamy state. “Why are you
staring?’ He put his hand up to his chin and wiped. “Do | have toothpaste on my face?’

“No, you look fine.” Sirus's face heated, but he held Grey’s stare. “Y ou look really
handsome this morning. Y ou look sexy in blue.”

“Oh.” Twin blossoms of red crept over Grey’s cheeks. “ Thanks.” He patted his
hands down the front of his shirt and brushed his fingers over hisjeans, straightening
everything out, just so. “I should get going and let you get to your art.” Pointing toward



the hallway, Grey backed out of the bathroom and walked to the living room. “Besides,”
he grabbed his coat off the arm of the couch, “I neglected emails pretty much all day
yesterday, so | really need to play catch up today.”

Sirus shook his head and smiled. “Y ou do know you'’ re supposed to be on vacation,
right? That generally means you can get away with alittle bit of dacking.” He opened the
door anyway and followed Grey out onto the porch. The still, quiet cold of morning
quickly took root in Sirus's bones. Without ajacket or shoes on, he moved closer to Grey
for alittle heat. He leaned down and stole a kiss, letting his lips linger over the warmth of
Grey’ s breath fanning his face and mouth. *“ Even big shots like you are allowed to take a
couple of weeks off every year.”

Grey wrapped his arms around Sirus and dragged him in close, tilting his head back
as he linked his hands at the small of Sirus's back. Mirth twinkled in Grey’s eyes, and it
hit Sirus right in the heart.

“You think I'm abig shot, huh?’ Grey asked, his voice full of teasing lightness.

Raising abrow, Sirus did his hands around Grey’ s waist and smoothed down to
caress hisass. “Oh, | know you are.” He dipped hisfingers into the back pockets of
Grey’sjeans.

“Mmm, that feels nice.” Grey rubbed his cock on Sirus'sthigh. “You like slegping
with abig shot?’

Sirus smiled against Grey’ s lips. “Oh yeah,” he whispered, his voice breathy, “you
know | do.” His eyes dlid closed, need overcame him, and he captured Grey’ s mouth with
aclinging kiss.

Grey’ s hands curled into fists against Sirus's back, digging into muscle. Sirus
whimpered, loving the sensation. He rubbed against Grey like a cat on a scratching post
and slanted his mouth across Grey’s, welcoming a degpening of the kiss.

Moaning, Grey accepted the invitation and sank his tongue into Sirus's mouth,
making Sirus weak in the knees with his minty heat. All sense that it was freezing cold
outside flew from Sirus's body and mind, and he dug his hands between them, working to
unzip Grey’s coat. Damn it, | need hard, hot flesh. Grey threw his handsinto the fray, and
between them they got Grey’ s jacket halfway down his arms when the distinct crunching
of snow penetrated Sirus's brain.

“Hold on for asec.” It took along moment for Sirusto clear his head enough to
comprehend the noise, and by the blurrinessin Grey’s eyes the same held true for him.

By the time “ it sounds like tires on snow” clicked in Sirus's head, as well as putting
together that it meant he had avisitor, the smartly dressed woman with dark hair styled in
abob already stood at the foot of his steps.

“Mom,” Sirus said, still in Grey’sarms, “you’re here.”



Chapter Fourteen

Wow, so thisis Srus' s mother. Grey closed his mouth quickly, shocked to find
himself standing ten feet away from the woman who made up one half of the DNA of the
man he was fucking. Sirus's hands slid from around Grey’ swaist, and Grey let hisfall
too. Even with space for another body now between them, Grey could sense the tightness
in the man standing beside him. Sirus was clearly as surprised to see his mother as Grey
was.

“Mom, how are you?’ Sirus recovered quickly and treaded down the steps, giving
the woman a hug. “It’ s good to see you.”

The stylish, impeccably dressed woman gave Sirus what seemed to Grey a genuinely
warm, squeezing hug back. “It’s nice to see you too, darling.” She pulled away from the
hug and looked up at him, light shining in her dark eyes. “But you shouldn’t sound so
surprised to see me. | understand Nic told you | was coming for avisit.”

“Yes, hedid.” Sirustook his mother’s hand and guided her up the stairs, diding her a
sideways glance as he did it. “But | expected | might hear from you aday or so before
you arrived so | could fix up the bedroom and get some stuff for your stay.”

“No need.” She reached up and touched his cheek. “I’m just here for afew hours to
visit with my handsome son, then | have to continue my drive to Asheville. I'll be
working there for two weeks. | start tomorrow morning.”

“Well then, I’'m happy you made a detour to see me,” Sirus said. “No matter how
brief the visit.”

Grey watched the exchange between mother and son, surprised by their comfort with
each other after listening to Sirus describe his mother’ s attitude about his homosexuality,
aswell as hisinitial tension upon her arrival.

“Grey,” Sirus shifted to include Grey in their twosome, “1’d like to introduce my
mother, Mrs. NiaWilder.” He smiled in his mother’ s direction. “ She’s an interpreter and
speaks six languages. Mom, please meet a friend of mine, Greyson Cole.” Sirus reached
out and rubbed Grey’ s hand, making it very clear they were more than casual
acquaintances. “He owns the cabin across the lake, and we' ve been spending some time
together while he’' s on vacation. He's a venture capitalist and owns a very successful
firm.”

“Co-owns,” Grey said, stretching out his hand in welcome. “I have a partner who
shoulders the responsibility equally. Anyway,” he grinned at Nia, “nice to meet you, Mrs.
Wilder. You have agreat son.”

“Yes, thank you.” NiaWilder only offered the tips of her fingersfor Grey to shake,
and awave of discomfort smacked him in the face. “I am aware.”

Brrr. Very chilly. So much for first impressions.

As soon as Grey let go of Nia s fingers she shuffled her stance and edged Grey out of
the small group. “ Sweetheart,” Nia paused and adjusted the collar on Sirus's flannel shirt,
“1 don’t have much time to spare this morning, and | have a handful of family matters|1’d
like to discuss with you before | leave.”

Well, hell. Grey didn’t have to be dismissed twice.

“Mother,” censure tightened Sirus' s tone, “you can’t pretend a person who is



standing right behind you doesn’t exist. Especially when I’ ve just told you he' s afriend
of mine.”

Grey reached out and twined hisfingersin Sirus's, gaining the man’s attention.
Sirus's eyes were full of apology, but Grey just shook his head. “Don’t worry about it.”
He brought Sirus' s hand up to hislips and pressed akissto it, knowing full well he half
did it to force Nia Wilder to see her son for who he was. The other half, Grey just did
because he enjoyed like hell touching this man. “We're al responsible for ourselves, and
I’ ve been taking care of myself for avery long time.” He darted his attention to Nia,
interested to note that she wasn't so gauche asto turn her head away from her son
holding hands with another man, but she did keep her focus squarely to the right of
Sirus' s shoulder, just out of visual range of where Grey stood.

Feeling perverse and stubborn, Grey tugged Sirus down the steps, moving ever so
dightly until he and Sirus stood right in Nia's line of sight. He then looked into Sirus's
eyes and forgot all about the woman on the porch giving him the cold shoulder. “Do you
think you can make it over to my place later? | might even attempt to cook something for
dinner. Does that sound like a plan to you?’

“Oh, okay, sure,” Sirus answered. The damn sweetest smile lifted the edge of his
lips. “Around seven? | have apiece I’ d like to spend some time with later, and then I'll
come over after | clean up.”

“I'll seeyou then.” Grey leaned in, his mouth inches from Sirus's, but abruptly
halted, remaining so close they shared the same square foot of air. “Is this okay?’

Sirus rubbed his thumb over Grey’s lower lip, pulling it in that way that always hit
Grey as so fucking sexy. “Absolutely, ye—"

Grey leaned in and pressed a tender kissto Sirus's mouth, capturing the rest of his
words. Sirus's lips softened and kissed back, and pleasure shot through Grey from top to
bottom. Grey dipped the tip of histongue out just once, brushed it against Sirus' s lips,
and then pulled away, reluctantly letting go of Sirus's hand as well as his mouth. This
time, Grey took a second to rub his thumb across Srus'slips. He just barely suppressed
the goddamned silliest urge to wink. “I'll seeyou later.”

Siruslooked alittle dazed. Y eah, okay.” He waved as Grey walked to his car.
“Bye.”

“Bye.” Grey gave Sirus one last lingering stare, amost moaning at how fucking sexy
the man was, no matter how much or little he wore. Grey opened his door, but lifted his
focus to the porch, finding a very stoic woman still standing there. It was nice to meet
you, Mrs. Wilder.” He lifted his hand and smiled as if he didn’t give a shit that she
snubbed him without having the tiniest idea about who he was. “1 hope you have alovely
visit with your son. Have a safe trip to Asheville. Bye.”

NiaWilder merely lifted one hand and studied her nalils.

Grey shook his head, smiled one more time at Sirus, and then drove away.

Sirus stood rooted in the snow, hisfeet freezing like hell, but didn’t move or so much
as breathe until Grey’s car was gone from sight. He then closed his eyes and counted to
ten, then twenty. After that, he bit hislip, knowing if he opened his mouth he would say
something very ugly to his mother that he would never be able to take back. Right now,
Sirus believed with every fiber of his being she deserved whatever he threw at her, but he
would not put his father and his siblings through a Mother/Son feud. It would kill his



father if Sirus never spoke to his mother again.

But hell, how he wanted to run after Grey and leave his mother standing on his porch
right this very second.

“Invite me inside, honey,” his mother called down to him, breaking him out of his
struggle not to tell her where to go. “We'll catch our death of cold out here this morning.”
Invite me inside. Sirus chuckled derisively. He sure liked hearing that alot more

coming from Grey than he did from his mother.

Taking a deep, calming breath, Sirus rubbed his hands together and took the steps up
the porch two at atime. “You'reright, Mom. Let’'sgo inside.” He strode past her and
held the door open, sweeping his hand in awelcoming gesture. “It’ s time we had another
talk.”

Nia stepped over the threshold and walked to the kitchen, her memory of her
previous visit clearly intact. “| hope that’s fresh coffee | smell,” she called back to him as
he shut the door. “ After getting up early to start driving, | could certainly use another
cup.”

Sirus moved to the kitchen, but stopped in the doorway and leaned his shoul der
against the frame. “It isfresh.” He found her already pouring herself a cup. “Grey made it
alittle bit ago. He was up before | was thismorning and got it brewing.” Sirusjust held
off the nasty bent that made him want to share that Grey had then come back to bed and
delivered one hell of wake-up blowjob to Sirus's morning wood. “He makes a better cup
than | do, don’t you think?’

Nia cupped the mug in both hands and strolled around the small space. “You did a
beautiful job updating this kitchen, darling.” She moved in front of him and paused to
sgueeze his hand. “It till looks very cozy and rustic, but has all the touches a modern
kitchen should have.”

“Grey likesit too,” Sirus added. “He was mentioning that very thing this morning
over cereal and toast. I’m glad you both approve of my taste.”

“Mmm... Come, sit with me.” Nia dipped her hand in the crook of Sirus'sarm and
drew him to the table. She took one seat, and Sirus pulled out the other for himself. “I
didn’t want to forget anything, so | made alist of family stuff I need to share with you.”
Her mug of coffee now on the table, Nia pulled an organizer out of her purse and leafed
through a handful of loose pages. “Oh, | hope | didn’t forget to pull it from my briefcase.
| can’'t believe | would have done that. | knew | didn’t intend to take my briefcase out of
the trunk until | reach the hotel in Asheville. Hereit is!” She held the final sheet upin
triumph. “1 knew | had it.”

“1 had no doubts.” Sirus eyed the list of names and wondered if his ever appeared on
her list when she went to visit other family and friends. Doubtful, rang clear in his head.
Evenif it did, it would never say anything like, “Sirus is dating the most wonderful man,
and | have great hopesit will turn into something permanent.”

A pointed, familiar ache stabbed at Sirus's chest; a pain that had sprouted the first
time he told his mother he was gay and she acted asif he never said it; a hurt that every
time she behaved in the same callous way grew alittle nagging needle into athorn that
pierced Sirus sharp enough to bleed.

“First—" Niabegan.

“First,” Sirusinterrupted, as what happened on the porch reentered his mind, “why
don’'t we start with the fact that you just completely ignored another human being. A man



whom | happen to like very much, by the way. Let’ s talk about the fact that in the two
times | mentioned his name since he left, you’ ve moved right on and pretended you never
heard it.”

“Oh, yes, see,” Niatouched her finger to the name at the top of her list, “I’m busting
at the seams to share some wonderful news with you.” Sirus's mother broke out into a
huge smile, his comment about Grey apparently Teflon that slid right over her.
“Christina,” Nia mentioned one of Sirus's many cousins, “is going to have a baby. After
al thistimetrying. Can you believe it? She just called me about it yesterday. Y our Aunt
Minais beside herself that she will finally be a grandmother.”

Sirus slumped, his eyes did closed, and he sighed. Thiswoman. His mother. A CIA
trained interrogator would never break her single-minded determination. What in the hell
was he supposed to do?

“That isgood to hear,” Sirus said, almost on autopilot. “1 will call Christinaand Aunt
Mina later to say congratulations.”

“They will both like that very much, dear.” Niatook a sip of her coffee, but abruptly
put it down and grabbed his forearm. “All right, thisisimportant. Y ou need to call your
sister and keep her on the phone until she tells you about being selected to play with the
symphony. She's being very low key about everything, and doesn’t want anyone to make
afuss or even make it a specia occasion to visit, but she has a solo during her first
concert on Mother’s Day. She had to beat out a handful of very skilled cellists to get the
invitation.”

Rubbing his eyes with the heels of his hands, Sirus mentally added another name to
his phone list. “1 will give Dianaacall aswell.” At least his sister always asked about his
love life and was happy for him when he had someone special in it. Diana would like
Grey. Sirus smiled to himself as he fantasized about them meeting one day. Grey would
like unpretentious Diana too.

Sirus jerked at the romantic slant of his thoughts, and sternly reminded himself that
he had no future with Grey. His heart squeezed, but he forced himself to pull back into
the conversation with his mother. “I’ll be there for the concert. Diana deserves the
invitation and the solo, and | will be front and center cheering for her.”

“1 knew you would. We all will.” Nia scrunched up her face, and little furrow lines
formed between her brows. “But let her tell you, before you mention anything, all right?
It should be her good news to share, but | knew she never would without you knowing
how to nudge her toward the conversation.”

“Right. Of course.” Sirus shook his head and tried not to laugh. He and his siblings
always knew when their mother spilled important, sometimes private news to another
member of the family. They’d all gotten used to getting “just because” calls out of the
blue. “Y ou never told me anything. Understood.”

His mother flashed him awinning smile. “ Thank you, sweetheart. Oh, thisisn’t on
my list,” she leaned in and squeezed his hand, “but | must tell you | just met the most
strikingly beautiful young woman at alaw firm where | was doing some interpreting
work. It was for Kline and Sheuster. Do you remember years ago when | worked for them
almost nonstop for two years while one of their clients transacted a deal for a European
hotel chain? No, of course you don’t, you were too young to remember. Anyway...”

His mother went on, but Sirus sat up straight, his proverbial “Meddling Mother”
antennae twitching at full alert. Not on her list, my ass. She just so happened to meet a



beautiful young woman recently? Now, finally, Sirus understood the true reason for his
mother’ s little detour up to his cabin. A woman.

Goddamnit.

“...I'tell you,” his mother raved on, “this girl is as smart and kind as she is attractive,
but at the same time she works side-by-side with the big boys and is nobody’ s pushover.
We got to talking about our families, and when | mentioned | had a talented, handsome,
artist son—"

“Truck driver, Mom.” Sirus gritted his teeth. Double goddamnit. “I drive atruck.

Y ou have to stop telling people you have a son who is an artist. It gives the impression |
earn my living in that trade, when you know | don’t.”

“You probably could if you became aggressive with it. You just have to want it
badly enough to pursueit. Now, where was 1?7 Oh yes, this amazing woman. Her nameis
Marisa, and | would just love for you to meet her when you come home for Diana’s
concert.”

Sop. Sop. Sop. Sirus sammed the table with his open palm and shot to his feet,
kicking the chair out and careening it into the wall. “I cannot believe you, Mom.” He
planted both hands on the table and zeroed his focus right in on her face. “1f | met her ...
what? What do you think would happen? That | would fall madly in love with her and
your gay son would turn straight, and then all would be right in your world?’

Niadid not rear back in the face of Sirus's explosion of emotion, or even blink.
“First, don’t speak to mein that tone,” she said. “I am your mother, and you will show
me respect. Second, Marisais a beautiful, educated, sweet woman. Plus, she has an
interest in the arts. Y ou will be completely enchanted by her, | know it.”

Curling his hands into fists, Sirus looked away, unable to tolerate his mother’s
relentless barrage to alter his sexuality. His gaze alighted on his canisters of cereal, al of
them now lined up against the backsplash according to size, like little soldiers. They
hadn’t been that way yesterday. Grey. Suddenly, pictures of the man who had spent last
night in Sirus's bed flooded him, filling him up to the brim.

Sirus turned his attention back to his mother, but it was as if he could feel another
person in the kitchen, reinforcing his voice. “Enough,” he said, his voice firm. *Y ou need
to stop this. Right now.”

“Stop what?’

“Don’'t you dare—" Sirus bit hislip and held himself back from shouting. He
straightened his chair and sat back down, his heart heavier than he ever remembered it
feeling. It hurt. His mother’ s behavior hurt him. Physically.

He spread his hands on the table and looked up at her, trapping her gaze. “Y ou know
what I’'m talking about,” he said calmly. “Are you really going to keep doing this?
Forever?’

“Doing what?’ she asked. A newborn baby would have looked guiltier than his
mother did.

Breathe, just breathe. “ Okay, if thisis how you want to play it, we can.” Sirus
continued to look at her pointedly. “ Are you going to keep trying to fix me up with
women, hoping one day one of them will turn me straight? Are you going to continue to
refuse to respond to anything | say about a man, and in fact pretend like | never even told
you | was gay? | can only assume you'’ re hoping that if you don’t acknowledge what |
say, then you can aso tell yourself my homosexuality doesn’t really exist. I'm just your



late bloomer straight son who has never had a girlfriend. Right? Is that what you tell your
friends when they ask?’

“Watch your smart remarks, Sirus Allen Wilder.” Nia dlipped into the voice used on
Sirus and his brothers and sister when they used to misbehave out in public as children.
“No matter how old you get, | will always be your mother. Remember your tone.”

Kicking back in his chair, Sirus threw his hands into the air and rolled his eyes. “Oh,
that’ s just perfect, coming from you, after the performance you gave on the porch just a
bit ago.” White heat filled Sirus' s body, completely washing away the cold. “Do you
really expect to sit there with a straight face and lecture me about respect after the way
you treated Grey today? Let’ s just ignore for amoment that you were terribly rude to
him, not to mention incredibly disrespectful to mein the process. Let’s instead focus on
how you would have smacked me upside the head if I’ d behaved the way you did with
Grey. Only, because you refuse to acknowledge I’ m even gay, and hope one day Il
move past this ‘ phase’, you think it’s okay to say or behave however you want, and that it
doesn’'t matter.” Histhroat tightened on the consequences of the words he spoke, but
Sirus could not keep them contained a second longer. “ Guess what, Mom? It’s not okay.
Y ou cannot keep doing this.”

“Sweetheart,” reason filled his mother’ s voice, “you are my son, and | want you to
be happy.”

Agh! Sirus wanted to pull out his hair. “That is not an answer.”

