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Walking The Edge




Leo couldn’t have said what it was that woke
him up. Sometimes, a car driving down the quiet street in front of
the club sufficed to pull him out of a too light sleep. Sometimes,
one of his sleeping lovers shifted against him and roused him.
Sometimes, and he liked those occurrences best, a gentle hand, or
an even gentler mouth, settled on his cock and awakened it, and
him.

Neither of his companions stirred, however,
as he drifted out of sleep. He slowly became aware of Lisa resting
behind him while Brett lay in front of him, an arm thrown over his
waist, close enough that their semi-hard cocks rested together.
Awakening further, he instinctively started arching his hips
forward, seeking contact and friction. Brett’s cock responded in
kind, hardening against his own. He reached between them to let his
fingers play on Brett’s skin, and was disappointed by the grumbling
reaction his touch received.

“Com’ on, Leo. Some ‘f us need sleep.”

Brett rolled
away and onto his stomach, muttering something about “ungodly
hours”. Leo glared at him, to no avail. Brett wasn’t so touchy
about the time when he
was the one to wake up with a hard on. This
cursed day promised to reach new heights in disappointment.
Unless…

Abandoning Brett as a lost cause, at least
for the moment, Leo turned toward Lisa. She was lying on her
stomach, strands of hair covering her face on the pillow. He rested
his hand on her shoulder and let it slide down her back to her ass.
Goosebumps formed beneath his fingers and she moved a little, even
murmured softly. He caressed all the way back to her neck and
brushed her hair away.

“Lisa…” he said, getting closer so that their
lips touched. “Are you asleep?”

“Mmm.”

He traced her lips with the tip of his
tongue. When she didn’t respond, he leaned in to press light kisses
on her shoulder.

“Lovely, lovely Lisa,” he said against her
skin. “Beautiful Beth.”

“Honey words,” she mumbled. “Sweet and
sticky.”

He chuckled soundlessly. “Sticky?”

His amusement faded when she rolled onto her
side and away from him. Could he be so unlucky that, today of all
days, both his lovers would reject him?

She reached blindly behind her, however,
taking hold of his cock, and shuffled back onto the bed. Leo rested
a hand on her hip as she opened herself to him and guided him into
her from behind. He rocked against her gently, slowly. She moved
very little against him, still half asleep, but he didn’t mind her
being passive for once. He cupped her right breast and massaged it
until the nipple hardened against his palm before switching to the
left. She purred, the sound low and kittenish. He continued to
thrust into her, keeping his movements to a minimum, teasing both
of them at once.

After a few minutes, he felt Brett move
behind him, and heard the rhythm of his heartbeat pick up. He was
awakening at last, and he wouldn’t be complaining anymore, if the
heady scent of lust drifting from him was any indication. Warm
fingers grabbed Leo’s hip. They held on tightly for a moment, then
retreated. When they returned, slick and cool, they smeared a wet
trail against Leo’s ass before pressing inside him.

Leo never stopped moving as Brett prepared
him, but he slowed down when he felt the head of Brett’s cock nudge
at his opening. Inch by inch, Brett entered him, stretching him and
filling him with the burn of pleasure. Leo breathed deeply through
his nose, taking in the mixed scents of his lovers and his own.
When he let the air out again, it was with a contented sigh.

Half a year had passed since the three of
them had first shared a bed. When they moved like this, however,
when each slide, each thrust brought pleasure to all of them, Leo
let himself believe they had always been together, and always would
be.

With every minute movement forward, he buried
himself inside Lisa. Every time he pulled back, Brett’s cock slid
farther inside him. His hand played over Lisa, going from her
nipples to her clit in languorous slides of barely there fingers.
Brett’s hand had returned to his hip and was clutching it hard,
possessively. Each sensation built on the others and intensified
them until pleasure suffused his body. He couldn’t bear to keep a
slow tempo now, he had to move faster, reach out for that elusive
flame that would turn the warmth inside him to an inferno. He tried
to move faster, but both Lisa and Brett thwarted his efforts. Lisa
shuffled back until her back was tight against his chest while
Brett pressed their bodies together.