“l just...” Hismother glanced at her watch and then to her sheet of notes. “I don’t
have alot of time before | have to leave, and | have a dozen more things | want to share
with you before | go. You're really going to want to hear about L orraine and Bobby.
They—"

Sirus snatched the list of gossip out from under his mother’ s hand and flipped it over.
“Understand me right now, Mom.” He looked his mother in the eyes, and his heart
cracked, but he blinked and managed to keep the catch out of hisvoice. “You can go on
talking about whatever you want, and | will listen because | love my family and want to
hear about the latest things in their lives. But one day, and it might come sooner than you
think,” God, please just open your armsto me right now, “I am going to meet someone
who is asimportant to me as Dad isto you, and | will create afamily with him. When
that day happens, you are either going to have to accept that I'm gay, or we will drift
apart and become estranged. | will not get family updates from you; | will get them from
Dad. | won’'t come to Thanksgiving, Christmas, or Easter, and when | gointo DC, I'll see
everyone individually and stay at ahotel, rather than with you and Dad.

“1 don’t want to cut you out of my life, and it’skilling me to just consider it, but you
have had better than ten yearsto get used to having a gay son. Either do it, or don’t.
That’s up to you. But we won'’t continue as we have been. Today really drove home for
me that things have to change. Soon.” Sirus looked at his mother, his heart racing a
million miles a second with the magnitude of what he’ d just done. No taking it back now.
Didn't matter. It was long past due. He tried to smile, but with the tension coursing
through him it didn’t quite form. “| just needed you to know that.”

Niadidn't say anything for the longest time. She blinked rapidly, and her hands
trembled against the table. “ Ahh, all right, where was 1?7’ She flipped over her list, and
punched aholeright in Sirus' s gut. “Oh, yes, Lorraine and Bobby...”

His hand on his stomach, trying to control the bleeding, Sirus reeled, but listened to



his mother share her news.

* k% % %

“You're fucking him, aren’t you,” John said. Grey could hear the smirk in his
partner’ s voice through the phone. “1 would bet our firm that you are.”

“You can't do anything with our business without my signature, so you know you
wouldn’t be able to make that bet.” Grey paced the length of his cabin, cell phone at his
ear, unable to sit still or concentrate on work. He kept seeing Sirus, and he couldn’t let go
of anagging feeling that he should be with the man right now. He glanced at his watch.
Five o' clock. Still two fucking hours until Sirus was supposed to come over. Damn it.
This day had gone on forever. “Anyway, | just called to say hi and seeif everythingis
going al right. Say hi to Kelsiefor me; I'll talk to you later.”

A bark of laughter echoed in Grey’s ear. “Oh, now you're being evasive,” John said,
still chuckling. “Y ou’ re more than fucking Sirus. Y ou like him. Y ou' re sleeping with a
guy you actually like, who isyour equal in just about every way, | might add. Will
wonders never cease?’

Grey bit down the denial that would have made him aliar. “How in the hell are you
figuring all that?’ he said instead. Jesus. Grey wiped his brow. When the hell did it get so
hot in here? “All | said was ‘ his plumbing is fixed, and Sirus moved back to his cabin.””

“1’ve known you forever, man,” John answered, his voice sobering. “Do you think |
can’'t read you, even over the phone? Let me answer by asking you this: how did you
know | wasin love with Kelsie?’

Rolling his eyes, Grey grinned at the memory of John’s attempts to hide his need to
see and spend time with his best friend’ s sister. “ Easy. Everything gave you away.”

“Right.” John’s voice gentled. “Asked and answered.”

Grey’s pacing ground to ahalt. Oh Christ. | don’t love Srus. | don’t. | can’t. | just ...
want himwith every fiber of my being. Care about him too. Right now, atwist in Grey’s
gut that he’ d been ignoring all day had him grabbing his jacket and heading out the door.

“Grey?’ John’ s voice startled him back to reality. He' d already forgotten about
everyone but Sirus. “Areyou still there?’

“Sorry.” Grey tore down the steps and tried to put his coat on at the same time.
“Listen, | haveto go. I'll talk to you later.”

“Drive safe,” John replied. “And tell Sirus | said hi. Seeyou later.”

Already in the car, Grey threw the phone on the passenger’ s seat and gunned the
engineto life.

* % *x %

Knowing where to go this time, Grey followed the silence to Sirus's workroom, his
heart already hurting over not hearing the loud blare of eighties rock music. In one of
their conversations since the afternoon Grey had found Sirus working to the sounds of
Guns-N-Roses, Sirus admitted that he listened to all kinds of eighties music while
creating his scul ptures and other artwork. The lack of a song playing rang volumes louder
than Welcome to the Jungle had done that first day.

The shed doors were thrown wide open, and, as expected, Grey found Sirus working
inside. Once again, he had his back turned, but this time he was still fully clothed. Sirus



had a huge chunk of stone on the table before him, and he held a stone carving chisel in
his hand, but he did not move. Instead, he stared to the side, clearly athousand miles
away.

Grey rapped his knuckles against the doorframe. “ Sirus?’

Sirus jumped and spun, his eyes focusing as he found Grey. “Oh, hi.” The chisel fell
out of his hand, clinking to the table. “What timeisit?’ Sirus pushed his deeve up, didn’t
have awatch on, and then glanced at the clock on thewall. “It' s early. Wasn't | supposed
to meet you at seven?’

His chest constricting at the disorder he saw before him, Grey slowly moved inside
the studio, toward Sirus. “1 thought you might need alittle company.” He made afew
more tentative steps closer to hisgoal. “| wasn't sure ... you know ... after your mother’s
visit.”

Sirusjerked, asif slapped, and Grey was on him in a shot.

He wrapped Sirus up tight in his arms, and planted his chin on the man’s shoulder. “I
am so sorry.” Grey didn’t need more than that one small reaction to know something
rough had gone down after he left. He hugged Sirus to him even tighter, and pressed his
lips high on Sirus's cheek. “I’m sorry it didn’t go well.”

Shaking, Sirus mumbled into Grey’s hair, “I don’t want to talk about it.” Hislips
brushed across Grey’s hair, over histemple and down his cheek, ending with a desperate
kissto Grey’s mouth. “I don’t want to think about it.” Hetilted Grey’s head back and
made love to hislips. “I don’t want to know about it; not right now.” He bit, and his voice
caught, tearing right through Grey. “1 can’t.”

“Okay. Shh, it'sokay.” Grey stroked the tense muscles bunching Sirus's back. “|
didn’t come here for that anyway.” He started dragging Sirus toward the door. “Not
unless you want to talk.”

“l don't.” Sirus eyes were dry, but he could not hide the hurt and vulnerability living
within. “ Anything but that.”

Grey had ached for something from this man, from practically the moment they set
eyes on each other. In his dreams and while awake; all the time. His body still hungered
for it today.

“Take meto bed, Sirus.” Grey’s voice scratched like hell, but he finally said it out
loud. “I want you to fuck me.”



Chapter Fifteen

Oh Christ, | did it. Grey buzzed inside and he felt alittle unsteady. | really asked
Srusto fuck me.

Sirus stumbled to a halt and grabbed Grey by the neck, forcing hisface up. The little-
boy-lost look disappeared from Sirus's eyes, and wide, clear shock took its place. “What
did you say?’

“You heard me.” Grey dlid hisfingers up Sirus' s forearm and covered the hand Sirus
had curled around his nape. He squeezed and moved closer until their bodies touched.
“You called meon it afew days ago, but | didn’t want to know it. Y ou were right,
though. | want to feel someone inside me again.” He trembled saying the words. “And |
want it to be you.”

“Ohhh, God...” Sirus blew out an unsteady breath and his fingers clenched
reflexively around Grey’s neck. “I didn’t think I’ d ever hear you say that to me.”

A frisson of panic raced through Grey, and words just started shooting out of his
mouth. “Let me suck you off first.” Reaching between them, Grey worked the button and
zipper on Sirus' s jeans, his nerves running the show. “Tasting you in my mouth makes
me fantasize about having you in my ass.” He rubbed his hand down Sirus's already
thickening cock, and his mouth watered for more.

Moaning, Sirus tore off his jacket and ripped open his shirt, revealing aline of dark,
hard flesh that stopped at the white band of his underwear. “We could... Ahh, yeah,
harder.” Sirus covered Grey’s hand and ground them both into his erection. “ Just like
that.” He let go of Grey’s neck and braced his hand on the doorframe. “Do you...” Sirus
paused, hissing as Grey pulled his length out of the top of his underwear and teased the
tip. Shaking his head, Sirus lifted his attention to Grey’ s face, and gritted his teeth. “Hold
on for aminute.” He stilled Grey’ s hand, his eyes softening. “Do you want to go to the
cabin first?’

“No way.” Grey couldn’t tolerate slowing down or stopping now. He vibrated with
need and couldn’t risk grinding his arousal to a halt. “| wanted to get your cock in my
mouth the very first time | saw you working here without your shirt.” Grey peeled Sirus's
coat and shirt off his shoulders, revealing more beautiful muscle than should be legal. * Of
course, that time,” he dipped down and tongued one of Sirus's nipples, flicking the tip,
“inmy mind, | started with licking your back and worked my way down to your ass.”
With that confession, Grey opened his mouth and bit into Sirus's pectoral muscle, sinking
his teeth in hard enough to sting.

“Oh, yeah...” Sirus hissed and stumbled back into the wall, dragging Grey with him.
He forced Grey’ s face harder into his chest. “Do that again.” He speared his fingersinto
Grey’s hair and dug into Grey’ s scalp as he bowed his back off the wall. “Leave your
mark on me.”

Emboldened, Grey’s cock raged in hisjeans. He bore down on Sirus's chest again,
the act of biting arousing the hell out of him. Grey had never cared for biting as foreplay
before, but with Sirus, he wanted to leave visible signs of aggression all over the man’s
amazing body.

Going for Sirus' s nipple, Grey latched on and sucked, pulling the slightly raised flesh



into his mouth and licking it all over. The sharp, salty taste of sweat covered his tongue,
spurring Grey to bigger sweeps over Sirus' s chest, across to his other nipple, where he
attacked with incredible suction. Sirus held Grey’ s head tightly and made throaty little
murmurs of encouragement, urging Grey to bite and suck and nuzzle, al while
rhythmically stabbing his erection into Grey’ s stomach and leaving smears of precum on
Grey’s shirt.

Grey looked up at Sirus through half-closed lids as he kissed his way down the
man’s flat, solid stomach. “Hold some of that excitement in till | get there.” He flicked
his tongue into Sirus's belly button, teasing the little indentation enough to make Sirus's
stomach quiver.

With eyes shot full of silver, Sirus breathed heavily and looked half-drunk. “ Take it
quick.” He grabbed hold of his cock and held the rearing length out in offering. “I don’t
know how much longer | can hold off coming.”

Lowering himself to his knees, Grey’ s entire mouth tingled at the huge, thickly
veined penis jutting toward his face. Thelong dit held a pearly bead of seed, and Grey
swore the entire beautiful length pulsed with avisible heartbeat. He swore it beat Grey-
son, Grey-son, Grey-son in time with Grey’ s pounding heart. As Grey stared, mesmerized
with wanting, the drop of precum grew and started to slide from the opening. Grey
dipped his tongue out and caught it, teasing the saltiness of man over his taste buds as the
tip of histongue grazed Sirus' s dit.

A tremor rocked through Sirus, and he pushed the head of his cock at the seam of
Grey’slips. “Please,” Sirusreleased hislock hold on Grey’s hair and folded his arms
over his head against the wall, looking almost erotically angelic, “make me comein your
mouth.”

Undeniable longing and fire combusted inside Grey, his need for thisman’s cock—
well beyond the need for just any man’s cock—engulfed him in the flames, consuming
him whole. He growled and opened up over Sirus's straining erection, stuffing amost the
entire length into his mouth in one wide push, histhroat already naturally relaxing to take
the extra size. Hot, throbbing cock took over every bit of space in Grey’s mouth; musky
male smellsinvaded his nostrils and slipped into his bloodstream, and rough, needful
noises from Sirus had Grey bobbing up and down the man’s burning thickness, voracious
for every taste he could get.

Grey shoved his hands between Sirus's thighs and massaged his weighty, cum-filled
balls, alternating between rolling and tugging on the lightly furred sac. Sirus groaned
from above, his eyelids diding closed as Grey tormented his sensitized member and
testicles. Sirus squirmed as Grey sucked him down deep; he moved his backside so
frantically he surely scraped his bare ass raw with every swipe of his buttocks against the
rough plaster of the wall.

Sirus'sinability to remain still or silent fed Grey’s desireto let everything loose with
this man and scream “Bring it on,” in the face of the disastrous emotional consequences.
Grey let go of Sirus's balls and grabbed hold of his hips with both hands, sinking his
fingersinto the steely flesh hard enough to create bruises. The thought of leaving even
more evidence of his presence on Sirus drew a growl of ownership up through Grey, and
the tangible, audible need vibrated over Sirus' s cock buried deep in Grey’ s mouth.

“Ohyeah ... yeah.” Sirus bucked his hips at Grey’s face, the power behind his
thrusts nearly strong enough to dislodge Grey’s hold. “So ... ahhhh,” he pounded hisfists



into the wall above his head, “fucking close.”

Grey grew harder and harder with every open, visible response out of Sirus. His cock
and ass pulsed with the need to come, but he ignored the desire to touch himself, caring
only about the man before him. He went down on Sirus's length again. As he did, he did
the flat of histongue along the underside of Sirus's cock and forced the top half against
the roof of his mouth. Precum leaked out of Sirus and dripped near Grey’s throat, giving
torturously wonderful hints of the flood trapped in Sirus' s balls. Grey got Sirusto the
back of his mouth and then went right on going, pushing the mushroom head down his
throat ... and then alittle bit more. When he could take no more, Grey swallowed. Once,
twice...

Sirus roared on the third swallow, his entire body locking straight. A split second
later, he pulled back and took hold of his cock, pumping his saliva-covered prick with his
fist as he spurted aload of seed all over Grey’stongue. Grey held onto Sirus's hips and
kept his mouth open to take this man’s spunk, eagerly accepting every thick lines of bitter
gjaculate Sirus gave to him and lapped it up like adog getting its first taste of water ina
week. Eventually, the last drop fell. After Grey swallowed it down, he wiggled the tip of
his tongue into Sirus's dit, making sure there was nothing left to drink. Sirus shivered,
but he was sucked dry and not another drizzle of semen leaked out of his dwindling
erection.

All right, Cole. Do it now, before you chicken out.

Grey looked at Sirus' s dick, still well above average, even without a raging hard-on.
Gulping silently, Grey shot to his feet and backed up as he looked at Sirus—so fucking
sexy—and then darted his focus away. “ So, where do you want me?’ Bumping into the
center worktable, Grey recovered by hoisting himself up onto it. “Right here?’ He pushed
across the surface to the center and reached for his belt.

Sirus stuffed himself back into his underwear and jeans, and moved across the room
in two fast strides. He wrapped his hand around Grey’ s ankle and dragged him back to
the edge of the table. “I’m not fucking you on my studio table, baby.” Sirus flashed one
of hisquick smiles, and Grey didn’t know if his heart sped up for that or the endearment.
Before Grey could decide, Siruslifted him right off the table, holding them face to face.
“At least, not the first time.” He pressed aridiculously sweet kissto Grey’ s forehead that
almost had him crying like an infant. “Now put your legs around me.” Sirus wrapped one
arm around Grey’ s back and slid the other down to hold his ass as he started to walk.
“Hold on tight. I’'m taking you to bed.”

* % *x %

His heart pumping fast enough to make his entire body quake, Grey stared down to
where Sirus kneeled at the foot of the bed. Already naked as the day God put him on this
earth, Sirus dlipped Grey’ s jeans and underwear off and let them fall to the floor, leaving
Grey completely nude. Sirus slid his gaze up Grey’ s body, his eyeswide asif he had
never seen Grey before; Grey shivered at the exposure, feeling amost asif thiswasthe
first time Sirus had looked upon his naked body.

Sirusraised abrow. “Cold?" Shifting, he crawled up Grey and settled right on top of
him, wiggling into the space between Grey’s spread legs. “Do you need ahot, live
blanket to keep you warm?”’

“Not anymore.” Grey pulled Sirus down, kissing him again and again, fast and hard



as he wrapped hislegs around Sirus swaist. He grabbed the lube Sirus had thrown on the
bed and tried to shoveit into hislover’s hand. “Now fuck me.” His voice sounded alittle
stripped and high to his own ears. “Please.”

Stilling Grey’ s hand, Sirus broke the kiss, pulled back, and looked into Grey’ s eyes.
“Darlin’,” intensity and softness somehow merged in the slate depths of Sirus's gaze and
wound itsway right into Grey’s soul, “if you think I’m going to start and end this by
shoving my cock into your ass, then you don’t know me very well yet.”

| want to work like hell to give you pleasure before | take you. Sirus's words from
the other morning flashed in Grey’s mind, and Grey felt like someone splashed icy water
over his burning hot body.

“It's okay. You can fuck me right now.” Grey rolled over under Sirus and thrust his
ass against the man’s cock. Sirus' s length stirred against Grey’s crease, and Grey’s
channel contracted tight enough to turn coal into diamonds. At the same time, a place
deep inside screamed for Sirusto force him open and fill him to the brim. “I promise|
want you inside me.”

“Yeah.” Sirus chuckled and nipped Grey’s earlobe. “You really feel likeyou're all
relaxed and ready for it.” He dipped histongue into Grey’s ear and fucked it, but
occasionally pulled back and swirled around the shell, stopping every so often to blow
the wet skin dry. Grey trembled with the cool torment, and Sirus whispered against his
ear, “You'll be shaking like that and begging for more by the time | fuck your ass. |
won't push my dick into your hole a second before | know you' re crying for it just as
much as| am.”

Grey sank alittle bit deeper into the mattress as the tightness knotting his core
loosened some. “I think you just got me alittle closer.”

“Good.” Sirus eased down and nibbled on Grey’ s shoulder. “Let’ s see how much fun
| can have with you before | get you all the way there.”

Grey felt Sirus'slips turn up into a smile against his nape, and Grey had to bite his
cheek to keep from grinning as well. Grey’ s rectum still clenched involuntarily with
every brush of Sirus'sdick against his buttocks, but his cock responded to every brush of
Sirus' s mouth or fingers over his back too, asif fighting to prove his body wanted this as
much asit feared it. It was up to Grey’s mind to override the fear and let his desire for
Sirus win the battle.

Sirus stopped planting kisses about athird of the way down Grey’s spine. “You're
tightening up on me again, baby.” He pressed the flat of his palms down Grey’s sides and
poked at hiswaist and hips, making Grey laugh and squirm against the tickly sensation.
“There you go.” Sirus pushed a hand under Grey’ s body and stroked his rapidly growing
cock. “Stop thinking so much and just let me help you enjoy yourself.” He trapped the
head of Grey’s prick against the mattress and created a snug cocoon between the bed and
his hand.

“Not an easy request of a man like me. Ohhh, fuck, fuck...” Sirus teased the tip of
Grey’s cock, and atrilling little noise escaped Grey as a shiver of delight ran down his
spine. Out of his control, Grey circled his hips and started humping the little cavern of
Sirus's cupped hand, half slipping back into adolescence when he first became curious
about the many things he could do with his cock to make himself come.

“Yeah, that'sit. Don't stop.” Sirus picked right back up dipping his tongue down
Grey’s spine, leaving awet trail of shivery flesh in hiswake. He kneaded Grey’s hip with



one hand, and the other remained trapped beneath Grey’ s body, atemporary place for
Grey to pump his cock.

Perspiration began to break out in athin film over Grey’sflesh, but even the heat
pouring off hisbody as it mixed with the chill in the air had no power to put a damper on
his quickly growing arousal. Sirus murmured incoherent words of appreciation into
Grey’s skin. With every noise Sirus made he took bigger sweeps with his tongue across
some point of Grey’s back, licking up every salty droplet of sweat asit formed on Grey’s
skin. Grey loved that Sirus seemed to want every bit of offering his body had to give, no
matter how insignificant. The unabashed enthusiasm pushed Grey’ s excitement to higher
and higher levels, and soon he shoved up to his knees and thrust hisass high in the air,
dislodging Sirus from his back and his hand from Grey’ s cock.