Frustration threatened to overwhelm him.
Before it could, however, before he could give voice to his need,
Lisa took hold of his hand and brought his wrist to her mouth. He
tensed as he waited for the bite he knew was coming. Her fangs
descended slowly, teasing his flesh before they pierced it. Caught
in the sensation, he didn’t notice Brett’s movements until a warm
mouth pressed to the crook of his neck and sucked hard, just a
second or two before Lisa finally bit him. She shuddered and
moaned. The sound was almost a physical touch against the sensitive
skin of his wrist. His orgasm rolled through him without warning,
causing him to buck between his lovers.

They clung to each other as pleasure crashed
over the three of them in slow, powerful waves. The moment was
sheer perfection, Leo thought, contented. Two words changed
everything.

“Happy birthday,” Lisa murmured as she let go
of his wrist.

With pleasure still coursing through him, it
took him a few seconds to realize what she had said. He tensed at
once, biting back a groan, and waited. He hoped Brett hadn’t heard.
She had spoken so softly, maybe—

“It’s your birthday?” Brett asked, his mouth
still brushing against Leo’s neck.

Leo wanted to curse. He gave Lisa a nasty
look, but she still faced away from him.

“Yeah, it is. No big deal.”

Even as he said the words, he knew Brett
wouldn’t let it go so easily. He’d been more than persistent when,
three months earlier, Leo had let slip that it happened to be
Lisa’s birthday. He remembered the filthy glare she had given him
then, and he realized why she had mentioned it was his birthday. It
was payback, pure and simple, and it was just like her to get
revenge while also making sure that Leo would get something out of
it.

He kissed her shoulder then wiggled between
them, creating a little room so he could sit up. Careful not to
jostle Lisa, he climbed over her and out of the bed. She caught his
hand before he could walk away. He looked back at her.

“You OK?” she said.

Her eyes were wide open and he could smell
the slightly musty aroma of worry mixing with the deeper scent of
lust. He forced a smile to his lips, though he doubted she could
see it with the only light in the room—the sunlight frame around
the drapes—behind him.

“Fine. Just not sleepy anymore. I’ll go watch
some TV.”

She held on to his hand, squeezing it before
she let go. Leo watched her and Brett a little longer. She moved
back in the bed until she found Brett’s heat, and he threw an arm
over her, drawing her even closer. For a second, Leo wanted to join
them again, let them wrap themselves around him and anchor him. He
shook his head and pushed himself into movement. He was too old to
want a hug and a cuddle because he felt a dark mood rising; much
too old to brood over the passage of time and the return of another
birthday.

He tried to chase his mood away with a hot
shower followed by a glass of warmed blood. It didn’t work. Decades
had passed since he had been turned. With each birthday, the
realization returned—this was his life. He wouldn’t grow old. He
wouldn’t have children, or grandchildren, or anything that
resembled a true family. Each year brought him no closer to
anything, and even good years—and this was turning out to be a good
year, both Lisa and Brett saw to that—did not alleviate his fear
that he would be alone in the end.




* * * *




The bedroom door closed with a quiet sound.
Lisa thought about following Leo for a moment; she hadn’t meant to
upset him but it seemed she had. Her body had other ideas though,
and, feeling contented and warm, she started drifting back into
sleep, clinging to the thought that she would make it up to him
later.

“His birthday, huh?” Brett said. “And I guess
if I ask how old he is I’ll get the same answer you gave me.”

One day, Leo and Brett would understand that
she wasn’t a morning person. Vampires rarely were, and Leo was an
exception to that rule. She didn’t mind a round of fucking or two
to start her day, but conversations were beyond her. She only
answered with a grunt, hoping that Brett would take the hint. It
had been too much to hope for, however.

“I’ve got to get him something,” he said
after a moment, jostling her awake again despite the quietness of
his voice.

She didn’t think he’d been talking to her and
so she didn’t respond.

“What the hell am I going to get him? What
would he even like?”

She groaned.
Could he possibly be that hopeless? “You live with him. Don’t you
know him at all?”

His next whispered words caressed her cheek.
“What are you getting him?”

She opened her eyes at that, blinking several
times as her body demanded more sleep. He wouldn’t let it drop,
would he? She should have waited for later in the day to tell him
it was Leo’s birthday.

“We stopped the gifts long ago,” she said,
her last word ending on a yawn.

“Then why did you mention it was his
birthday?”

She sighed, giving up on sleep. “Because you
got me something on mine. It’s only fair you get him something
too.”

“Fair?”

He chuckled. She turned onto her side to see
him better. Even in the faint light seeping around the drapes, she
could see his smile.

“Do you know how strange that is?” he said,
his voice still colored by his amusement. “My girlf—”

“Don’t call me that.”

In the past year and half, she had asked him
more than once not to use that word. It still slipped out, every
now and then, and she corrected him every time. She did so without
anger or impatience, but on a tone that left him no doubt that she
wasn’t joking.

“Fine.
My lover pushed me toward another man, and now she’s trying to help
me—”

“Help you get lucky, yes.”

He moved up to lean onto his elbow. His
amusement had faded, and now he looked puzzled. “Why? You’ve got us
both in your bed. What does it matter to you if we get along?”

Mirroring his position, she rested her cheek
against her open palm. The three of them had been living together
for almost six months, and more than once she had guessed that her
actions still puzzled Brett. She was a little surprised it had
taken him so long to bring it up.

“It matters,” she said, “because I want you
to be happy.”

One corner of his mouth curled up in a
strange smile. “I am. And I was before you brought him in.”

“Were you?” She held his gaze, searching for
the truth, finding what she already knew lay there. “You want
things from me that I can’t give you. Words I won’t say—”

“Lisa, don’t—”

She raised a hand to his face and pressed a
finger to his lips, shushing him. “No, let me finish. I know you. I
know Leo. And I know myself. You two can give each other what I
can’t give either of you. You already started. From the first days
he spent with us, you did it, touched him in a way I never could,
made him understand what I had given up on showing him.” She paused
as memories of a stake in her hand and ashes beneath her
resurfaced, bringing along the phantom pain of a broken link. She
pushed the memories and pain away and kept her voice steady as she
finished. “Helped him leave our Sire.”

Something must have shown on her face or
voice of what had been going on in her mind. Brett looked a little
worried, or maybe sad. He pursed his lips to kiss the finger still
pressed to his mouth then, taking hold of her wrist, he moved her
hand up to kiss her palm. Lisa lay back down, resting her head on
the pillow again, and observed him as he processed her words.

“What do you think he can give me?” he asked
after a few moments.

She had to smile at the hopeful tone of his
voice.

“That’s for the two of you to figure out. I’m
just helping you find the way.” She yawned again, belatedly
covering her mouth with her hand. It was much too early for this
kind of conversation—much too early for her to be up, period. She
burrowed back into the covers, her eyes already closed when she
said: “If you want to make an impression, get him a bike.”

“A bike?”

“Motorcycle. A racing one. Shiny. Fast.”

A gentle hand caressed her hair, pushing back
a strand that had fallen across her face. The same hand pulled the
covers a little higher on her. She felt like purring.

“I didn’t know he liked bikes.”

“Doesn’t. He loves them. Used to have one.
Don’t know what happened to it.”

He kissed her cheek. “It sounds like a great
idea.”

She hummed. ”D’ you need help picking it
out?”

“I’ll manage,” Brett said softly. “Thank
you.”

She listened to the rustling sounds of Brett
slipping out of bed and getting dressed. When he left the room, she
could hear him speaking to Leo, but couldn’t make out the words as
she fell asleep again.




* * * *




Channel after channel, all Leo found was the
same disappointing nonsense. Children programs with too bright
colors and exaggerated voices; morning talk shows whose hosts’
faces seemed frozen in forced perkiness; reruns of series Leo
hadn’t particularly liked when they had first aired twenty years
earlier. He eventually stopped on the news channel to wait for the
weather forecast. He felt like going out for a while around town.
If the weatherman announced clouds or rain, he would chance a walk
outside. It drove Lisa and Brett crazy with worry when he did that,
but sometimes a bit of fresh air was just the thing, even for a
vampire.

“Bright sun today over the entire viewing
area, with temperatures rising to the mid-eighties. It’s the
perfect day to be out, folks!”

Leo sank lower into the lush sofa cushions
and glared at the beaming blonde on the screen. With a raging
thumb, he hit the mute button. She continued to gesture at the
animated map behind her. Another press of his thumb made her
disappear, and he was back to flipping through channels. He kept
the sound on mute, listening to the noises of life behind him.