Suddenly, big strong hands smacked Grey’ s buttocks and then gripped his ass
cheeks, splitting his crack open.

“Oh God.” Reverencefilled Sirus svoice. A spitting sound reached Grey’s ears just
asadousing of liquid coated his asshole. “ That isathing of pure beauty.”

Siruswhistled, Grey squeezed his eyes shut, preparing himself for the pain. Instead,
the softest whisper of nubby wetness flicked over hisring, jolting right through Grey in a
rolling wave of pleasure.

Oh Christ. It was Sirus stongue rimming his ass.

Grey whimpered, and his cock somehow throbbed more and got even harder.
Painfully so.

“Mmm...” Sirus's moan vibrated against Grey’s asshole, and the sensation rippled
up Grey’s passage, making his channel flutter rather than squeeze in abject terror. Sirus
quickly laved the flat of histongue from Grey’s perineum all the way up to his cleft and
back, tasting Grey everywhere.

The mental image, along with the beautiful torment of Sirus's mouth and tongue all
over and around and almost in his ass, sent Grey into atailspin and had him grabbing for
his cock. Grey jerked himself off, feeling wildly out of control but powerlessto rip his
hand away from his dick or crawl away from this man back to a place of safety. His penis
burned from the rough handling he delivered toit, but Grey felt almost like a puppet
whose strings were at the mercy of someone other than himself.

At Sirus's mercy.

At the command of Sirus'stongue.

At the will of Sirus's bruising fingers that held Grey wide open so his talented lips
and tongue could suck and eat deliciously at Grey’s pucker, relaxing his entrance so
goddamned much Grey swore Sirus could get afist inside him without Grey so much as
flinching.

Grey beat at his cock relentlessly, the hardness within screaming for release. “Now,”
Grey said. His mouth hung open against the pillow as he struggled to breathe through too
many exquisite pleasures attacking his strung-tight body at once. “ Oh fuck, Sirus,” Grey
pushed his ass into the man’s face, “give it to me now.”

Sirus surged over Grey in aflash and dug his hand into Grey’s hair, yanking his head
back until their gazes clashed. Sirus pulled them both up to their knees, stinging the hell
out of Grey’s scalp. Sirus tucked his knees in between Grey’s spread thighs. Then, he
smashed his mouth against Grey’ s and forced hisway inside. As he kissed the breath out
of Grey, he uttered into Grey’s mouth, “Now.”



A sizzle of pressuretickled over Grey’s hole, and then, a flash of hot burning. With
one stabbing pierce of Grey’steased ring, Sirus' s finger dipped inside his ass. Grey bit
Sirus'slip as his entrance and channel closed in around Sirus's finger, flashing panic and
discomfort in his rectum.

Sirus finished pushing hisfinger al the way inside, but didn’t move. “Kiss me,
Greyson.” He brushed his mouth over Grey’s, and the coppery tinge of blood reached
Grey’stongue. “Kiss me like you don’'t care about anything else but getting me to kiss
you back.”

With historso half turned, Grey hooked his arm around Sirus's neck and held their
faces blurrily close. “I always want more from you,” he confessed. He then closed his
eyes and crushed his mouth to Sirus's, afraid to know anything more than what was
happening in exactly this moment.

Sirus met the force of Grey’ skiss and gave him equal rawness, the battle of taking
and giving coursing tangibly through both men.

“God,” Sirus murmured, making Grey feel it, “how you get to me.” He opened his
mouth wide and became almost violent, and at the same time eased his finger out of
Grey’s ass, holding at the ring, and then pushed it all the way back inside.

A shock of deep-seated physical joy spiked up and down Grey’ s spine and raced to
histoes, forcing his eyes open and his hand back down to his cock. Through the haze of
their proximity, Grey watched Sirus's eyes deepen to charcoal as he pulled out and
penetrated Grey’s ass again, to a burgeoning quiver of delight in Grey’s passage. Grey’s
prick had remained hard through every second on this bed with Sirus. With the third slide
of Sirus'sfinger into his ass, Grey dragged his hand up and down his length in time with
the other man’s pushing in and out of his channel, the small pain now mingling and
becoming part of Grey’s pleasure.

Just when a hint of arrogance hit Grey, made him think he could do this forever, a
flash of confidence cleared the haze in Sirus's eyes, and he whispered seductively, “Now
I’m gonna make you come.” He forced another finger into Grey’s ass. Grey gasped, but
before he could fully process the added thickness, Sirus crooked his fingers, rubbed right
over Grey’s sweet spot ... and like a switch sent Grey straight into the heavens.

“Ahh ... ahh...” Grey jerked at the fierce concentration of pleasure. The cail in his
belly compressed tightly and then released, shooting orgasm throughout every inch of his
body. Sirus' s two fingers seemed to hold down a button inside Grey that demanded total
submission of hisvery being, and Grey had no ability or desire to fight it. He whipped his
hand over his cock, shouting hoarsely as he spewed cum all over Sirus's bed, giving Sirus
the physical proof of hisrelease. At the same time, a pinball-like sensation zinged back
and forth and up and down over every inch of Grey’sinsides, leaving tag after tag of
physical pleasurein itswake. A convulsion ripped through his body every time, leaving
him awestruck, sated, then exhausted, one right after the other.

Eventually, Sirus eased his torment of Grey’s ass and gently withdrew his fingers,
leaving one more shiver at the empty sensation in Grey’s anus. Grey’ s legs trembled and
he let himself fall face first to the bed. His breathing was still erratic, but he forced
himself to roll over and find Sirusin the first shadows of early evening.

A half smile quirked Sirus's kiss-swollen mouth. “Haven't touched your prostate in
so long you' d forgotten how insane it feels, hadn’t you?’ He crawled over Grey and
straddled his stomach, his erection looming and unmistakable, big with wanting. “I’'m



guessing by what just happened,” hisfocus did briefly to the semen dampening the
bedding, “you won't forget again for avery long time.”

His attention dropping to Sirus' s rearing dick, Grey swallowed. Then, his ass pul sed
with eagerness for more, and Grey breathed a silent sigh of relief. “ Give me aminute to
recover, and you can show me again right away.” Reaching out, Grey started at the root
and dlid hisfinger up the length of Sirus' s long cock.

Sirus covered Grey’ s finger, stopping him mid-stroke. Grey looked up, and asif
Sirus had been waiting for him, he said, “Y ou took one finger wonderfully, briefly dealt
with two, and God,” his eyes darkened and his voice thickened, “1 loved seeing it and
feeling you squeezing me inside. But you' re not quite ready for my cock.”

For afew seconds, Grey’s heart stopped beating. “What?’

“First,” Sirus braced one hand on Grey’ s chest and leaned over him, reaching for his
nightstand, “we' re going to play alittle bit more. With this.” His hand came out of his
nightstand drawer with ablack butt plug.

A big one.



Chapter Sixteen

A butt plug?

Grey quaked inside as he stared at the thing Sirus held in his hand. It wasn’'t so much
the size, although Christ, the width of the lower half was enough to break his upper lip
out into a sweat. It was the very object itself. Playing with sex toys struck Grey as so
extremely personal, and as something a person should do alone. The way a piece of
plastic, silicone, metal ... whatever, looked stuffed inside a body, and the way a person
moved and reacted to the sensations a toy created—because they were used to being by
themsel ves while they used them—sent Grey’ s heart into racing at triple speed and turned
his mouth dry.

Sirus crawled off Grey and reached into the drawer again. In the split second Grey’s
mind raced with his panicked thought, Sirus pulled out a bullet and slipped it into the
base of the butt plug.

The addition of vibration. In his ass. With Sirus watching him take it.

Oh, Christ.

Grey blew out along, slow breath, silently counted to ten in English, Spanish, and
Japanese, and reminded himself he could get through this—for Sirus. “ Okay.” He hooked
his arms under his knees and spread himself open, offering Sirus his reddened asshole.
“Giveitto me”

Sirus's eyes twinkled with the various shades of the moon. Then he looked over the
position of Grey’slegs and they flashed with the start of astorm. “I will giveit to you.”
Sirus pried Grey’s arms out from under his knees and lowered his legs back to the bed.
Climbing on top of Grey, plug ill in hand, Sirus forced Grey’s legs straight down,
trapped them within his, and squeezed. “Y ou’ll get it when you’re ready and not a second
before. Same with my cock.” Sirus rubbed his length against the tightly closed V of
Grey’sthighs, leaving streaks of early gjaculate on Grey’ s skin. “Remember, not until
you're screaming for it, baby.” Dipping down, Sirus brushed akiss over Grey’slips,
teasing them with his tongue as he glanced up and found Grey’ s gaze again. “And you
will.” He winked. “ Scream for it, | mean.”

Lifting himself up into a one-armed push-up stance, Sirus drew aline with the tip of
the butt plug over Grey’ s forehead, cheeks, and nose, stopping it against his mouth. “I’ve
never used this on or with another person before; only by myself.” The rounded tip
danced slowly back and forth over the seam of Grey’slips. “Suck it.” Sirus's focus
dropped to Grey’ s mouth. Asit did, his pupils flared, and his erection swelled with
burning heat against Grey’sthigh. “Take it and get it all nice and wet for me.”

Sirus's obvious excitement stoked the cooling embersinside Grey, sparking the
hidden fire still alive under his skin. He opened his mouth and accepted the first inch of
the plug, wanting for himself whatever would arouse Sirus the most. The unnatural, but
not unpleasant taste of silicone covered Grey’s tongue as Sirus pushed more of the toy
past hislips, and afaint hint of the artificial material filled his nose too. Sirus kept
feeding the toy to him, and Grey struggled only alittle bit to fit the widest part into his
mouth, realizing the plug wasn't quite as big as he' d thought when it was first pulled out
of the drawer. Grey’slips eventually closed in around the smallest part near the base; the



entire plug filled his mouth, making his jaw stretch alittle, but not hurt.

“Holy shit.” Sirus dropped to his elbows and ground himself against Grey’s leg,
digging hisrigid length between Grey’s closed thighs. Grunting, Sirus pulled the toy out
of Grey’s mouth about halfway and licked in a circle around where the toy emerged from
Grey’slips, joining in the base, raw act. He shoved the toy back in and whispered, “Y ou
look so fucking hot.” The mercury in Sirus's eyes scorched like the hottest flames of a
fire as he played with the plug, pushing it in and out of Grey’s mouth. “Y ou might make
me come when | see thisthing in your ass.”

Jesus, Grey wanted nothing more than to make Sirus come. He accepted the toy
fucking his mouth with greater enthusiasm, licking all over it and tangling with Sirus's
tongue when the man dipped down and joined in the anointing of the butt plug. Grey
wanted Sirus to lose his shit all over the place; he wanted the man to spew with orgasm
repeatedly, covering Grey semen until no part of his skin was untouched. Grey squirmed
under Sirus and scratched his blunt fingers down his lover’ s back, grabbing Sirus's ass
and squishing thelir dicks together, begging without words that their bodies become one.

Abruptly, Sirus tore the plug from Grey’ s aching mouth and swollen lips, biting Grey
astheir eyes found one another. Sirus didn’t say aword, but his wide pupils and erratic
breathing did all the explaining Grey needed.

Oh, yes. Grey had this man as close to the edge as he was.

Sirus buried hisfacein Grey’s neck and nuzzled hisway down Grey’s chest. His
cheeks, forehead, lips, nose, and even the top of his head touched all over Grey’ s heated
flesh as he worked hisway down to Grey’s cock, the butt plug still in his hand.

Reaching his goal, Sirusfinally pushed Grey’s legs apart and stuck his face into
Grey’ssac. A wonderful noise rumbled through him as he inhaled. “ God, you smell like
great sex on awarm spring day. | want you outside one day.” Sirus glanced up as he
dropped the plug and picked up the lube, clicking open the cap. “Hard and deep. Right up
against atree.”

Grey wanted to promise that Sirus could have him whenever and wherever he
wanted, but right then Sirus rubbed cool lubricant over his sensitized hole, stealing any
thought that didn’t center on his ass. With his entire body tingling, Grey stared,
fascinated, through half-closed eyes as Sirus fingered his rim, miraculoudly relaxing the
small muscle, then pushed his finger inside.

Shit. Grey burned with wanting all over, and his entrance blossomed like a goddamn
flower, allowing Sirus' s entire finger to dip deep, past the second knuckle. Whimpering,
Grey spread hislegs more and lifted his hips, forcing friction over his anal walls,
although Christ, the gentle sensation wasn’t nearly enough to suit the clutching need for
more taking placein his ass.

He could not believe how much he wanted—ached—for Sirus's cock.

“Look how fucking hard you are,” Sirus said, his gaze fully on Grey’ s straining cock.
He kept up the small pumping of hisfinger in Grey’s passage, but leaned over Grey’s
dick and licked the leaking tip, teasing Grey even more. “1 knew you would be.” He
suckled the head of Grey’s penis, swirling histongue around it like it was a Tootsie Pop.
At the same time, he finger-fucked Grey’s ass with ever increasing speed, something that
sent Grey’ s channel into aflurry of shivery responses, each tremble reaching farther and
farther into the extremities of his body.

“More.” Grey moaned and lifted one leg high and wide, panting heavily as he



searched for as much visual and tactile access as he could get. He shoved his other hand
between his legs and grabbed for his balls, tugging on himself to add to the pain and
pleasure. He looked to Sirus, knowing full well that every open, raw desire shone bright
in his eyes. “Give me more.”

In aflash, Sirus withdrew his finger and replaced it with the tip of the butt plug,
easily diding the tip into Grey’ s opening. Grey watched Sirus push the top part of the
black object into his ass, each increment widening his hole with toe curling, incredible
torment and filling his anus on the other side. With more than half of the plug buried in
his rectum, stuffing him so fucking good, Sirus's attempt to push the rest of the toy into
Grey’ s squeezing tunnel had Grey gasping and clutching the bedclothes in his hand, pain
suddenly locking his musclestight.

Sirus looked up, his sooty eyeslocking on Grey’s. “God, you' re taking it so damn
beautifully.” He parted two fingers and rubbed them over Grey’ s stretched ring, somehow
easing the tension and flash of fear that temporarily assaulted Grey. “Keep bearing down,
baby.” Sirus dipped down and licked aline up the length of Grey’s still hard cock,
making it jump and drip precum onto hisbelly. “Let me get it all in.” Sirus opened up
over Grey’sdick and took more than half in his mouth, sucking him so damn hard Grey
bucked and cried out. Right then, Sirus shoved the rest of the butt plug into his ass.

“Ahhh!” Grey’s entire being went up in flames. “Good ... oh fuck,” Grey somehow
pulled hisleg up even higher and wider, “so good.” Sirus stayed right with every twist of
Grey’s body, and Grey simultaneously fought and reached for the mind-blowing pleasure
Sirus offered him with thisintimate act.

Grey groaned long and low as Sirus dragged his mouth up and down Grey’s cock
and pulled the toy out of Grey’s ass, only to force it back inside in one fast thrust,
spinning Grey’ s confused nerve-endings into afrenzy. Sirus withdrew the toy again,
leaving Grey’ s ass open and greedy for something to fill it. The toy didn’t take him again,
so Grey looked at Sirus through lust-blurred eyes and found the man staring up at him,
silver piercing the blur clear as day.

Sirus swirled his tongue around Grey’ s raging erection, made him sweat, but then let
the length slip from his mouth. “Ask me.” He nibbled on the head of Grey’s sensitized
cock. “Tell meyou want it inside you again.”

Grey didn’t know how much more pleasure his body could withstand. “Please.” His
body hummed asif his nerves were a series of exposed live wires. “Please. Giveit to
me.”

Sirus smiled against Grey’ s penis, and eased the plug back into Grey’s hole with
excruciating slowness, turning it so that it caressed hiswalls asit filled his ass again.
Then Sirus pushed the base, the bullet started, and vibrations consumed Grey’s passage in
crushing waves.

“Mnn ... ohh ... ohh, God.” Grey jerked, his upper body shifting to the side as he
battled the extreme delight the plug claimed in his ass, strong vibrations coursing through
his channel and into his body. Sirus was relentless, though, and continued to plow Grey
with the butt plug, dliding the vibrating toy in and out of his quivering assholeto Grey’s
moans and writhing for more. Asif Grey weren't already near enough to screaming and
wanting to scratch his fingers down awall and tear it up, Sirus went back down on Grey’s
cock and sucked him off like he' d never have the chanceto do it again.

Half on his side with his elbow hooked under hisleg and pulled to his chest, Grey



arched his back and tried to jam his ass down on the plug with every deep thrust in from
Sirus's capable hand. “Don’t stop,” Grey ordered recklessly, “please don't stop.” Barely
ableto hold his head up so he could see, Grey somehow managed to grab Sirus' s hair and
hold the man’ s face to his crotch, frantic not to lose the most enthusiastic blowjob he' d
ever been givenin hislife.

Pure pleasure surrounded Grey in afurnace of sweltering proportions, one from
which he could not escape. Every twitch of muscle and every small pant of breath he took
brought Grey into deeper contact with either the toy in his rectum or the mouth wrapped
fully around his straining cock. Sweat poured off his body, dropping down from his
hairline and stinging his eyes, but he just blinked it away, never taking his attention from
the vision of raw sexuality Sirus delivered to his body.

Sirus reached up, dislodged Grey’ s fingers from his scalp, and trapped his palm
firmly on the bed. Grey curled his hand into afist and grabbed hold of the blanket just as
Sirus moved from Grey’ s cock to his balls and stuffed the weighty sac into his mouth,
pulling it hard against his throat. Grey’ s mouth dropped open at the incredible suction,
and he snapped his eyes closed, fighting the shooting lines of joy zinging from his cock,
balls, and ass, into his belly and up his spine.

“Too much...” Grey gasped, struggling for his very breath. “Ohh, fuck, it’stoo
much.”

Srusignored him and wrapped his hand around Grey’ s dick, giving him one hard
pull while he sucked Grey’s nuts and twisted the plug in his ass, and Grey could not hold
off the inevitable anymore.

“Ahhhh ... ahhh!” Grey convulsed in sharp, jerking waves, shouting Sirus's name
loud enough to damage his vocal cords, not to mention for every neighbor around the
lake to hear him. Orgasm tore through Grey and shot up his cock as he came. Sirus ripped
the butt plug out of Grey’s ass only seconds after Grey spewed, leaving Grey’s channel
and hole clutching for something to hold. Sirus released Grey’ s sac from the prison of his
mouth and reared up to Grey’ s stomach, lapping up Grey’s cum with big sweeps, licking
up every little bit of seed. While eating Grey’ s gjaculate, Sirus reached between Grey’s
cheeks and rubbed his fingers over Grey’s pulsing entrance, settling the confused muscle
back into place.

Closing him up.

Without fucking him.

Grey blinked, plummeting at the emptinessin hisass ... and heart. “What?’ Hisleg
fell to the bed with athud, but he hardly felt the sting of returning circulation. Grey found
Sirus' s gaze, and his head reared back as Sirus sleekly crawled up his chest. “Why—"

Sirus covered Grey’s mouth, keeping him quiet until he lay between Grey’s legs.

“Y ou needed to know you could loveit.” He took his hand away and brushed alight kiss
over Grey’'slips. “For this.” Holding Grey’s gaze, Sirustook a second to reach between
them. He fitted the head of his cock to Grey’s asshole, pushing just thetip inside. Grey
gasped, and Sirus gritted his teeth. Sirus shook his head, let go of his cock, and linked his
hand to Grey’s on the bed. “Hold on.” He twined their fingers together on either side of
Grey’s head, looked right into Grey’ s eyes, and sank his penis deep into Grey’s ass.

“Ohhh.” Grey bucked, and arough, moaning emerged through the tightnessin his
throat, making him sound like an injured animal. “Jesus ... Jesus.” He had never felt
more full or taken by another person’s body, or more connected to one either. Grey’s jaw



dropped open, emotions choking him into speechlessness right where he lay, trapped by
another man on him, inside him, reaching into what felt like Grey’s most secret soul.
Sirus's cock sat al the way inside Grey’ s body, not moving, but Grey swore he could feel
the steady beat of Sirus's heart pulsing through the man’s dick; Sirus'slife force pinned
Grey prisoner right to the bed.

Most terrifying of all, Grey didn’t want to escape the hold. He grabbed Sirus's hands
and held on, knowing that no fingers or butt plug could have prepared him for intimacy
likethis.

Sirus shifted on top of Grey, and somehow lodged his cock alittle bit deeper inside
Grey’s ass. Grey jolted, and Sirus did too. Desire clouded Sirus's eyes as his forehead
dropped to Grey’s. “Tell me you're okay,” he whispered roughly.

Grey’s channel clutched Sirus's shaft in a quick series of spasms, and Sirus hissed
through clenched teeth.

“Fuck, I'm sorry.” Sirus withdrew and penetrated Grey again, pushing all the way
into hisrippling passage. “Y ou’ re so goddamned hot and tight, | have to move.” Sirus
seared hislipsto Grey’s, locking on in aclinging kiss, and started to move his hips,
fucking Grey ... in exactly the way Grey fantasized in his most fevered dreams.

L etting go of every screaming voice in his head, Grey slashed his mouth over Sirus's
and kissed him back with everything in him, moaning as their tongues tangled in afast
dance. He' d never experienced a more pure, real moment in his life than this one right
here, where adrenaline flooded him so completely that all barriers inside him washed
away, leaving him open and raw.

“It' sokay.” Grey tore his hands out from under Sirus's and tunneled them through
the man’s hair, holding his face so close their foreheads, noses and lips al touched. “ Fuck
me, Sirus.” Grey pumped his hips up to meet the dide of Sirus'sthick, long cock,
moaning with every claiming of hisass. “Don’'t let me look away.”

Sirus clutched Grey’ s face in a bruising hold, his fingers digging into Grey’s
cheekbones and jaw. “Won’'t.” He looked over Grey’s face, and uttered gutturally,
“You're so beautiful.” His eyes turned pale, and he focused with such intensity Grey
shuddered.

“You...” A suffocating band squeezed Grey’ s chest, overwhelming him with
untapped emotion. Unsure what to do, he darted his tongue against the tip of Sirus's
again and again, their mouths open against one another as they struggled to breathe.

Grey held on tight, his thighs squeezing Sirus's hips as his lower body strained and
twisted frantically in afevered fucking. Sirus picked up the pace, spearing his prick in
lightning-fast strokesin and out of Grey’s abused, tender channel. Thistime Grey
welcomed the sweet pain of another man taking him, and even shifted hislegs and locked
them around Sirus's hard waist, caring only about clinging to Sirus and thrusting his hips
up for more of hisincredible cock.

Sirus altered his angle and sawed right over Grey’s prostate, drawing a sharp cry
from Grey and sending his rectum into a screeching series of contractions. For a split
second, Sirus clenched his teeth and went stiff as a board. “Oh shit.” Grunting, he jerked
and shoved his cock even deeper inside, nailing Grey’ s core right to the bed. “Y ou have
an incredible ass.” He stole a series of hard, aggressive kisses and took over Grey’s
swollen, sensitive mouth. Speaking into him, Sirus voice was muffled and breathy. “ Tell
me | can have you again.” He thrust histongue into Grey’s mouth and licked. “1 want you



again.”

Grey held Sirus' s face in the gentlest of holds, his heart exploding on the desperation
in Sirus'skiss. “Yes.” He kissed Sirus back, sharing one breath. “Yes.” He didn't know
how it happened, but his dick filled with blood and raged a hard-on between their
stomachs, aching once again. Breaking the kiss, their gazes found one ancther in the blur
of closeness, locking in place. “Whenever you want.” Grey brushed his fingers over the
hard lines of Sirus'sface. “Yes.”

Sirus's entire face changed; his eyes darkened, his skin pulled taut, stripping
everything away to a place of open need. “Grey.” Sirus bit his lip and pumped his hips,
creating dark, wonderful friction again. “Grey,” he repeated, and lifted to his hands,
separating their torsos. Sirus briefly looked down to the merging of their bodies. Grey did
too, and they both trembled.

Asif he couldn’t break an invisible line between them, Sirus brought his focus right
back to Grey’s eyes and said his name again. The chant almost became a whimper,

Sirus' sface atwist of longing. “Grey.” He penetrated Grey’s ass one more time and
froze, sweating, his mouth open.

Each invoking of his name tightened the coil inside Grey, stretching his nerves to the
edge. He rubbed his thumb over the man’s half-open mouth. “ Sirus.”

Sirus needed nothing more than that. One whisper of his name and he drove his cock
balls-deep into Grey’ s flaming ass, shouting Grey’ s name once more, his voice stripped
bare. His entire body jerked, and his muscles popped in stark beauty. His shaft swelled
inside Grey, pushing with unbearable pleasure against Grey’s anal walls, making Grey
cry out as Sirus came, unloading burning hot cum into the farthest reaches of Grey’s ass.

Scorching liquid branded Grey inside. Jet after jet of seed coated him with every
burst of Sirus's hips, painting amental picture of being marked in away Grey could
never wash away or remove.

Inaway | don’t ever want to remove.

The truth punched Grey in the gut, and then reached in and ripped right through his
balls, cock ... and heart. He choked on words he didn’t know how to say, and surged up
to Sirusinstead, capturing his mouth in aviolent, taking kiss, right as his body overtook
hiswill and he came. Grey plastered his mouth to Sirus' s with an unforgiving roughness
and dug his fingers deep into the hard muscles covering the man’ s shoulders, holding on
with everything in him as his cock pulsed and pumped seed between them, shooting a
stream of gjaculate on his and Sirus's stomachs that felt like nothing he'd ever spilled
before.

It felt like love.

No. No. No.



Chapter Seventeen

Oh, Christ. Jesus Christ. Fucking Jesus Christ. I'min love with Srus. Grey blinked,
fighting rising panic as Sirus fell on top of him in the aftermath of sex, his body going
completely lax. How did | let this happen? Squeezing his eyes shut, Grey took a breath
and talked himself down, convincing himself he was mixing up passion, respect and
liking with the vulnerability of allowing Sirus to fuck him. His head was confusing his
feelings, naming it love, when in truth Grey didn’t even know what in the hell this kind
of lovefelt like. Absolutely no idea. He opened his eyes and stared up at the ceiling,
breathing easier now. There was no way he could be so certain he wasin love with Sirus.
He wasn’t sure he was even capable of the emotion; he'd always known that.

Except you want to hold Srus forever, and never leave his bed. The damning voice
inside reared its judgmental tone again, mocking Grey for the liar he had become.

Sirus scraped his palms down the sides of Grey’ s body and buried his face in the
crook of Grey’s neck. “Y our heart isracing so fast,” he said, his voice muffled. Abruptly,
Sirus pulled up and looked at Grey, awrinkle marring his brow. “Areyou al right?’

“Yes... Sorry...” Grey put his hands on Sirus's chest, covering half of the rearing
mustang tattoo. His fingers itched to move all over and touch more. Already. So quickly.
Again. Grey wanted to create another memory with Sirus, and then another, piling one on
top of the next. He wanted to have so damn many moments together that Sirus would
only think about Grey when they were apart, even when he looked in amirror and saw
the permanent mark of another man inking his chest.

Go ahead, Greyson, the cynical voice mocked again, making Grey gnash his teeth,
try and tell yourself that’s not love.

“Grey?’ Sirus gave Grey afirm shake, jerking him away from his nemesis voice.
“You sureyou'real right?’

“I'mokay. It'sjust...” Grey opened his mouth to shade the exact color of his crazy
thoughts, but that damned truth thing they shared washed out the lie he wanted to spill. “|
was thinking about everything that happened just now.” Technically, that was true. He
lifted his head and brushed a soft, lingering kiss on Sirus's hard lips, coaxing them to
open for adlide of their tongues. Lowering back to the pillow, Grey curled his hand
around Sirus's nape, rubbing as he added, “Y ou were amazing.”

Sirus nuzzled into the touch, but he also studied Grey with a piercing scrutiny for an
uncomfortably long moment. Just when Grey didn’t think he could tolerate it anymore,
terrified he was revealing something unspoken, Sirus said, “Come take a shower with
me.” He reached down and gently pulled his cock from Grey’s ass, dicing a shiver
through them both as he severed the connection. Sirus rubbed Grey’s entrance until it
closed, and then jumped to his knees. “Come on.” He tugged Grey’ s hand and pulled him
out of bed. “I'll wash you down, then I’ [l tuck you under the coversto get somerest.”

Grey balked, holding back as his attention drifted to the window, and then the alarm
clock on the nightstand. “But it’s barely dark outside. It’s not even seven o’ clock.”

Chuckling, Sirusleaned in and pressed afast kissto Grey’s cheek. “Y ou are too
damned cute for words.” He took both of Grey’s hands and, with one tug, got him
moving. “Don’t worry, I’ll keep your secret. No one will ever know you closed your eyes



and took a nap before it was actually bedtime.”

“But...”

Sirus stopped at the bathroom door. The mirth in his eyes muted, and the quick
change in his demeanor brought Grey to a standstill. Grey moved in and cupped Sirus's
cheek, his chest squeezing with the need to comfort, even though he didn’t know what
was wrong.

His breath hitching audibly, Sirus turned his head and kissed Grey’ swrist. “Let’ s just
stop and enjoy this moment, right now.” His eyes were lakes of liquid silver, and Grey
wanted to fall right in. “Let’ s not worry about anything else beyond tonight.” Rawness,
the need for ayes, scratched at Sirus' s voice. “Okay?’

Just for tonight, Greyson. Let go; don’t worry or overthink the moment, just let this
be about spending time with Srus.

Grey’s heart pounded like a son of a bitch, the potential risk of permanent injury
shaking hisinsides. He nodded anyway, unable to turn this man away. “Okay.” Grey took
Sirus's hand and led him into the bathroom.

* % * %

Sirus removed his boots and the last of his clothes and then slipped back into the
warmth of bed, snuggling in behind a dozing Grey.

“Holy shit!” Grey yelped and bounced about afoot off the mattress, spinning to face
Sirusashedid. “Your skinisfreezing.”

“Damn it.” Sirus reached out to touch Grey, but quickly pulled back his hand before
he made contact again. “ Sorry about that. | didn’t even think that | would still be cold
when | crawled in behind you.”

Grey dapped his cheeksin that cute way of his, studying Sirus as he blinked himself
fully awake. “Yeah, well, I’'m not going to make it afederal case or anything.” Pushing
himself up against the headboard, Grey grabbed Sirus's hands between his and put his
mouth to them, blowing wonderful warm breath over Sirus' stingling fingers. “Where did
you go? | didn’t even feel you get up.”

Sirus shivered as his extremities slowly heated under Grey’s care. Rolling his
shoulder and head, he found Grey’ s gaze. “| woke up around nine thirty and remembered
| hadn’t shut or locked the door to the shed when we came inside. I’m not so much
worried about people, but | didn’t want an animal to get in there and tear up the place.”

Grey winced, looking truly pained. “Is everything okay? | shouldn’t have attacked
you like | did in there.” Helet go of Sirus's hands and dug his fingersinto his hair,

making an even bigger, sexier mess of the brown stuff. “I’ [l replace anything that was
damaged, by animal or weather. At least the stuff that | can. Obvioudly, your work is
irreplaceable. Shit.”

“Hey.” Sirus crawled over Grey, straddled his lap, and pulled the man’ s hands down
to his sides before he could give himself abald spot. “I like that you attacked me in
there.” He rubbed the backs of Grey’ s hands with the pads of his thumbs, creating little
swirling designs over hiswarm skin. “It was a damn good frontal attack.” He quirked a
brow. “I'll take one of those kinds of interruptions any day of the week.”

A trace of asmile curled the edges of Grey’slips, and twin lines of pink stole over
the slash of his cheeks. “What came after wasn't bad either.”

“It wasn't, huh?’ Sirus sat on Grey’ s thighs and just savored being with him. “Y ou



weren't expecting the butt plug, were you?’

The pink suffusing Grey’s cheeks burned full red and crept down to his neck. “Can’t
say that | was, no.”

Sirus's heart twisted at Grey’ s obvious discomfort. “Y ou’ve never used a plug, or
dildo, or any kind of toy with a partner before?’ He didn’t really need Grey to answer
that. “And clearly no one has used one on you.”

Grey scratched his chest and broke eye contact, putting his focus on the wall. As
Sirus watched an internal struggle play itself out on Grey’ s sharply angled face, a frisson
of uncertainty chilled him.

Sirus' sthroat grew tight, and he cleared it before he spoke. “1 apologize if | crossed a
line and did something that made you uncomfortable.”

Grey’ s focus jumped back to Sirus, pinpointing right on him. “No, please don’t think
that. | loved what you did to me.” He touched Sirus's cheek, and the hardness slid away
from hisface. “It'sjust,” Grey bit off alow curse, “I always viewed stuff like that as a
very personal thing, and | didn’t want to look like anidiot in front of you. I’m pretty
damn surel did.”

“Oh, baby.” Sirusleaned in, kissed Grey, and melted into a goddamned puddl e of
longing al over the man. “Y ou got me harder and hotter than I’ ve ever been, with every
single response you gave me. Y ou could never ook foolish in my eyes. If you want,”
Sirus sat back and brushed his fingers through Grey’ s hair, taming it just alittle bit, “next
time you can use whatever thing or toy you want on me, and watch me lose it too. That
way we're even. Okay?’

Grey opened his mouth, but his stomach grumbled loudly first, beating out whatever
he intended to say.

Sirus tapped his finger against Grey’ s abdomen, chuckling. “That rumbleis familiar.
Okay, so | can take a hint. You want me to feed you first.” He reluctantly crawled off
Grey’slap, and once again pulled Grey to his feet, tugging until they stood flush against
one another. “Will sandwiches work?” Sirus reached between them and ran his hand
down the length of Grey’slong cock, getting an immediate stir out of him. “Or do you
need something heartier in order to regain your staminafor round two?’

His hazel eyes heating to green flecked with amber, Grey snaked his hand around
Sirus neck and pulled him down, stealing an open-mouthed, hot kiss. He thrust his tongue
past Sirus's lips, sweeping deeply as he grabbed onto Sirus's hips and sank his fingers
into Sirus' s flesh with exquisite strength, weakening Sirus at the knees. Grey kissed Sirus
thoroughly enough to turn him into a puddle, and then pulled away. “ That ought to hold
me.” He flashed awolfish smile. “For now.” Grey smacked Sirus's flank and headed out
of the bedroom, his bare ass the most enticing invitation Sirus had ever been offered in
hislife.

Already out of sight, down the hall, Grey’s voice drifted back to Sirus. “Y ou
coming?’

“Very likely I will,” Sirus muttered to himself. There was no talking his cock down
around Greyson Cole. “More than once.”

Shaking his head, Sirus chased after Grey, totally besotted.

* %k % %

“Y ou must have your father’s eyes,” Grey said, breaking Sirus out of their silence.



They both leaned against Sirus's kitchen counter, munching on turkey sandwiches,
chips, and sharing a beer. Naked. Eating. And completely comfortable with occasional
spurts of conversation or companionable silence.

“Your mom’s eyes are dark,” Grey added, when Sirus looked at him, “so that |leaves
your father. His must be the same intriguing slate color as yours are.”

Sharp pain pierced Sirus's chest, taking him back to his conversation with his mother
today. The hurt made him feel twice as heavy and incredibly alone. His food turned to the
taste of cardboard in his mouth, killing his appetite. Sirus put the half eaten sandwich
down and took afast swig of beer, clearing the blockage in his throat.

“I"'m sorry.” Grey banged hisfist into the counter and muttered a foul word. “ That
was so stupid of me.” Regret filled his eyes. “ After thismorning... | shouldn’t have
mentioned your parents.”

“No, it'sal right.” Sirus turned and leaned his hip against the counter, facing Grey.
“It’ skind of nice that you noticed. Yes. | have my dad’s eyes and build, and my mother’s
coloring.”

Grey’s gaze traveled up the length of Sirus' s naked body, ending at hisface. “It'sa
nice combination.”

Sirus’'s skin heated from top to bottom, and he couldn’t take his eyes off Grey.
“Thanks.”

“It’sjust the truth.” Grey wiped his mouth with a paper towel, put it down, then
picked it up again and twisted it with hisfingers. “Can 1... | don’t know... Just tell me if
I’m imposing, and I [l shut up. Y ou won’t hurt my feelings. It'sjust...” Grey pursed his
lips, then blurted out, “Y ou were obviously upset earlier. Isit okay for me to ask what
happened with your mom?’

Caution butted up against hope inside Sirus; Grey had set the rules for their brief
affair, but now he seemed to be changing them. “Y ou really want to know?’

Grey chewed the corner of hislip, and nodded. “1f you want to tell me, | do.”

Oh God, hereally seemsto want to listen. Sirus trembled, the knowledge heady.
Scary too.

“All right.” Sirus' s hand shook as he picked up the beer and took another sip. If Grey
noticed, he very sweetly didn’t acknowledge the reaction. “ After you left...” Sirus
proceeded to give Grey a blow by blow account of his conversation with his mother, only
leaving out the part where he mentioned that he might have someone seriousin hislife
very soon. While Sirus had been picturing Grey when he spoke those words, he knew
they were only his most secret hopes, not a comment upon anything real Grey had given
him about their future.

About what would happen to them when Grey’ s vacation came to an end and he
went home.

By the time Sirus finished sharing what had taken place with his mother, he and
Grey had finished their beer and moved back to bed. Grey leaned against the foot of the
bed, and Sirus sat against the headboard.

“Sothat’'sit.” Sirus picked at the rumpled bedding, unable to keep completely still.
After sharing, histhroat felt rubbed raw all over again, amost as bad as when having the
original conversation with his mother. “It’s up to her now. | can’t do anything more.”

“I"'m sorry it went down that way,” Grey said. Softness in his voice and opennessin
his eyes backed up hiswords. “It’ s interesting, though, and unusual, that your dad openly



accepts you while your mom cannot. Most times you hear it’ s the other way, if either
parent iswilling to accept at all.”

“1 don’t know what it iswith my mom.” A swelling need to share bubbled up in
Sirus, one he could not ignore. Fuck, it felt so good to talk to someone who might
understand him. “I think her inability to acknowledge me asagay manisall tangled upin
my grandfather and the disappointment he still shows over the fact that my mom fell in
love and married my dad.”

Grey drew hislegs up and rested his elbows on his knees, his focus purely on Sirus.
“What the hell is so wrong with your dad?’

Sirus smiled, his heart lightening just picturing hisfather. “My father isthis giant of
aman from the Deep South, and is a strange combination of aredneck liberal who loves
the opera and country music. He grew up dirt poor, what people call white trash.” A swirl
of darkness moved over Sirus's gaze. “He fucking hated that phrase, and so do I.
Anyway, my father got himself through college, and he’s a professor with a mechanical
engineering degree now. He teaches at a college in DC. He lovesto talk palitics, and
loves a good argument about ideas even more. Oh,” Sirus made aface, “and, obviously,
he’'s not Greek.”

“Ah.” Grey nodded knowingly. “Isthe non-Greek thing the biggest strike against
your dad with your grandfather?’

Scrunching hisface, Sirus shrugged. “It’sjust one of many. My grandfather is one of
the most conservative people | know, so I’d say he pretty much disliked everything about
my father, on sight. But my mother does passionately love my father, al of us kids could
always see that as clear as day. She married my dad—nhis name is Whit—and moved
away from New Y ork in the face of what she knew was my grandfather’s great
disappointment.” Sirus paused, the pull to understand his mom still locked firmly in his
heart. “I think it hurt my mother deeply that my grandfather couldn’t be happy for her.
My dad says she was redlly afraid of losing her father when she chose to get married and
ignore hiswishes.”