Without looking, he knew who had come out of
the bedroom, closed the door quietly and crossed over to the
kitchen. It was much too early for Lisa to be up, so it had to be
Brett now opening a cupboard for a mug. He closed his eyes and
pictured him pouring his obligatory morning coffee. In his mind,
Brett was naked as he sipped on his mug while scrambling eggs on
the stove. Frowning lightly, Leo added an apron to cover his
lover’s dangly bits; it wouldn’t do to have grease splatter over
sensitive skin. The apron disappeared again with the sounds of a
fork on a porcelain plate. Brett usually ate his breakfast
standing, leaning against the countertop. Leo played with the
mental image, finding the best angle, imagining himself turning
Brett around and having him lean down against the counter, with his
thighs spread just so and—

“Care to join me for a run?”

Leo opened his eyes to find the object of his
daydream standing just three feet from him. Sadly, he was dressed
in a pair of sweatpants, running shoes and a t-shirt. Leo’s cock,
which had been hardening with his mental meandering, lost
interest.

“Another time, maybe.” He gestured vaguely
toward the television. “I was watching that.”

Brett glanced at the television, and Leo
winced when he followed suit and discovered he had just claimed to
be interested in a shopping network’s sale on maternity outfits. He
looked back at Brett just in time to catch a flash of
disappointment. He kept his eyes on him as Brett walked to what Leo
had privately nicknamed the ‘torture chamber’. He’d grown up and
been turned long before exercise had become fashionable, and while
he had run his fair share of races, he couldn’t understand what
satisfaction Brett found in running without getting anywhere.

Before long, the familiar buzzing and
rhythmic steps started filtering through the closed door,
distracting Leo as he tried to focus on some show that made as
little sense with the sound on as it did muted. Switching the
television off, he put on the tennis shoes he kept by the front
door and joined Brett in the exercise room. The smile he received
as he entered gave meaning to the pointless running, and it felt
like less of a chore to step onto the second treadmill next to
Brett and turn it on.

They ran side by side for a while, their
machines at the same speed and their strides oftentimes matching.
On the wall in front of them, a smaller television was set to the
news channel, and the blonde woman returned to herald sunny
weather.

Leo turned his head to glance at his partner,
catching him with his head thrown back as he drank from a water
bottle. Leo found himself thirsty for more than water, suddenly.
Seeking to distract himself, he asked: “Why don’t you run
outside?”

Having returned the bottle to its holder,
Brett thumbed the controls of the treadmill. A shrill beep
announced the speed increase.

“I don’t know. It’s just more convenient to
stay here.”

Without thinking, Leo increased the speed of
his machine as well, keeping up with Brett.

“You’ve always run?” he asked

“Since high school, yeah.” Brett’s voice was
beginning to sound uneven. “I was in track and field. It feels like
an eternity ago.”

Leo laughed, a trace of bitterness tinting
his amusement. “I know what you mean.”

Another press of his finger raised the speed
again. He increased his rhythm to keep up with the machine, aware
of Brett’s eyes on him until the matching beep came.

“Did you use…to run too?” Brett
asked. Talking seemed to be more difficult for him now.

“Not like this, but yeah, I did. Way
back.”

For almost a minute, the only sounds were
those of their feet hitting the treadmill and Brett’s breathing.
Then he thumbed the speed control, going up rather than down as Leo
had anticipated, and asked: “How long ago was ‘way back’?”

Leo snorted
to himself. He should have seen that line of questioning
coming.

“Not long enough that you can take me.”

This time, he didn’t simply raise his speed
to match Brett’s, but pushed it two levels more. Immediately, Brett
did the same, wordlessly accepting the challenge. When Leo looked
at him, he found Brett grinning despite his heavy breathing. They
held on to that speed for a few minutes—longer than Leo would have
expected Brett to last—but finally a series of quick beeping noises
announced that Brett was giving up. His treadmill came to a slow
pace for a couple of minutes then stopped. Turning off his own
machine, Leo watched him guzzle down water even as he held on to
his side. All he could hear, now, was Brett’s breathing and
heartbeat. Both followed a fast rhythm that drew Leo to his
lover.

“No fair,” Brett said, his smile belying the
words.

Leo didn’t reply in words, and simply laid a
hand on Brett’s damp t-shirt, right over his heart, feeling it
pound so hard he could almost have believed it was beating in his
own chest.

“Share a shower with me?”

Brett’s offer sounded casual, but they both
knew what lay behind it. They had shared quite a few showers in the
past months, and most ended the same way. Leo wouldn’t have minded
one bit, but in the mood he was in, he knew he’d ask more time from
Brett—more attention—than usual, and he didn’t want to show such a
needy side of himself to Brett.