Sirus stopped again, memories of visits to his mother’s family still vivid in his mind.
His voice dropped as he spoke, the thick tension in some of those moments as alive today
as when he had been there in person. “My grandfather is one of those people that to this
day, forty years later, still makes those under the breath comments that let everyone in the
room know how he really feels, without out and out saying something hostile to your
face. My mother knows my grandfather hasn't fully forgiven her for defying him, and |
think in alot of ways she's still trying to get back that love he openly givesto his other
daughters.”

“1 would think that would make her even more sympathetic to openly accepting you,
not less.” Tucking hislegs against his chest, Grey laid his chin to rest on hisfolded arms.
“Don’t you?’

“You would think, but | can’t get her to talk to me about why she won’t
acknowledge that I’ m gay, which is so frustrating, because | can only guess at where's
she's coming from.” So many excuses and reasons for his mother’ s behavior had come
and gone from Sirus' s mind over the years. One came back to him time and again, but he
had never talked about it with his father or any of his siblings out of fear of creating atear
between his mother and another member of the family. “I think in my mother’s mind, if
she acknowledges and accepts that I’ m gay, then she’ll feel like she hasto tell my



grandfather that his grandson is gay. Right now, my grandfather doesn’t know about me,
and for alot of reasonsit’sjust agood ideathat we never tell him. There are others who
don’t know either, and I’ m okay with that. | don’t see my grandfather that often, and
we're not very close. He always kind of scared me when | was little, and that never fully
went away.”

Sirus looked to Grey and found a man quietly focused, listening intently to every
word Sirus shared. The intensity caused a flip-flopping in Sirus's stomach and tied up his
tongue. Grey was so attractive, smart, successful and decisive in his choices that Sirus
had to wonder if his worries and fears seemed small and silly to this man. He began to
sweat alittle as he considered whether in his wildest dreams, even if he somehow got
Grey, that he’d be an exciting enough person to hold his attention for long.

Don’t get ahead of yourself, Wilder. Not thistime. You got to fuck him once, and he
has asked about your family. Neither thing amounts to a marriage proposal. Not even
close.

“Do you want to stop?’ Grey asked, making Sirus realize he must have been silent
for longer than he had thought. “Did you decide you don’t want to talk, after all?’

“No. Sorry.” Sirus scrubbed his face and wiped away the worry. “It wasn't that.” He
rolled the conversation back in his mind and found the place where he’ d left off. “I think
acknowledging my homosexudity istwisted up in my mom's head with knowing that if
she does, and is proud of me in every way, and brags about me or a partner, then she'll
have to tell her father that I’m gay. That will sever any tie they still share, for good.” It
killed Sirus just thinking about cutting off communication with his mother, so his heart
bled for her position, even though it affected him too. “In my grandfather’s eyes, not only
will my mother have gone against his wishes and married beneath her, but then she went
and had a son who turned out to be afag... Nope, that would do it for my grandfather.
Not only would | not be welcome in his home, but I'm pretty sure he'd fully disown my
mother too.” Sirus grimaced. The idea of tearing apart two families, even as he knew he
couldn’t change who he was in order to keep them together, weighed heavy on his soul.
“I think my mother is hiding in thisin-between place, pretending what | am doesn’t really
exigt. If she did, she would have to deal with it on alot of fronts, not just with me. She's
clearly not ready to do that. | suppose | can even understand it, on some level.” Suddenly,
Sirus shook his head, cleared the heaviness of family history, and put his attention back
on Grey. “Of course, that’s all just atheory. If she'll never even talk to me about it, that’s
all it will ever be. I'll never know for sure.”

Grey nodded, his cheek rubbing against his forearm as he did it. He stared at Sirus,
quiet for along moment, his eyeslooking as if they tracked back through the
conversation like words on a page. Eventually, the internal mapping seemed to stop, and
Grey settled hisfocus on Sirus again, his eyes full of sympathy. “1 would guess the fact
that your mother so obviously loves you must make it tougher on you. | think it might be
easier to deal with just being tossed out on your ass; at least you know where you stand
with someone like that.” Grey’s face hardened, but in aflash the hint of emotion
disappeared. “ Y our mother is clearly not homophobic, at least not in the sense that she's
afraid to touch you or be near you, a gay man. Her hug and happiness to see you looked
very real to me, and I’'m not half bad at reading people. There was never even the
dightest cringe toward you. She just wouldn’'t see me.”

“Yeah, but I'm old enough now and clear enough about what | want in my life that



accepting me also means accepting a man as my partner. | need that now.” Visions of
some of Sirus's siblings and their spouses filled his head. The love and acceptance he
constantly witnessed in their marriages twisted a ball of envy and wanting in his gut. “I
don’'t have the patience or energy anymore for bullshit and games. Least of all from a
member of my own family.”

“Families are complicated and messy.” Grey closed his eyes, blocking Sirus's one
constant avenue to reading this man. A shudder jerked through Grey, leaving Srus cold.
When Grey opened his eyes again, the bleakness living there ripped right through Sirus's
heart. “I broke mine up when | was nine years old,” Grey said, his voice agonizingly soft.
“Tore Kelsie right out of the arms of my mom and dad, and we never saw them again.”

Oh God. He' s giving me something personal. Sirus held his breath and tried not to
make the slightest movement, noise, or anything that would alert Grey to the fact that he
was once again sharing something intimate, and as a result possibly shut him down.

“My parents were not exactly what you would call capable or functioning members
of society. Even less so as caretakers of two children.” Grey looked at a place beyond
Sirus, but Sirus could see his eyes clear as day. The unforgiving glint in the hazel depths
did war with afilm of moisture battling not to fall. “Not everything can be turned into a
fun wilderness adventure, you know? Kids need a specific amount of caloriesin their
everyday diet and certain nutrients for their bodies to grow properly. They need hot,
running water to keep clean, and heat when the weather turns cold. Y ou willfully don’t
even try to give your kids those things, and they should be taken away from you.” Grey’s
voice grew rougher with each statement, and, with each sentence, he successfully blinked
the threat of tears away. Finally, he looked at Sirus, back in control, and said, “Even if
one of their own kidsis the one that makes it happen.”

“Y ou mentioned a grandmother,” Sirus said, treading gently, “and Kelsie hasin
passing too. She's the one who came and took you from your parents?’

“Yeah.” Grey lifted his head, his hands trembling just the slightest bit as he ran them
through his hair. “But | found her number and I’m the one who called her. She was my
mother’s mother, but they were estranged. | deliberately made that call and alerted her to
the squalor Kelsieand | wereliving in. | told her she needed to come see it for herself and
then make a decision about whether she wanted to do something about it before | took
Kelsie and ran away.”

“God, Grey.” Sirus couldn’t keep the shock out of hisvoice. “ That must have been
so hard. You were just akid. They were your parents.”

Grey frowned, and went stiff. “1 had to do it. They didn’t give me any choice.” Sharp
defensiveness rang in histone. “1 was already very linear, even back then. | surmised that
if these two people didn’t care enough to pull their heads out of their ‘la-de-da, isn’t the
natural way of living beautiful’ asses and give proper care to their two children, then they
weren't really my parents anyway. By the time my grandmother came, assessed the
situation, and took us under her care, | didn’t think of that man and woman as Dad and
Mom. They didn’t fight for us, at least not more than a token few words with my
grandmother. | knew they wouldn’t. They were just people to me by then, and we
happened to share some DNA.” His mouth thinned, hislipsturning pale. “Kelsie didn't,
though.” Shadows darkened Grey’ s hazel eyesto amost pure green. “Christ, she was so
mad when my grandmother took us away.”

“She knew you did it?” Unable to help himself, Sirus crawled across the bed and



faced Grey, wrapping his arm around the man’s bent legs. “ She turned that anger on
you?’

Grey nodded, the movement jerky. “I didn’'t lie to her about it, but | also didn’t tell
her about it beforehand, just in case my grandmother didn’t come. The situation was bad
at our house. | needed to get her out of there, but for Kelsie it ended up being a blindside.
She hadn’t disconnected from our parents the way | had, and | underestimated how
terrifying leaving would be for her.”

“For you too, | would imagine.”

“No.” Grey shook his head, absolute vehemence in the sharp shake. “The only thing
that scared me was every day that went by where Kelsie refused to talk to me. | was so
scared I’d made a choice that ended up losing me the only thing | ever wanted to make
sure | had: my sister. | never cried when | made that call to my grandmother, and | never
shed atear when | walked away from my parents, but dealing with Kelsie'sanger ...
that’swhere | was weak. That first night away and every night afterward for two weeks
where Kelsiedidn't talk to me, | cried myself to sleep, so terrified I’ d done the wrong
thing.” Grey turned away, giving Sirus the back of his head and the stark, naked lines of
his back. “Goddamn it, though,” a hand went up and swiped at his hidden face, “I knew it
was the only thing I could do.”

“Hey, hey.” His heart breaking, Sirus turned Grey back around and forced damp eyes
to meet his. “ She came around. From what | hear in your voice when you talk about her, |
think she’ s right up there with John as your best friend. | know she feels the same about
you. Y ou both look so different and you present opposing personalities to the world, but
deep down | think you' re very similar in who you are at your cores.”

Grey nodded within the tight hold of Sirus's fingers. “ John says the same thing.”

“John’sareally smart man.”

A choppy burst of laughter escaped Grey, and some of the spark of amber light
returned to his hazel eyes. “Ergo, you are too, huh?’ He peeled Sirus's hands off his head
and pressed a kiss to the palm of each one. “I guessyou are, at that.” He looked away and
put his focus on the wall, holding it there. “ Y ou're certainly a very talented artist; there's
no doubting that.”

Sirus gritted his teeth against correcting Grey’s comment. This moment wasn't about
him and his hobby.

“You did that piece on thewall.” Grey jerked his head toward the three dimensional
mountain scene. “Didn’t you?’

Okay, so he wants to change the subject. All right. | can live with that. He' s given me
more than | ever thought he would, and it has clearly taken an emotional toll.

“1 did,” Sirus answered, ailmost reluctantly. “I like to experiment, and that was my
second attempt to create atextured piece that had a flat back and could be mounted on a
wall, as you can do with apainting. The first attempt was truly awful, but while this one
has aton of mistakes, | ended up liking how the shades of the wood grain seemed to hit in
just the right places and give the image lots of depth. If you look at it closely, you can see
it's not good enough to grace anyone else’swalls, but | didn’t want to get rid of it, so |
ended up hanging it there. Lots of the stuff that ends up in my house are the first stages of
trying something new, with lots of mistakes and flaws.”

Grey let go of Sirus and got up, walking right up to the carving. He started at one end
and scrutinized his way right to the other, occasionally lifting a hand and running his



fingers over theridges. “I can’'t see any mistakes, and | don’t think you’ d have any
trouble sdling it.”

“Trust me, they’re there.” Reluctantly, Sirus stood and walked to the wall too,
stopping at Grey’s side. “ See?” He pointed to the lower left side of the piece. “Right here
| miscalculated the scale of the trees to the mountain, and in the overall dimensions
they’ re so big they could be toothpicks for giants.”

Leaning in and then back, examining the area Sirus had pointed out, Grey finally
said, “They’re not that big.” He glanced at Sirus and rolled hiseyes. “Y ou're being
overly critical. There's so much detail over the whole piece | wouldn’t have even noticed
them if you hadn’t pointed it out.”

“Doesn’'t mean the mistake isn’t there. Or a half-dozen others, for that matter. And
no,” Sirus held up his hand when Grey opened his mouth, uninterested in keeping the
focus on his artwork, “I’m not going to point them out to you. If you stare long enough,
you'll see them for yourself. Y ou can do that if you want. Or,” he trailed his finger down
Grey’ s chest, ending at his thatch of pubic hair, “you can come back to bed.”

A half-smile touched Grey’slips, and it reached all the way up into his eyesin away
that got Sirus's heart thudding. Grey lifted hisfingersto Sirus's chest and started to slide
them down his middle too, but they abruptly stopped on the edge of histattoo. “Do you
regret getting this?’

Sirus rubbed his palm over the mustang tattoo, long ago having memorized its exact
position and intricate design. “For along timeit hurt to seeit,” he admitted. “ But
ultimately | think looking at it every day made me face the break-up with Paul faster than
| might have otherwise.” Sirus made eye contact with Grey and raised abrow. “| literaly
could not run from avery real symbol of my relationship with him.”

“You could have had it removed,” Grey said. “I understand it hurts like hell, but it
can be done.”

Sirus shook his head and took a step back, letting Grey’s hand fall away from him. “I
couldn’t have done that.” He put his hand over the tattoo, almost in protection of the very
idea of laser removal. “1 thought about it, for about a second, then | remembered how
hard Kelsie worked on getting the design just perfect to her high standards, and | couldn’t
just have it removed like it was nothing.”

“Right.” Nodding, Grey’s attention drifted from the tattoo to Sirus's piece on the
wall, then moved back to Sirus. “One artist respects another’ s work.”

“No.” With effort, Sirus bit his tongue and kept the irritation to correct Grey’s
mistaken “artist” label out of histone. “One friend respects the time and effort another
friend took in the creation of the design on his behalf. | think of that now when | ook at
it. Rarely do | think of Paul.” As Sirus said those words, the truth of them settled in on
him in away they never had before.

I’mover Paul. Completely.

Wow. Sirus was momentarily stunned that the realization wasn’t even that big a deal
tohim. Itjust ... was.

Siruslooked at Grey and took in the stunning beauty of the naked man before him,
whose heart and mind he was getting to know very well. A deep sense of rightness—well
beyond what he' d ever experienced for any other man—settled on him and sank right into
his heart. It didn’t matter that Grey might not ever love him back, or that this fling might
not last beyond next week, Sirus knew and accepted he was a better man right now for



having known Greyson Cole.

He didn’'t intend to waste a minute of the time they had together talking about a
tattoo or acarving on hiswall.

“Come with me.” Sirus beckoned Grey with the crook of his finger as he walked
backward around the bed.

Grey followed, his eyes aready filling with dark heat. “What is on your mind,
Wilder?' It suddenly felt asif Grey stalked Sirus, rather than alowing himself to be led.

Sirus's heart rate kicked up, his cock twitched to half-mast, and his pucker started to
pulsein afast beat. “I believe | owe you apiece of my assin fair trade.” He reached back
and dlid open his nightstand drawer. “Pick your poison,” he stepped aside, revealing a
plethora of sex toys, “and tell me how you want me.” He caught Grey’s gaze from two
feet away, and held it. “I’m yours.”

Grey growled and lunged. Rather than going for atoy, he grabbed Sirus and branded
him with a hard, hot kiss, and tumbled them onto the bed.

Laughing in between kisses, Sirus didn’t fight the fall.



Chapter Eighteen

Knock. Knock. Knock.

Grey glanced at the clock on the fireplace mantle, and smiled. Right on time.
“Beright there!” he called out, taking just a few seconds to put down his laptop
before jumping to hisfeet. He hadn’t been able to concentrate on work anyway. Not with

thoughts of Sirus invading his brain every five minutes ... and leaving him hard. He'd
already goneto his bedroom and jerked off twice, and he had only been away from the
man for five hours.

Won't be long before you see him again. Excitement hummed through Grey as he
raced to the door and swung it open. Srusis going to be so fucking thrilled.

“Rebecca,” Grey drew the woman on the other side into a hug, “you madeit.”

“Of course |l did,” the woman answered. Grey stepped back and allowed her to enter
the cabin. *Y ou send me pictures of some beautiful creations and then text me that | have
to meet this man and see the rest of hiswork. Y ou knew | would work avisit into my
schedule.” She stomped snow off her boots and unwound a black cashmere wrap from
her slender frame. As Grey took the cover-up from her and shut the door, Rebecca shot
him a pointed look. “Y ou could have told me with the first message that he wasn't in
Raleigh, though, and that I’ d have to clear an entire day to drive halfway up amountain
to seehim.”

“He'sworthit.” Grey couldn’t keep the pride out of his voice. Rebeccawas an old
friend from college who now owned a prestigious line of galleries that operated in seven
states. Shetravelled all over the country searching for new artists, but she maintained a
home base with her husband and children in Raleigh. “Y ou’ll see that for yourself.”

“Considering you' ve never approached me about who or what to sell in my galleries
in the past, you certainly piqued my interest with your photos and messages.” Grey and
John had financed Rebecca sfirst gallery, and then her eventual expansion. She owned
her business outright today.

Grey led the way to the kitchen, and poured Rebecca a cup of coffee. Handing amug
to her, then getting one for himself, he said, “No pressure to take Sirus' swork.” He
pulled out a chair at the table for her before sitting down himself. “Y ou don’t owe me or
John anything anymore. Y ou know that.”

Rebecca reached across the table and squeezed his hand. “Don’t worry. | didn’t think
you were trying to bully me.” She pulled her long blonde hair back and tied it in aknot at
the nape of her neck. “Now, why don’t you find me a cookie, or a muffin, or anything
chocolate, and tell me all about this talented Sirus Wilder.”

Talented. Yes. Grey’sinsides heated, and he couldn’t keep the goddamned smile of f
hisface. Sirus was talented. In so many ways. Sweet as hell too.

Grey couldn’t wait to introduce him to Rebecca.

* k% % %

“Did Mom put you up to calling me?” Sirus asked, his voice going tight as he
struggled not to shout at Nic. “Isthat what this offer isall about?” Out of the blue—after



never having shown abit of interest in Sirus's art—Nic suddenly thought Sirus would be
the perfect person to create an oversized scul pture his office building’ s management
wanted to put in their outdoor garden. “Isthis some ploy to get meto DC?’ Sirus
couldn’t forget how badly his mother wanted him to meet that woman lawyer.

“No.” Irritation laced Nic' s voice, and in the background it sounded to Sirus like he
moved through a crowd. “1 haven't talked to Mom since before the last time | talked to
you.”

“Seems strange that you’ re al of a sudden approaching me about my art.” Sirus held
the phone to his ear, pacing. He circled his large worktable, his focus on the series of
sketches he had scattered all over the surface. “Y ou’ve never shown any interest before.”

“That’s because | don’'t know dick about art and never know what to say,” Nic
snapped. “Not because | don't care that you love it. Y ou are my brother, you know. Just
because | don't get to see you that often doesn’t mean | don’t love you and care about the
things you love. Look,” Sirus heard what sounded like a car door lamming, “| have to
get going or I’'m going to be late for ameeting. The offer for the artwork isn’'t even a
done deal. Building ownership is going to look at the proposals of every artist interested
in the commission, and they’ll choose what they want from there. | heard about it, and it
made me think of you. That’swhy | called. Do whatever you want with the information.
Now, before | have to go, will | seeyou in May for Diana’' s opening concert?’

“1 plan on being there.” Sirus's chest squeezed thinking about how strained his
relationship with his mother might be by then ... aswell aswhat might remain of him
and Grey. He cleared his throat, but it didn’t quite ease the rawness living inside him.
“Looking forward to it.”

“Me too. Should be good material to tease Di with, at |east through next Christmas.”
Nic's chuckle, one that brought Diana endless torment, filled Sirus' s ear. “Right?’

“Depends on who you're asking.” Sirus shook his head, wondering if Diana
sometimes regretted being adopted by the Wilder family. “Be good.”

“Ain't nofuninthat.” Nic's chuckle briefly turned into a full-bodied laugh. Just as
fast, the humor left hisvoice. “ Seriously, though, think about the commission, and let me
know if you want me to send you any further info. | think you should consider pursuing
it. Gottago. Bye.”

Nic hung up before Sirus could say goodbye. Sirus severed the call on his end, put
down the cordless receiver, and tried to put his attention back on his sketches. He
couldn’t seem to focus on his main piece—the one that kept wanting to turn into an
abstract version of Grey—so Sirus had put his tools down and picked up a pencil to
doodle someideas for Noah' s sculpture. Sirus wanted something large, but somehow
subtle, that would reflect the quietness inside the big man. Sirus knew in his gut Noah
would end up buying the east house on the lake, and he wanted something ready for his
new neighbor’s home whenever that day occurred.

Hisfingers drifted over the dozen papers strewn about the table, but his thoughts
jumped from the piece for Noah, to the strange phone call from his brother, to Grey and
the two nights the man had stayed at Sirus' s house since the talk about their families.

Grey appeared content and relaxed in Sirus' s home, at least most of the time. There
were flashes where Sirus swore Grey looked like he wanted to stay forever. At the same
time, Grey insisted on going home every morning and working at his cabin during the
day, only coming back in the evening for dinner and to spend the night. Sirus wanted to



attribute Grey’ s choice to return to his cabin to the fact that they both knew being
together would cause endless distractions, such as crawling on whatever surface they
happened to be nearest to and fucking until neither one of them could walk. Sirus wanted
to believe that was what was behind Grey’ s leaving every day, but he couldn’t quite make
it happen. He couldn’t quite shake the worry that Grey hadn’t given him even a hint of
anything personal since their talk two nights ago.

But he makes love to you like there’' s no tomorrow, with a desperation that defies
words. Lets you do the same to him too.

True. Sirus ached for the moments when he was buried inside Grey to the hilt, the
man’s body clutching him like he never wanted them to part. The way Grey looked at
Sirus in those moments, and in the times when Sirus opened himself and gave Grey the
same... God, if only Grey would give him even half the promises of tomorrows he
conveyed during sex ... only do it when they weren’t in bed.

“Knock, knock.” Grey’s voice broke into Sirus' s thoughts and had him whipping
around to face the open shed door. Sirusimmediately ate the man up with his eyes,
hungrily, asif he hadn’t had Grey’s cock and ass for ameal just this morning.

“1 have afriend with me,” Grey said, slipping his arm around an attractive blonde
woman. “She's actually here to meet you, if you have afew minutes.”

Sirus's focus shifted to the woman, who murmured “Hi,” and wiggled out from
under Grey’s embrace. Sheimmediately walked to Sirus's unfinished “Grey” piece, her
interest clear, and the first line of cold trickled down Sirus's spine.

“Oh, wow, thisis going to be amazing,” the woman said. “1 want it when it’'s
finished.”

She said that just as Grey said, “ This—that,” he pointed, “is Rebecca Hardy, and she
owns a number of prestigious art galleries.”

The wind went right out of Sirus; he felt punched in the gut. He wanted to ask Grey
what the hell he'd done, but the woman, Rebecca, had her hands on hisincomplete
project and demanded his attention first. Sirus moved across the floor to Rebecca s side
and fought the most powerful urge to tear her hands off his work.

Rebecca glanced up, her pretty face open and her eyes piercing. “ Thisis going to be
something incredible,” she said as she caressed the half-carved block of stone. “The lines
you have half-formed are already beautiful.”

“Thank you,” Sirus murmured. “ This piece is very personal to me.” His gaze flashed
on Grey, his skin heating before coming back to Rebecca. “Thank you for your interest,
but | don’t see myself parting with it when I’ m finished.”

Nodding, Rebecca rubbed Sirus's forearm, and then began to peruse the rest of his
pieces. “ Of courseit’s personal, Mr. Wilder,” she said. “It's all personal, or they wouldn’t
be any good. Grey wouldn’t have contacted me to come take alook at your stuff if he
wasn't damn sure | would be interested in selling it. He retains the nuts and bolts
knowledge of every business he ever helped create.” She flashed Grey afast smile. “Mine
included.”

Grey held up his hands, waving off Rebecca’ swords. “1 don’t have any financial
stake in how you run your galleries anymore.” His attention slid to Sirus, the amber chips
gparking brightly in hiseyes. “| saw something in Sirus' swork, and | thought you two
might be able to form a partnership.”

Of course you did. Son of a bitch. Sirus's entire body itched to ram Grey into the



wall and take a swing at hisface. You might not directly financially benefit from my art,
but you’ Il get something you want out of it, and you know it. Sirus looked from Grey to
Rebecca, light dawning, and every nerve ending inside him lit like the flint tip of a match.
His heart plummeted right into his stomach. Question answered; I’ m not quite good
enough for Grey after all.

“All of your stuff isvery good,” Rebecca said, swinging Sirus's focus back to her.
“Although I will be honest and say | wouldn’t be able to sell alot of it through my
storefront. Thismore literal stuff isn’t really what my clients are interested in purchasing.
Although, damn,” she stooped down and ran her hands over alife-size rendition of a
bobcat, “thisisinsanely good technique and interpretation. | almost think he's going to
arch hisback if | scratch him behind the ears.” She rubbed the cat’ s head and stood back
up. “Thereis definitely a high-end market out there for work like thisaswell, eveniif it's
not with me. | will leave you afew phone numbers for gallery owners who carry them.”

“Thank you. That's very kind.” Sirus bit his lip and behaved with the good manners
his parents had instilled in him, even though all he wanted to do was turn around and yell
“Bastard!” in Greyson Col€e' s face.

Rebecca walked to Sirus's main worktable, and her eyesimmediately lit up as she
gpotted his array of sketches. “Oh, now these ideas al have aton of potential.”

Possessiveness slammed Sirus hard. He wedged himself between Rebecca and the
table, partially blocking her view. “These are ideas for a specific piece, for afriend of
mine.” Sirus turned, gathered the papers up into a neat pile, and slid around to the other
side of the table with the sketches trapped beneath his hands. “Whatever | end up creating
from them will be a gift for him.”

Rebecca’ s eyes widened, but just as quickly, she schooled her features and slipped
into aprofessiona smile. Her attention quickly shifted behind Sirus to Grey, then came
back to Sirus, and Sirus could tell she now understood that Grey had never mentioned her
visit.

“Listen,” Rebeccasaid, her voicekind, “I have to turn right around and drive back
home, so | redlly can’t stay, but | thank you for allowing me to view your pieces. You
have real talent, Mr. Wilder.”

“Sirus, please.”

Rebecca dipped her head. “ Sirus, then.” She pulled a business card case out of a
small purse and produced a card. “My number is aready on here, but I’m going to add
two more for dealers that | believe will be interested in some of your work.” Leaning
across the table, she snagged one of his pencils and scribbled afew lines on the back of
her card. “ Take aslong as you need, but | would ask you to seriously consider giving me
acall so we can tak.” Understanding fused her voice and softened her eyes, giving her
beauty a surprisingly motherly appeal. “1f you choose to, and if you like, | can tell you
more about what | do and how | work. If you find you' re comfortable with me, I'd really
love to sell some of your pieces.” Rebecca pressed the card into Sirus's hand and curled
her fingers around his, applying alight pressure. “Please think about it. Can you give me
that?’

“1 will think about it,” Sirus answered. He had to. Hell, it wasn't this woman’ s fault
she’ d been thrown into the middle of a manipulation. “Thank you for understanding. It
was hice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you too,” she said. They exchanged afirm handshake. “I’ll show



myself out.”

Sirus turned, watching as Rebecca walked up to Grey and rose up on her tiptoes,
giving him a hug. She pressed her cheek to Grey’s and gave him akiss, then whispered
something that made Grey’ s brow furrow and his focus shoot to Sirus. She pulled away
and gave them both one last smile and wave as she walked away.

Counting each second that went by, Sirus's kept his focus solely on Grey. Grey
drilled him with an equally probing stare in return.

Bastard. Bastard. Bastard.

Sirus waited until he heard an engine rev up, then slammed his fist into the worktable
and exploded on Grey. “Y ou son of abitch.” His voice raged low, sounding like it came
from the depths of hell. “You just had to doit. You couldn’t just accept us and leave
something that was going pretty damn good alone. Y ou had to go and put your hands on
it, try and manipulate it, change it, and turn it into something acceptable and worthy of
your time and interest.”

“What in the hell are you talking about?’ Grey shouted, his hands thrown in the air.
“Do you have any idea how successful Rebecca s galleries are? Do you even understand
what afucking big deal it was for her to take an entire day to come see your work? For
her to express an interest in someone she thinks is talented enough to promote?’

“Of course | know she's successful.” Sirus shot each word into the air with the
precision of flying daggers. “ She has to be, doesn’'t she? Y ou wouldn’'t have anything to
do with her otherwise.” Grey reared back, but Sirus made up the distance and got right in
his face. “ Another one of Greyson Cole's successes. And that’s what you're all about,
isn't it? Taking something unique, but small and inconsequential, and figuring out how in
the hell to pretty it up to sell it to your investors. Meincluded.”

“1 don’t know what you' re talking about, or why you’re so angry with me,” Grey
spat back. “1 was trying to help you. You have an artistic gift; Rebeccais one of the best
at putting that gift out to the public. She can turn your art into a career.”

“Oh, and you would love that, wouldn’'t you?’ Sirus's lips twisted in a sneer. “We
start to open up to each other, you start to feel something for me that you want to take
beyond a vacation fling—and | know you feel it.” He grabbed Grey and savaged his
mouth with a brutal kiss, only to shove him away and point in hisface. “Don’t you dare
fucking tell me that you don’t. But you can’t possibly feel something for me, this guy,”
Sirus waved his arms up and down his stained jeans and flannel shirt, “amere truck
driver. No, not you. Not Greyson Cole, a successful venture capitalist who owns his own
gazillion dollar business and heaven knows what else. Y ou can’t possibly have redl
feelings for atruck driver. And God knows you don’'t dare introduce me to your friends
and colleagues. Not as | am right now. If I’'m an artist, though, well, that’ s respectable,
that’s admirable, that’s maybe even alittle bit coveted. But aguy who drivesabig rig...
That’' s not something you can dress up and put on your mantle to show off. That’s not
something you even keep hidden in your nightstand drawer.”

“You fucking prick.” Grey grabbed Sirus's shirt and shoved him into the edge of the
worktable, unleashing incredible strength. “Y ou need to be very careful about the words
you' re putting in my mouth,” he whispered, his voice lethal. “Y ou are painting my
motives with some awfully broad strokes that you know nothing about. Y ou might want
to shut the fuck up before you say something you can’t take back.”

“What do you plan on threatening me with?’ Sirus snarled the question. “Leaving?’



His chest heaved, and he put up atoken struggle, spoiling for afight. “Y ou’ re doing that
in five days anyway.”

Grey shoved hard at Sirus, cracking Sirus' s head back as he took him all the way up
onto the table. “We can make it awhole hell of alot sooner than that, if you keep
talking.”

“Hey!” A deep, rough voice rang through the tension-filled air. “ Get the hell off him

right now!”
Grey was suddenly lifted off Sirus and thrown in the direction of the door.

Standing between Sirus and Grey, like some avenging angel, stood Noah Maitland.



Chapter Nineteen

Noah Maitland.

Oh, thiswas just fucking perfect.

Grey took a step forward. “Si—"

“Stay the hell back,” Noah said, his voice cutting and low. His eyes flashed with
something more than mere friendship. “If you don’t, I'll tie you down and call the sheriff;
| swear | will.” The man loomed large, standing in front of where Sirus kneeled on the
table. Sirus shifted and put his hand on Noah's shoulder.

Grey seethed, at both Sirus and Noah, and fought down the heady desire to do
serious physical damage. He wanted to tear Noah's arm off and beat the shit out of him
with it. He hadn’t felt the urge to savage an entire building since he was nine years old,
but right now he had to take a huge step backward and curl his hands into painfully tight
fists so that he didn’t rip this studio to shreds.

Fucking bastard Srus, accusing me of thinking he’s not good enough for me. If he
only knew how wrong he was...

Great sweeps of swirling, volatile emotion consumed Grey, making his entire body
guake. It felt like every piece of his heart—that this fucking man awakened—was
exposed and on display for everyone to see. For Sirusto see. To judge. To reject.

Grey could not have that. Nobody got that kind of power over him. Not anymore.

Sirus pushed himself to the edge of the table and swung his legs over the side,
stumbling to a standing position. “ Grey, listen—"

“No.” Grey held up his hands, praying the tremor vibrating through him did not
show. “I think you’ ve said plenty enough already. Y ou have aguest.” Histone was
pleasantly sarcastic in the face of wanting to snarl. “ Stay and talk to him.” Grey looked
Noah up and down, his heart growing even sicker at the rough attractiveness he found in
every line of Noah's hard body. He swallowed, and shifted his eyes back to Sirus.
“Maybe you'll find something more to your liking here.” Blinking, he turned away.
“Goodbye.”

“Grey.” Sirus' svoice held Grey in place. “ Stop.”

“Wait, Sirus,” Noah said. Out of the corner of his eye, Grey saw Noah wrap his hand
around Sirus' s forearm. “| need to talk to you.” Noah'sjaw clenched visibly. “It's
important.”

Sirus hesitated, his attention going to Noah, and that was all Grey needed. Without
looking back, he walked away.

Fast.

* % * %

“Stupid idiot son of abitch.” Grey slammed the door to his cabin with a resounding
crack, shaking everything on the front walls. He threw his coat on the floor and tore to
the bedroom. “ Spilling your guts and making yourself vulnerable; showing weakness and
giving him the power to use it against you. Y ou fucking deserved exactly what you got.”

Grey yanked the closet door open and snatched his suitcase, throwing it on the bed.



He unzipped the thing, cursing the stubborn zipper that he knew was actually the
clumsiness of his own fumbling fingers. Wanting to rail and shout blame at Sirus for this
raging hurt eating its way through him, Grey turned it al inward, knowing it was his own
fault.

He had broken all of his own rules, and he had done it willingly, so he had no one to
blame for this awful twist of anger and heartache but himself. Idiot. Idiot. Idiot. On the
very first night of hisvacation, Grey never should have taken that step to Sirus's door
when he heard the man moaning. And he never should have kissed him that first time, let
alone play with fire and start a sexual affair. He never should have cometo this cabinin
thefirst place. That was the only way to guarantee he and Sirus never would have met.
Not meeting that man was the only way to ensure Grey wouldn’t be suffering these
ridiculous sweeps of emotion right now, ones that had him fighting the urge to run back
to Sirus's house and fuck him right in front of Noah, staking a claim in the most primal of
way’s.

Grey stalked to the dresser and pulled adrawer right off its tracks, taking it back to
the bed and upending its contents into his bag. There could be no peace in this cabin now,
not with Sirus right across the lake being all wonderful, sexy, stubborn, passionate ...
open, in away Grey could never be.

He couldn’t do this. He did not have the right skill-set for arelationship. Grey had
forgotten his limitations for afew days, but he remembered them now.

Just look at how everything with Sirus went to fuck so quickly after just trying to
share apiece of his soul. It couldn’t be a coincidence that it al went to hell only days
after Grey cut open his gutsand told Sirus about Joe, and then showed him pieces of his
childhood. Christ, Grey had become the very man that had caused him to become celibate
in thefirst place.

Someone weak, clingy and needy; someone desperate for love.

Grey caught a glimpse of himself as he passed by the mirror, and his heart stopped at
the man reflected back at him. Gone was the put-together businessman with the piercing,
cool gaze. In his place stood something amost feral, with flushed skin, hair in wild tufts,
and hunted, fear-drenched eyes.

All because of one man.

“Christ.”

Unable to look at himself anymore, Grey slung a handful of ugly words at his
reflection and then strode for the kitchen, needing adrink. He couldn’t stand himself in
this pathetic state; no wonder Sirus let him walk away with hardly aword.

Pain tightened a band around Grey’ s chest, making him stumble. Jesus Christ, he
barely knew Sirus; there was no way this suffocating pain of loss could be real.

You know the most important thing; you know his soul.

“Y eah, but he doesn’t know yours.” Grey swung open the refrigerator door and
leaned his hand on it, talking back to himself. “He proved that today.”

The rafters suddenly shook with a slam of the front door that rivaled Grey’s own.
“Greyson!” Sirus's voice rang right on top of the slamming door. “Where the fuck are
you? We need to talk.”

Grey grasped the fridge door in his hand, squeezing until the tips of hisfingers
turned pure white. His heart raced madly, but he stared at the contents inside, refusing to
turn around, even when the air crackled and heated, and Grey knew Sirus now stood in



the kitchen too.

“What is the matter with you?’ Sirus's voice reeked with combativeness. “We were
talking. You don’'t walk away in the middle of adiscussion.”

Go away. Grey squeezed his eyes shut, and spoke through gritted teeth. “ Thereisn’t
anything else | want to say to you.”

A growl erupted from Sirus, and a screeching noise assaulted Grey’ s ears, making
him think Sirus had kicked a chair out of hisway. “Then maybe you need to shut up for a
minute and listen to me.”

Every word Sirus spoke stabbed at the open wound in Grey’ s chest. At the gaping
hole Sirus had created, the one Grey could never let him see. “Go tell it to Noah.”

Sirus cursed something low and foul. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?’
Suddenly, pure heat rode Grey’ s back, and he knew Sirus stood right behind him. “L ook
at me, damn it.” Sirus grabbed Grey’s arm and spun him around, trapping himin the V of
the open refrigerator door with spread arms. Mercury burned in Sirus's eyes, turning
them deep silver. “ Are you trying to make something out of Noah being my friend?’

“1 saw that wedding ring on his finger, but don’t for one second think | don’t know
Noahisgay.” Grey looked Sirus right in the eyes, meeting the depth of passion and
intelligence there. “And don’t you dare try to tell me that you don’t know it either.”

Red crept up Sirus's neck from beneath his shirt and jacket, turning his face ruddy. “I
do now. He told me today.”

“Hewantsyou.” Grey shook, fighting sickness as he flashed back to the muted
longing in Noah' s eyes that evening at the diner, then jumped forward to the aggressive
protective streak that reared its head today. “ For more than a quick fuck too.”

Sirus looked Grey up and down, slow and lingering, making Grey fedl it dong his
skin, like one long caress. “And you' re just going to let him have me? I s that what you
want?’ Smoldering heat worked itsway into Sirus's eyes, running frissons of uncertainty
through Grey. He had no ideaif Sirus's gaze turned hot for him ... or Noah. Sirus lifted
his hand and brushed his rough fingers across Grey’ s cheek, catching his thumb on
Grey’slips. “You want to walk away,” Sirus said softly, “like you did today? Y ou want
me to stay with Noah and help him discover what it’s like to be with another man?’

A crushing wave of denial rocked through Grey, terrifying him to his core. He saw
himself crawling into a hole and dying, and could not concede such power over his
wellbeing to another human being. He schooled his features to his best, no-fear business
face, and looked at Sirus through dead eyes. “Do what you want.” His voice was cool, but
he turned around, needing to break the contact before it killed him. “It’syour life.”

Sirus moved in behind Grey and dipped his head down, putting his mouth right next
to Grey’s ear. “ So you want me to go home, pick up the phone, and call Noah.” Sirus's
voice sank into Grey’s very being, each word contaminating his blood. Sirus stepped in
even closer, not stopping until his chest seared itself to Grey’ s back. Slipping his arms
around Grey’swaist, Sirus tugged Grey’ s shirt out of hisjeans. “You want me to invite
Noah over, make him dinner.” Sirus paused, licking Grey’s ear as he unbuttoned Grey’s
shirt and slipped his hands up his stomach. “Take him to my bedroom and fuck him.”
Sirus drew Grey shirt off his shoulders and arms, letting the fabric hang between his chest
and Grey’ s upper back where their bodies were fused together. Sirus rubbed Grey’s
nipples, abrading the sensitive flesh and twisting the dark circles to hard points with his
sandpaper fingertips. “Is that what you want?’



Grey pushed back against Sirus, grinding his ass into the man’s cock. Blinding, rage-
filled jealousy reared inside Grey and did battle with the need to save himself from such
an all-consuming passion, rendering him mute. Christ, he wanted Sirus to be his with
every fiber of his being, but the fear of falling choked Grey’ s throat, blocking the words.