“If we take a shower now,” he said, “I’m not
letting you get out of the apartment before night.”

He watched Brett swallow hard, and delighted
in the burst of desire that overlaid the sweat in his scent.

“As tempting as it is, I do have appointments
to keep and a business to run.”

The answer was anything but unexpected, yet
Leo rolled his eyes. “You workaholic.”

Brett’s eyes sparkled when he laughed. “Isn’t
that Lisa’s line?”

Leo kissed him hard, stealing again the
breath that Brett hadn’t quite caught yet. Brett’s tongue caressed
along his teeth, right where his fangs hid, in a gesture that had
become familiar in the past months. Replying as always, Leo dropped
his fangs. Brett deliberately nicked his tongue on one and the
flavor of blood burst on Leo’s tongue. He hummed, low in his
throat, and felt Brett shiver against him before he pulled
away.

“Later,” he said with a hitch in his voice,
and Leo smiled at the promise this simple word held.




* * * *




By two o’clock, Brett had
expedited every pressing matter that needed to be dealt with at the
club, and arranged for the part-time barmaid to come that night.
His mind now free of business issues, he turned to more personal
ones. A search on the Internet quickly proved to him that he knew
nothing as far as motorcycles were concerned.

As he delved a little deeper
into consumer magazines and experts reviews, he wondered what else
Lisa knew about Leo that had yet to come up in their conversation.
He was grateful for her help, but at the same time he couldn’t help
feeling a twinge of irrational resentment. He knew he couldn’t
expect to know everything about Leo after only a few months when
Lisa had spent decades with him, but it didn’t help this feeling of
being an outsider to the relationship they shared.

Had Lisa, with her usual
sharpness, guessed his need to have something deeper with Leo,
something that was theirs only? Months earlier, Brett had told her
plainly that he loved her, and, as he had expected, she had never
replied in kind. He had tried not to think about it—not to be hurt
by it—but their conversation today had reopened the unacknowledged
wound. Could Leo say these words that Lisa was unable to pronounce?
Would he? Brett did not believe the often-repeated claim that
vampires were unable to love. He just didn’t know if Leo felt that
way about him.

He suddenly realized what path
his thoughts had taken, and wanted to roll his eyes at himself. He
lived with two incredibly sensual, funny, caring partners, and had
never been happier. Why complicate things?

He closed his laptop and stood
abruptly. He knew of a motorcycle dealership on the edge of town.
He’d go there, have a look in person, and choose a bike. Leo could
always trade it in later if he didn’t like it.

“I’m going out,” he told John as
he walked out of his office. “I’ll be back in a couple of
hours.”

The club’s chief of security and
personnel glanced up from his review of the previous night’s
security videos and nodded absently. “Any deliveries planned?” he
asked, his eyes back on the screen.

“Not today. My cell phone is on
if you need me.”

John only answered with another
nod. Leaving him to his work, Brett left the club. He briefly
looked around the attached garage to figure out where Leo would
park the bike. To the right of his car, two sofas were stored up
against the wall, covered in plastic. Leo had complained about how
uncomfortable they were for weeks until Lisa had given in and
bought new ones. If they finally got rid of them, the bike would
easily fit there, far enough from the car that no unfortunate
scratching accidents would occur. He’d ask John to tell the staff
that evening that the two sofas were up for the taking, and if
there were no takers he’d donate them to charity.

Satisfied with his plan, Brett
drove off to the dealership. As soon as he stepped inside and
started looking at the models on display, a woman approached him.
Her golden nametag, pinned on a fitted denim shirt, identified her
as Sally, associate manager. She shook Brett’s hand firmly and gave
him a smile just this side of too bright. She seemed familiar, for
some odd reason, her bright red hair jogging Brett’s memory but not
enough for him to know where he could have seen her before.

“Just looking today or do you
have your heart set on something, maybe?”

He shrugged. “Looking, and maybe
more. What bike do you sell most, these days?”

At once, she turned toward the
display in the middle of the dealership. On a foot high platform,
five bikes stood side by side, identical as far as Brett could tell
save for their colors. He followed Sally to them and listened
absently as she rattled on numbers and features that meant very
little to him. He did recognize the name of the model from the
reviews he had read online. It was one of the best values on the
market, he remembered, though a bit on the pricey side. Thankfully,
the success of On The Edge made price a non-issue.