“Maybe | should undress Noah.” Sirus pushed the flat of his hands down Grey’s
torso, digging one hand under the waistband of hisjeans. “Like I’ ve done a dozen times
with you.” He worked Grey’ s buckle open with his free hand. When the belt gave, Sirus's
fingers dipped farther inside Grey’ s underwear, to the root of his cock. “I could touch
him,” the button on Grey’ s jeans opened and his zipper dlid down, “make him hard.”
Sirustook Grey’s erection in hand and stroked hisrigid length with atight, dry hand,
drawing a sharp cry and shiver from Grey. “Make him moan for more.”

Sirus held Grey at the mercy of his slowly pumping fist, as well as the dark evolution
of Grey’simagination. “Do you think I'll love fucking Noah as much as | love fucking
you?’ Sirus asked, hisvoice gravelly at Grey’s ear. “Will 1 want to taste every inch of his
body the way | crave learning yours?’ Letting go of Grey’sdick, Sirus pushed Grey’s
underwear and jeans down to his knees. “Will | think hisis as beautiful asyours?’
Somehow, through the mingling haze of pain and desire, Grey processed that Sirus
removed Grey’s shoes, socks, and the rest of his clothes, leaving him naked in every way.

All the while, Sirusdidn’t let up his verbal and mental torture. His wicked mouth
went right back to Grey’s ear. “Do you think he'll be eager to suck my cock, the way you
are?’ Sirus pushed two fingersinto Grey’ s mouth and started an abbreviated, fucking
motion. “Will hetake it all the way down and make me scream, the way you do?’ He
added athird finger and filled Grey’ s mouth to the throat.

Like a starving man, Grey lapped and sucked at Sirus's fingers. Moaning, sipping to
aplace of pure reaction, Grey anointed the salty flesh of Sirus's digits, remembering the
feel of blowing histhick cock.

Sirus dipped hisfingers out of Grey’s mouth, leaving him bereft. Hot breath
constantly tormented Grey’ s nape, never letting him forget Sirus loomed close, pulling
every raw response out of Grey like a puppet on astring. Sirus's arm forged in between
their bodies, and the agonizing sweetness of hisfingers on Grey’s asshole had Grey
whimpering. Pressure played with Grey’ s pucker, ever more insistent with every swipe of
Sirus's rough fingertips, making Grey squirm. Sirus licked at the shell of Grey’s ear and
flicked his tongue into the opening.

Srus s voice, Svengali-like and low, whispered, “Will Noah's ass be hot and tight,
and cling to my cock the way yours does?’ Right then, Sirus shoved two fingers home,
breaching Grey’ s asshole in one sure thrust.

Grey jerked and his cock spiked at the invasion, unprepared, even though he had
known it was coming. He bit his lip to keep from crying out; only thistime he did it
because it was so damn good he almost couldn’t stand to feel it. Sirus penetrated Grey’s
channel again and again with full, deep strokes, scissoring his fingers and exquisitely
widening Grey’ s entrance, making Grey’ s legs shake as he struggled to accept every layer
of sensation without coming. When Sirus forced a third finger inside and started a
corkscrewing motion, Grey shuddered, his mouth falling open. He grabbed onto the open
refrigerator door, clutching the width in his fingers, keening through the pleasure of what
Sirusdid to him.

Sirus wrapped his arm around Grey’ s chest, holding him upright as he plowed his



fingersin and out of Grey’s anus. “Y ou think Noah will respond so completely to me
being inside his ass, like you' re doing right now?’ Sirus's taunting invaded Grey’s mind,
consumed him and spurred his emotions as invasively as the man’sfingersdid in his
rectum. “Y ou think | can make him hard and make him come without doing anything
other than plugging his hole, the way | can with you?’ Sirus shifted hisfingersin Grey’s
body and crooked the tips over Grey’s kill spot, shooting direct lines of zinging joy to
every corner of Grey’s being, pushing him into overdrive.

His body and mind weakened with longing and wanting, Grey felt asif he hung
suspended from Sirus's arm and fingers; his balls painfully full, and his cock aching with
the need to release. He shoved his ass back on Sirus's embedded digits, trying to find that
one extratouch that would throw him into orgasm. Grey reached, searched, almost
sobbing for it, but couldn’t make himself come.

“Should | walk away from you right now and invite Noah into my bed?’ Sirus said,
dipping the wordsinto Grey’s soul. “Leave you unfulfilled and go fuck him, hold him,
love him, theway | do you?’ Hisfingers started to slide from Grey’s ass, and Grey had
never felt so frightened and alone in hislife. Thefinal inch of Sirus' sfingersleft Grey’'s
body, left him, and Grey’s entire world went hazy red. “ Tell me to leave you—"

No!

Rage and loss tore through Grey, leaving him ragged and raw. He spun around and
grabbed Sirus by the neck, yanking him in until mere inches separated their faces. His
bare chest brushed against Sirus's jacket with every heavy breath they shared. “Y ou are
mine,” Grey uttered, his voice so guttural he didn’'t recognize it as hisown. “I don’t care
that you're angry at me, or what you fucking think | tried to do to you today; you are
mine.” Histhroat clogged, and he barely scratched out the words. “1 wasn’t trying to
change you or hurt you.” He crushed his mouth on Sirus's, clinging in desperation. His
fingers brushed through the hair at Sirus’'s nape, and he somehow pulled the man even
closer, whispering against his mouth in between kisses. “| swear | wasn’t.”

“1 know.” His eyes unnaturally bright, Sirus held Grey’ s head in his bruising hold,
angling his mouth for a deeper kiss. Tongues swirled and fused together, bringing light
back into the brief darkness of Grey’sworld. “Now.” Sirus scraped his lips against
Grey’s, sipping there. “1 know now.”

Grey dug hisfingersinto Sirus's coat, possessive fire scorching atrail right through
his core. “You’d better have told Noah to get the hell out.” He pulled on the bigger man,
stumbling them both into the counter. “He better fucking never try to shield you from me
again.”

“Noah understands how | feel about you now,” Sirus said in between kisses. He
tilted Grey’ s head back and nuzzled into his neck, sucking the sensitive flesh there. “He
knows the score.”

Hardness coated a shell around Grey’ s fear, making his voice harsh. “Y ou belong to
me.” Insecurity smothered the softness his soul ached to give Sirus. “He can't have you.”

“| want to be yours.” Sirusdid hislipsall over Grey’sface, leaving not an inch of it
untouched. “Just yours. | don’t want anyone else.”

A crack in the foundation of Grey’ sresolve to stay strong weakened his knees, but
he fought to stay upright. “I gave you my ass.” Roughness filled his voice and his throat
was tight, hurting like hell, but he couldn’t shut up. “ That better fucking mean something
toyou.”



“It does.” Sirus broke the savage depth of their kiss and pulled back, putting a small
distance between them. His chest rose and fell in visible waves, breathless, but his eyes
were clear and focused, and trained right on Grey. He lifted his hand and swept his
knuckles softly over Grey’s cheek. With acatch in hisvoice, Sirus said, “ It means
everything to me.” He held Grey’ s gaze, keeping him prisoner with just his eyes. “You
mean everything to me.”

“Oh, Christ.” Unsteady, unable to catch himself and pull back, Grey fell. “I love
you.” He mangled the words with the depth of his emotions, and he shook all over. “I
love you.” Complete vulnerability rocked through him, and he turned away, terrified to
let Sirus see such need in his eyes. The words just kept spilling out, though, ones he had
never spoken to anyone in thisway before. “I love you.”

“1 know.” Sirus dlid his hand around Grey’ s waist, and Grey swore the other man
knew he needed the extra strength to help hold him up. The brush of Sirus's hand dlid
across Grey’ s lower back, the warmth creating a shiver. The snap of a button and the soft
sigh of azipper caught the evening air, and then the rigid length of Sirus's cock did
between the cheeks of Grey’s ass, teasing his pucker and crack. “I love you too,
Greyson,” Sirusfinally said softly, and tore right through what was left of Grey’s cool.
He kissed the side of Grey’s neck. “Always.”

“Oh fuck.” Grey’slegs buckled, the enormity of hearing Sirus say those wordsto
him—and knowing they were true—stol e the strength right from his body.

“Shh, shh, it'sall right.” Sirustook hold of Grey and dlid them both down the
cabinets to the floor. They landed with Grey on Sirus'slap, hislegs spread wide on either
side of Sirus's open thighs. Holding Grey around the waist with one arm, Sirus reached
out and knocked the tray of butter off the shelf in the fridge, letting it fall the short
distance to the floor. He smeared his fingersin the oily stuff and lifted Grey just afew
inches, lubing Grey’s hole. Sirus fitted the head of his cock to Grey’ s tender ring,
drawing a whimpering gasp of need from Grey. “ Slide down, baby,” Sirus said, pressing
on Grey’slower belly, “and take meinside.”

Grey did as ordered, moaning at the pure, physical rightness of Sirus penetrating his
body and making them one. His eyelids dlid closed, his head fell back against Sirus's
shoulder, and he blocked out every single thing in the world except the thick length of
Sirus's shaft pushing deep into his ass. Grey’ s passage was still sore from the newness of
fucking this way, but he welcomed the slight pain that mixed and became confused with
the pleasure, knowing now that with Sirus this meant he was alive. With Sirus, Grey
wanted to experience everything. And he wanted it forever.

Lips brushed against Grey’ s temple, and then the flick of awarm tongue. “Look at
me, Greyson,” Sirus said, his voice husky and alittle bit harsh. “Don’t hide. Not
anymore. Not from me.”

Turning his head, Grey opened his eyes and found Sirus's loving gaze waiting for
him, and he fought down the need to cry.

“No. Not hiding,” Grey promised. He touched Sirus's stubbly cheek, and it looked
like Sirus fought tears. “Just...” Helooked into Sirus's eyes, falling into their depths,
while at the same time breathed through the stuffed-full sensation the man’s hard cock
wreaked in his ass. “Fedling.” The scrape of the zipper on Sirus's jacket rubbed Grey’s
bare back, and the fabric of his barely opened jeans scratched Grey’ s buttocks too. Sirus's
fingers dug into Grey’slegs, holding him spread open, pulling a Grey’sinner thigh



muscles in the most exquisite way. Cool air caressed the front half of Grey’s body, but
every inch of hisflesh that touched Sirus burned hot enough to scorch his skin. Early cum
leaked in a steady stream down Grey’ s rearing erection, and his balls were pulled up tight
againgt his body, painfully so. “Feeling everything; for the first time.” Grey gritted his
teeth, fighting the onglaught of release, struggling to process everything and make this
moment last forever. He stared into Sirus' s slate eyes, and tumbled the rest of the way
home. “ Because of you.”

Sirus's pupils flared, blackness nearly overtaking the silver. “Son of a...” Heleft the
curseintheair and latched onto Grey’ s mouth in a bruising kiss, and at the same time
surged up with his hips and stabbed his cock deep into Grey’s ass. Grey jerked and cried
out, but never took his mouth off Sirus's, craving the mingling of need and desire more
than his next breath. Sirus curled his hands under Grey’ s upper thighs and manipul ated
Grey’ s movement, lifting and lowering Grey’ s ass to dlide up and down his piercing
length, sending Grey’s channel wallsinto arippling frenzy.

“Oh yeah, oh yeah...” Grey clamped his teeth, biting Sirus's lower lip as he bore
down and squeezed his chute all around Sirus's embedded cock. Blinding pleasure raced
through him and tingled every nerve ending in his body to life. Sirus groaned and let go
of Grey’slegs, but quickly snaked one arm around Grey’ s waist and tied them together in
the middle. He jerked his other hand up and down Grey’ s rock-hard dick in a suffocating
tight grip, rendering Grey temporarily incapable of anything more than grunting and
moaning.

Grey’ s rectum flamed with the heat of Sirus' sinvasion, but he needed the scorching-
hot fire of friction or he thought he might die. His upper body fell forward, and he shifted
his legs, bending at the knee as he planted his hands on Sirus's jean-covered knees,
searching for ahold. He dropped his head and his mouth hung open, his hair dripping
sweat as he started to pound his ass down on Sirus's cock in shallow, fast strokes. Grey’s
knees lost traction on the hardwood floor, spreading wider and wider with every hard
fuck. Hisleft foot eventually hit the edge of the refrigerator and gave him a hold, but
Grey didn’t care how he looked; he only cared about Sirus and coming.

His nuts crying for release, Grey became afrenzy of erratic gyrating as he pummeled
his aching passage down on Sirus's massive penis. “Fuck me; oh yeah, fuck me good.”
He howled low with the fierce stabbing of Sirus's member into his hole. “Again, again.”
Grey couldn’t keep the need or pleading out of hisvoice, and no longer cared. “Oh,
Christ, make me come for you.”

Sirus yanked Grey back up to his chest and fused their mouths together in a hard
kiss. He buried a hand between Grey’ s legs, but forewent his cock and balls. He went
right past them straight to the pulled-tight, thin membrane of skin between Grey’s anus
and scrotum, and gave it agood, hard rub with his butter-dicked fingers.

Grey exploded on contact, shouting into Sirus as his entire body convulsed on top of
the other man, shuddering as orgasm took him over completely. His channel squeezed
mightily and repeatedly around Sirus's cock, triggering not only a second wave of
orgasm in himself, but pushed Sirus there too. Sirus held onto Grey with a bruising hold
as his cock swelled in Grey’ s ass, and then pumped within, filling Grey’s rectum with
steaming lines of cum. At the sametime, Grey grabbed his cock and directed it upward,
spraying aridiculous, endless amount of seed, splashing the warm liquid onto his
stomach, chest, and Sirus' s forearm. All the while, Grey kissed Sirus with every ounce of



love in him, trying to invade the man, infect him, brand him, in every single way.
He had to.
Grey wasterrified.
Nothing was resolved between them, but he didn’t want this to ever end.



Chapter Twenty

Sirus's head fell back against the cabinet; he exhaled, exhausted, as the last wave of
orgasm rippled through him.

Good God. He had never had sex with anyone in the way he'd just had with Grey.

Never had sex with someone he loved so deeply, who also loved him back.

Holy shit. How in the hell did | fall so fast?

Grey suddenly tensed on top of Sirus, and started to pull away.

Sirus flexed hisarm in an even tighter band around Grey’ s middle, holding himin
place. “No way.” He finally eased hisfingers off Grey’s perineum, but deliberately kept
his dick tucked all the way inside the man’ stight ass. “Y ou’ re not going anywhere yet.
We're not done talking.” Sirus smiled, but didn’t have the energy to lift his head. “ God
willing, we never will be.”

Grey’ s muscles bulked up tight on top of Sirus for along, drawn out moment,
pushing against the python-snug hold of Sirus's arm. It felt like the man waged an
internal war, but he eventually relaxed and leaned into Sirus once again.

Swallowing the shout of victory, Sirusrolled his head and pecked a kiss against
Grey’s sweat-soaked hair. Under al his clothing, Sirus perspired like hell too. He didn’t
dare make a move to remove them though; that would mean letting Grey go.

Not gonna happen.

At least, not any time soon.

“That was mean as hell of you,” Grey eventually said, his voice still unnaturally
scratchy. “ Taunting me with threats of going to Noah.”

“Never achance of it happening,” Sirus murmured. “Deep down, you know that.” He
rubbed hisfingers over Grey’s stomach, his heart constricting at the pain he caused Grey,
no matter how temporary. “Y ou needed to see it though, in your mind, to know how
much it would bother you if | ended up with another man.”

Grey snorted, and Sirus swore herolled hiseyes. “I didn’t need the extra visual,
thank you very much.” He shifted his legs, grunting as he unfolded them one at atime
and let them fall straight next to Sirus' s jeans clad ones. Sirus held on to Grey’s middle
the whole time, never letting him move far enough apart to risk his semi-hard penis
dipping from the smothering hold of Grey’s passage.

Picking at Sirus's bunched up jeans, Grey added, “It bothered me plenty enough to
see Noah in your studio, protecting you like that ... from me. Goddamnit.” Fire erupted
in Grey’svoice again, exciting the hell out of Sirus. Thiswas his Grey. Therea one
beneath the cool fagade. “He dared to protect you from me. | wanted to kill him.”

“He thought you were trying to hurt me,” Sirus explained. “When you shoved me up
on my worktable, my head banged into the surface pretty damn hard.”

“I"'m sorry.” Grey turned his head and looked at Sirus, his hazel eyes deepening to
nearly green as he searched Sirus' s face. “1 didn’t mean to do that. | was about one
second away from crawling on top of you and probably tearing off your clothesto fuck
you. | was so angry at your accusation | could barely speak, but | was strung too tight
with too many emotions to turn around and walk away.” Hisjaw clenching, and his eyes
narrowing, Grey started to look a bit like a trapped animal. “ At least until Noah showed



up and played a damned effective knight in shining armor. Y ou were right behind him, as
if you were hiding from me, and then when you put your hand on him... Well, it looked
to me like that’ s where you wanted to be.”

“1 don’t. You never have to worry about that.” Sirus caressed Grey’s face, trying to
soothe away the hardness still living there. “1 promise. Noah didn’t know the full scope
of what went down between us, and he reacted to the final piece he witnessed with his
own eyes. There wasn't anything more to it than that.”

“That man has feelings for you,” Grey said. Certainty sharpened his gaze. “Trust me
when | say there was alittle more to his quick jump to help you than ssimply lending a
fellow citizen ahand.”

“That man is struggling to find a place where he can admit to his family and friends
that he's gay.” Sirus closed his eyes, breathing through the short conversation he'd shared
with Noah, and the sheer volume of emotions Noah had radiated during those few
minutes. When Sirus pulled himself together, he faced Grey again. “Noah has children,
and he has been married for along time. He' sin hisforties, and he' s just now facing who
heis. Try to imagine that, and then tell me you don’'t have any sympathy for how mixed
up hisfeelings and life must be right now.”

“l didn’t say | don’t have any sympathy for him.” Grey bit off each word, and
tension filled his body once more. “Again, don't put wordsin my mouth. That’s what
pissed me off so much earlier.”

Sirusimmediately put hisforehead to Grey’s, kissing away the hard line of hislips.
“Okay, okay; I'm sorry,” he whispered. “You'reright. | did do that. Both times.”

Grey pulled back, but he did link his hand over Sirus s against his stomach. “What |
said was that Noah has feglings for you. At the very least, he has a crush, if not more.”
Grey still looked alittle surly, and Sirus had to bite down alaugh. His man was allittle
jealous, and it was sweet to see.

“Whatever Noah has will pass, and it’s not reciprocated.” As much as Sirus loved
and was committed to Grey, he didn’t feel it was right to discuss the feelings Noah
admitted to having for him. The man knew they couldn’t go anywhere, he spoke very
clearly about intending to work past them, and about not letting them interferein their
growing friendship. Sirus believed him. “Mainly Noah wanted to apologize to me for
speaking to you at the diner.” Sirus arched a brow. Grey had certainly not told him
anything about said conversation, although it did make the certainty of Grey’sreads on
Noah so much clearer. “He realized he overstepped his bounds, and he was afraid he
might have hurt something you and | were trying to build.”

“And then he saw me attacking you and probably wished he'd interfered some
more.” The grumble stayed in Grey’s voice for amoment, but then his eyes softened. “I
am so sorry | cracked your head against the table like that.” He wrapped his arm around
Sirus' sthroat and tried to reach around to the back of his head. “ Are you okay?’

Grey’ sfingers probed at the back of Sirus's skull, but Sirus grabbed his hand and
pushed it down to his side, trapping it there. “I’'m fine,” Sirus said. He figured he would
have a little bump and maybe a headache later, but nothing more than that. “My head is
as hard asit looks.”

“And what about the other?’ Grey glanced away, and when he came back, his eyes
were shadowed. “ Are you fine with me introducing you to Rebecca? Or do you still
believe | had ugly motives for what | did?’



“l don't... No...” Siruslet go of Grey’s hand and ground his knuckles into the floor.
Banked hurt lived in Grey’ s hazel eyes, and it cut Sirus up inside that he had put it there.
“Let me seeif | can have thisall make sense.” God, pleaselet Grey understand me. “I see
now that you genuinely thought you were doing something good for me. You did it in
your way, the way you understand and know how to, which isto team someone up with a
person who can hopefully make them commercially successful and wealthy. That’s what
you do; it’s how your brain operates. I’m not judging it or saying it's a bad thing, believe
me. I’ ve seen you incredibly focused when you’ re working on something, and it’ s totally
sexy. | just got so damn angry because | thought you were ignoring everything | ever
tried to tell you about my art and where | placeit in my life. Creating is something | love
and do on the side, and it seemed like you were trying to push meinto aplace | have no
interest in going so that | wasamore ... | don’t know, respectable person in your world. |
was angry and | got insecure, and all | could think was that you wanted me to sell to
Rebecca because you didn’t think | was special enough just as| am. Once | got past my
initial flash of anger | saw that you truly didn’t understand my position and thought you
were doing something really nice because you care about me and thought it would make
me happy.”

Grey pursed hislips, and his eyes became very focused on a point across the kitchen.
It looked like he chewed on his cheek, and his fingers drummed a one, two, three beat on
the back of Sirus' s hand. He wiggled on Sirus's lap, reminding Sirus with a sharp jolt of
pleasure that he still had his cock embedded in the man’s ass.

Seemingly completely unaware of the effect his shifting had on Sirus s dick, Grey
suddenly swung his head back around to face Sirus. “Don’'t get defensive.” he started.
“1’m just asking a question, not trying to nudge you away from your position. But can |
ask you why you’ re so opposed to making aleap into a more commercial market with
your art? Do you think it’s selling out, or that you' |l lose creative control; something like
that?’ Grey clamped his hand on Sirus's mouth. “I’m not trying to change your mind; |
just want to understand where you’ re coming from. Y our view isleaps and bounds away
from theworld | function in on adaily basis, and | guess for that reason | cannot wrap my
brain around it. All right,” he took his hand away, “you can answer now.”

“Geg, thanks,” Sirus said dryly, but pecked aquick kiss on Grey’slips. He rubbed
his thumb back and forth on Grey’s jaw while searching his mind for words that Grey’s
way of thinking could understand. “Painting, sculpting, drawing, carving; it'sall such a
wonderful outlet and release for me. It always has been. | get to go into my shed and just
let myself go, not ever having to think or worry about anything other than what I’m doing
right in that moment. | don’'t ever want to stop loving what | do in there or have
something practical infect it. | don’t want my art to become ajob that | have to do to earn
aliving. | don’'t want to resent something that has given me peace and joy all the way
back to when | was akid.

“1 also don't want to ever feel like | can’t attempt something completely new and fall
at it miserably because | can’t afford to giveit atry.” Passion infused Sirus' svoice,
making it sharp and strong. “I don’t want my income and livelihood to depend on art.”

He focused in on Grey, hisvision for hisfuture clear. “Aside from all that, | do own my
ownrig, and | do like driving my truck. It’s actually one of my greatest sources of finding
new thingsto try in my art. Some of the unusual stuff you see at my placeisn’t bornin
my imagination. Take the three dimensional piece | have in my bedroom, for example. |



saw a bunch of piecesin that style when | was in Kentucky. | thought they were
interesting, | spent a good amount of time studying them and talking to the artist about
them, then | came home and gave it a shot myself. Nothing much really came of it; |
didn’t have the hand for it, but for better than six months | enjoyed the hell out of trying.”
He shrugged, out of steam. “That’s what my art isto me, not abusiness. That'sit.”

Grey nodded, but the eyes of a hawk still studied Sirus. “Hear me out.” Grey didn’t
blink, but his voice was conversational, not instructive. “Thisiswhat | do, and you're
rightinalot of ways, | can’'t turn it off. For you, there is the option of giving Rebecca
two or three pieces ayear, if that’s all you' re comfortable creating for high-end sales. If
you're firm about your position with Rebecca, and you tell her you’' re not interested in
putting yourself in the middle of abig show or meeting clients, then just say so. Sheisa
businesswoman with a good eye, and she is not going to risk pushing you away by
demanding more. Y ou can continue to drive your truck while at the same time give
Rebecca—or someone else—the occasional piece to sell. Even Ginny, since | would
imagine you have a friendship with her.” Certainty and confidence lived in Grey’s eyes,
and Sirus knew this was the Grey that thrived in hiswork. “There is middle ground,
Sirus. It doesn’t have to be all or nothing. Y ou can be financially successful with your art
and continue to drive your rig, on your own terms.”

Sirus chuckled, his heart feeling truly light for the first time since starting this fling
with Grey. “Y eah, but you're an al or nothing kind of guy, Grey, so when you brought
Rebeccato my shed | thought you were trying to turn me into a career artist. Someone
you can brag about to your friends.” It was amazing to Sirus that he could hear alaughin
his voice even though he spoke about such a sensitive subject. His heart kicked into
overdrive with a skitter of nervous racing, just thinking about searching for amiddie
ground with his art.

Just as quickly, Sirus shivered beneath his layers of clothing as he slipped back to the
flaring tempers of a short while ago. “I’m sorry | snapped in front of you earlier, and |
apologize for shouting over your attempts to explain yourself. Y ou eventually got this
cold look in your eyes, and you scared the shit out of me when you so coolly walked
away. | thought you were coming here to pack your bags and leave.”

“l was.” Grey dropped his head back against the counter again. He looked weary,
and Sirus's chest ached for his struggle to open himself to another human being. “I
started to do it, but | stopped to get adrink.” His eyelids fell to half-mast and his Adam’s
apple worked overtime. “Christ, I’ ve never felt so much for one person before, and I’ ve
never hurt in the way | did when you accused me of not thinking you were good enough
for me.” He turned his head and looked right into Sirus's eyes, no longer hiding the
brightness shining in his. “Nothing could be further from the truth. But when you thought
| did...” Grey exhaled shakily. “I just wanted to get the hell away from everything you
were making mefedl. | figured the quickest way to do that would be to get far away from
you.”

Cupping Grey’s cheek, Sirus's hand trembled. “1 would have followed you.” His
body shook with wanting, but his voice remained rock steady. “1 would have chased you
down and demanded that you talk to me. | am not Joe.” He kissed the protest out of Grey
beforeit left hislips, and then curled his hand around the man’s neck. “1 would not have
let you dlip away without afight.” They touched foreheads, their gazes holding one
another. “Maybe not even then.”



Grey wound his arm around Sirus’'s neck and closed the small distance between them
with a desperate tasting, clinging kiss. Their upper bodies contorted to somehow face one
another, while their cores remained connected through the unyielding grasp of Sirus's
arm around Grey’ swaist. Grey dug his fingersinto Sirus's jaw and forced his mouth
open, deepening the kiss with the rough thrust of histongue. Mutual moans of pleasure
escaped Sirus and Grey as Sirus' s penis grew hard in Grey’ s ass, pushing at Grey’s
channel and ring once again. Their kiss turned hot, wet and messy, aggressive with
shared need for more.

Suddenly, Grey pushed his hand between their mouths, breaking the kiss as fast as
he'd started it. “Wait, wait.” He panted heavily, fanning quick breaths of warm air over
Sirus' sface. “Help me.” His eyes were a mixture of open lust and raw fear, and both
seeped into the roughness of histone. “ Tell me how we' re going to make this work. |
need to know.”

S0, so like my Grey. He needs a definite, clear answer. Offering a gentle smile, Sirus
said, “You aready gave us the answer, baby.” He brushed his fingers through Grey’s
hair, taming the drying thickness. “Middle ground. We just have to find middle ground.
With our jobs, with where we live; whatever we need to make work, we will compromise
and make it happen.”

Grey’s chest heaved with a sharp intake of breath, and hope lit hiseyes. “1 can do
that.” His voice held such earnestness Sirus fell in love with the man al over again. “I
can spend time up here with you. | want to. | like this place; | like being here with you.”

“I like Raleigh too. | can build alife there with you when you can’t be here.” Sirus
stepped through the fear of change, about everything. He could do no less than what he
asked of Grey. “Maybe reintroduce myself to Rebecca, to start.”

Grey’ s eyes widened, and Sirus could feel the pick-up in his heartbeat. “ Only if you
want to.” His voice held complete conviction. “I swear you don’t need to change
anything for me.”

“I know. | think | want to talk with her, and we' |l see what happens down the road.
But right now,” he circled his arms around Grey’ s chest and flipped them both forward,
facedown, onto the floor, “al | can think about is making love to you again.” Sirus
covered Grey’s back completely with the weight of his body, and with a hiss of pleasure,
pushed his cock al the way home.

Grey melted into the floor beneath Sirus, relaxing completely for the coupling.
“Christ, | love the way you feel inside me.” Grey moaned, the sound rolling all the way
through him as he nudged his backside up, teasing Sirus' s invading length. “Take me.
Please.”

Sirus chuckled and buried his face in the side of Grey’s head. He had never been
happier in hislife.

Kissing Grey’s temple, Sirus whispered seductively, “1 love it when you say please.”
Holding tightly to Grey’ s hands, Sirus started to move.



Epilogue

Grey smacked Sirus' s hand before it reached his neck. “ Stop fiddling with your tie,
babe.” He took Sirus's hand in his before the man could go for his attire again. “You're
gonna mess up the nice knot | tied for you.”

Sirus glared at Grey, and flashed his teeth with agrowl. “I don’t like getting al
dressed up. You're used to living in monkey suits like this; it's not comfortable to me. Il
touch if | want to.” He used his other hand and slipped his fingers into the neckline of his
dress shirt. “God, I'm sweating worse than when | have you spread open and am
pounding away at your ass.”

“Jesus, honey.” Grey’s neck heated, and so did his cock. He talked the latter down
while taking a fast ook around the performing arts center hall, seeing if anyone
overheard Sirus's comment. “At least get me in the bathroom before you say shit like
that.” Taking another discreet glance around the hall’ s foyer, Grey didn’t see his sister or
John, or anyone who looked remotely like Sirus. “I don’t think you want me meeting
your family sporting an erection.”

“Damn it, maybe this wasn’'t such agood idea.” Sirus had his eyes trained on the
series of front doors, tracking them back and forth. At the same time, he put afinger to
his mouth and started gnawing on a hangnail. “Maybe we shouldn’t have put so much
pressure on Diana’ s big night. We're stealing some of her thunder setting up this dinner.”

“Which she told you she would welcome with open arms.” Grey could feel the
tension running through Sirus, and he hurt for the meeting that might, or might not, take
place between the man and his mother tonight.

“Look at me.” Grey took Sirus'sface in his hands, and made his partner focus only
on him. “You don’t have to make any decisions tonight, no matter how Niatreats me. It
isnot going to change how | feel about you, and from what | know of the rest of your
family, it’s not going to influence whether they decide to accept me.” Grey had already
met Diana, and had spoken to Nic and Sirus's father on the phone afew times. “ Okay?’

“Okay.”

“You don't need to worry at al,” abeautiful blonde woman snuck up behind Sirus,
heading up a small entourage that included Kelsie and John, “ because some of us have
already met. In between finding out some dirt,” Dianawinked at Grey, “we aready like
each other just fine, with or without you.”

“Diana, you look beautiful.” Sirus hugged his sister while Grey hugged Kelsie and
shook John’s hand. “Y ou dlipped in without me seeing you.”

“Y ou need to calm down, big brother,” Diana said, asmile on her face. “I’'m the one
who' s supposed to be a nervous wreck tonight, not you.”

A man nearly as handsome as Sirus, but with dark brown eyes instead of gray,
tugged on Diana s hair, and then clasped Sirus' s hand in his, pulling himin for a brief
hug. “If it were up to her she'd have slinked in through the side and not faced anyone
until after she played. | grabbed her—"

“Scared the crap out of meis morelikeit,” Dianainterrupted. She shot the man a
glare that reminded Grey of the one Sirus often employed. Grey recognized the man’s
voice from their phone conversations as Nic. “One of the other cellists thought | was



being accosted.”

“But then | revealed that | know she pukes before every concert,” Nic shared, “and
he realized | must know her very well. He happily handed her over and said | was
welcome to hold her hair.”

“Oh, God.” Sirus burrowed his forehead into Grey’ s shoulder and shook his head.

“Y ou’re going to get two hours of this over dinner and are not going to want to be with
me anymore by the end of tonight.”

Grey bit down alaugh and wrapped his arm around Sirus, tucking his partner against
his chest. “Don’t worry about your colorful family.” He bussed a kiss to the side of
Sirus's hair, but smiled at Diana and Nic as he spoke. I can handle them.” He turned
Sirus around and angled his head in the direction of magenta hair, tattoos, and a multitude
of piercings. “You have met my sister, right?’

“Hey!” Kelsie whacked Grey in the arm with her purse. “ Pregnant woman here.” She
pointed at her rounded belly. “Benice.”

“1 was dragging Dianainside when | saw awoman with pink hair, and an imposing,
fierce looking dude with hisarm around her,” Nic said. “Figured that had to be the Kelsie
and John I’ ve heard so much about from Sirus.”

“So he went ahead and accosted her too,” Diana muttered. “Thank God | introduced
us really quickly because | think John was about slam Nic to the ground.”

A smile almost lifted John’s lips. “Nobody puts a hand on my wife.” His pale blue
eyes flashed with quick mirth. “Except me.”

Kelsierolled her eyes and rubbed her very pregnant stomach. “Y eah, | think they all
figured that out, McBride.”

Nic looked at Kelsie, and another fast grin lit up his dark eyes. “He put more than a
hand on you, Kelsie. Unless he has one hell of an immaculate touch.”

Sirus groaned, John blushed, and everyone else laughed. “In case you hadn’t figured
it out yet,” Sirusfinaly said, “thisis Nic.”

“| gathered.” Grey stuck out his hand. “Y our voice was familiar, and I’ ve heard
enough family stories by now to put two and two together the minute you spoke.” Grey’s
voice was dry, but he breathed a sigh of relief when Nic chuckled and shook his hand.
“Good to finally meet you.”

“Likewise,” Nic replied. With ablink of his eyes, the teasing man disappeared, and
only astone-cold serious older brother remained. “1’ve never heard more happinessin
Sirus' s voice than in the last few months since you'’ ve been together. 1’ ve heard through
Diana svidit that it’s clear you adore him. That makes you a welcome addition to the
family in my book.”

Grey’ s emotions rose to the surface and he found it difficult to swallow. “ Thank
you.” He dipped his head. “That means alot.”

“And that’s why we keep Nic around.” Sirus cuffed his brother’s neck and gave him
another fast hug. “He can be a poet when he cares.”

Sirus leaned back against Grey’s chest. He barely settled when he stood back up
straight, his eyes locked across the room. Grey followed his stare and immediately
recognized Nia Wilder, dressed in a beautiful, formal navy-colored gown. She held the
arm of abig, bruising man with salt and pepper hair, and behind them was a decent sized
group Grey could only assume were the rest of Sirus' s siblings and their spouses.

Nic turned too, and his demeanor altered again. He slipped his arm around Diana and



turned to Kelsie and John. “Why don’t you guys come with us, and I’ ll introduce you to
my other brothers and their wives?’ Nic's gaze shifted to Sirus and Grey, and Grey could
tell the man fought to grab Sirus and throw him behind his back.

Damn, Nic doesn’t know how thisis going to play out either.

Nic added, “W¢€'ll give you guys some time to do this alone, okay?’

Diana squeezed Sirus sarm. “Call usif you need us,” she said, but let Nic lead her
away. John and Kelsie followed.

Slipping his hand into Sirus' s again, Grey nodded. “Don’t worry. We'll be fine.”

Grey let the small group walk across the open hall and make some introductions
before turning Sirus to face him. Sirus's hands shook, and too much brightness brimmed
in his eyes, breaking Grey’ s heart.

“Look only at me,” Grey said. Once again, he took Sirus's face in his hands, holding
the other man until the light sparked in his beautiful deep gray eyes. Christ, Grey’s heart
ached for how much Sirus was till tied to his mother’ s choices, no matter how hard he
tried to sever that love. Mother and son had not spoken since that day monthsago in
Sirus's cabin. “Y ou okay to do this?’

Sirus exhaled slowly and rolled his neck, joints cracking. “I’m okay now.” His
shoulderslifted, and the small tremors left his body. He looked at Grey, and his normal
confidence infused hisvoice. “| promise.”

“Good.” Grey pressed a gentle kissto Sirus' slips, uncaring who saw them or what
they thought about two men as life mates. He pulled back and pecked another kiss on
each cheek, loving the hard mixed with the soft in this man. “I love you, Sirus. No matter
who does or doesn’'t walk over here, or how they treat me or you in the process, I'm still
gonnalove you and we're still going to be together. Y ou fought through too much of my
shit to get me to open up to you; I’'m not going to let anyone break us up now. Got me?”’

“Loud and clear.” Sirus lifted his hand and soothed Grey with histouch, as he always
did. “I love you too.”

A rough clearing of athroat broke the men apart. They both turned, and Grey stood
face-to-face with Sirus's imposing father and cool mother.

“Son,” Sirus' s father pulled Sirusinto a bear hold, “give your old man a hug.”

“Hi, Dad.” Sirus hugged Whit tightly, his flexing muscles straining against his suit
jacket ashedidit. “I’ve missed you.” A slight catch hitched his words.

“You too, kid.” Whit planted akiss on the top of his son’s head. “It has been too
long.”

Sirus' s gaze did to his mother, but Whit shifted and demanded Grey’s attention first.
“You must be Grey.” The guy stuck out his giant hand. He smiled suddenly, lighting up
his entire face in the same way the move did for Sirus. “It’ s nice to finally put aface with
the name and the voice. Good to meet you.”

A breath he hadn’t even realized he' d been holding escaped, almost making Grey
dizzy. He took Whit's hand and was met with a strong, sure handshake. “1t is my honor,
sir,” Grey said, humbled to meet the father of the man he loved. This man had no idea
how much Grey already admired the parent he was. “Truly, my honor.” Grey became
momentarily tongue-tied, and did a quick scan of his memory for the content of their few
talks. Yes. Grey smiled. “I look forward to a game of chesswhile I’min town. If you're
interested, of course.”

Whit clapped Grey on the shoulder and boomed with a burst of laughter. “Now



you're talking.” His granite eyes—Sirus' s an aimost perfect mirror of them—held only
welcome. “You give me acall and we'll set something up.”

Good Christ, Grey might just want afather after all. If it could be this man. “Will
do.”

Stepping back, Whit dlid his arm around Nia swaist. Nialooked up at her husband,
and Grey could only see lovein her eyes. It reminded him of the similar, gentle way she
looked at Sirus that morning on the porch.

Niashifted her attention to Sirus, and her chin wavered alittle bit. Grey dlipped his
hand into Sirus's and gave him areassuring squeeze. He breathed alittle easier when he
got a strong sgqueeze back.

We'll be all right, the hold conveyed. No matter what happens.

Nia opened her mouth, but snapped it shut again, and she put her attention on Grey.
“Mr. Cole,” she held out her hand, “it’s very nice to meet you. | hope we can talk over
dinner.” Her gaze dlid back to her son for amoment. Her eyes filled with moisture, and a
nervous smile lifted her lips. Something passed between them, and she came back to
Grey, her hand still outstretched. “I'd like to get to know my son’s partner, if you'll let
me.”

Grey brought Sirus’'s hand up to his lips and pressed a kiss to the back. As soon as he
let their hands fall clasped between them, Sirus did the same, and kissed Grey’ s hand.

Smiling, Grey finaly took Nia s hand in his and shook it. “Mrs. Wilder,” he said, his
heart full for Sirus, “it’ s very nice to meet you too.”

TheEnd
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