“Would you like to take it for a test drive?”
Sally asked after she had delivered her sales pitch. “Once you feel
its power between your legs, I’m sure you won’t hesitate
anymore.”

Brett looked back at her, a little surprised,
and disguised his fit of laughter into a cough. She had made the
offer with a straight face, but the sultry tone of her voice gave a
totally different meaning to her words. He would have expected it
in a sex toys shop, but not in a motorcycle dealership. He wondered
if it was part of her usual pitch. It certainly cast his present to
Leo in a very different light.

“No, thanks.” He ran a hand over the seat of
the nearest bike, imagining Leo sitting on it. His mind played a
trick on him and suddenly Leo was naked on the leather seat. Naked,
and erect. His cock stirred in his pants, and Brett shook his head
to clear his thoughts. He noticed the saleswoman was giving him a
slight frown, and he added: “I don’t know how to drive one.”

She didn’t bat an eyelash or ask why he
wanted a bike if he didn’t know how to drive.

“We can recommend an excellent driving
school.”

“It’s not necessary.” He didn’t even think
twice before his next words rolled off his tongue. “It’s a gift for
my boyfriend.”

He had received a few odd looks in the past
when introducing Leo as such, but the woman seemed surprised more
than judgmental. She recovered quickly and resumed her praises of
the motorcycle’s every feature, now including remarks about how
much Brett’s boyfriend would enjoy this or that. He stopped her at
the first opening in her spiel and asked for a quote on the floor
model. Within moments, he was filling in the registration paperwork
in Leo’s name in the cubicle that served as her office.

“Could you deliver it?”

“No problem. Just fill in the address here.”
She reached over the desk to point at a different section of the
contract. “Will you need helmets? We have a great selection for you
to choose from.”

Before she had even finished, she had opened
a catalog on the desk. Brett scanned the page and pointed at a
black helmet trimmed in silver to match the motorcycle.

“Two of those,” he said.

His naked Leo fantasy lost something with the
addition of the helmet, but it didn’t make him rethink the
purchase. Leo might be a vampire, it was still possible for him to
get hurt.

The entire process took little more than five
minutes. Brett liked doing business fast. When they were done, he
watched her read over the delivery address and could tell when she
recognized it.

“On The Edge? That’s the dancing club
downtown, isn’t it?”

“It is,” he replied, his pride that she
recognized his business’ name shining through the words.

“I’ve been there a few times,” she continued,
still reading over the paperwork. “I’ve always had a great—”

She fell silent abruptly and blinked twice,
very fast. When she looked up again, pink colored her cheeks for no
apparent reason.

“Your boyfriend is very lucky, Mr.
Andrews.”

Something in the way she said the word
“boyfriend” and didn’t quite look Brett in the eyes made a flash of
intense jealousy burn through him before he even knew why. Then he
understood why she had seemed familiar; understood that she had
recognized not only the club’s name on the paperwork, but also
Leo’s.

For months, he’d watched Leo flirt with
anyone who so much as glanced in his direction. At first, it hadn’t
bothered him, not any more than Lisa’s hunting did. With each new
flirt, though, whether it ended with nothing more than a smile, a
quick feed in a corner of the club, or Leo accompanying someone
home for a few hours, it had become more difficult.

He forced a smile to his lips as they shook
hands and bit back the questions that burned his lips. Had she done
more than flirt with Leo? Danced with him, maybe? Allowed him to
bite her? Taken him home, even?

The questions stayed with him as he drove
back to the club, souring his good mood. It wasn’t as though he
didn’t know what Leo was up to. He was being irrational again.
Knowing that, however, did not help in the slightest.




* * * *




Leo kept himself busy for as long as he
could, but by mid-afternoon he caved in and returned to the silent
bedroom. The ambient light had strengthened since morning and
revealed the familiar room. On the left side of the bed, the closet
door was ajar, as usual. On the opposite side, two dressers were
crammed side by side next to the window. As he passed by it, Leo
absentmindedly trailed his fingers against the top of the second
one—the tangible proof that he lived in this apartment, added to
the furniture the same day he had moved in.

As he reached the head of the bed, habit
brought his hands to the waist on his sweatpants. He stilled and
gave a small shake of his head. He hadn’t come to her for sex,
merely company. Keeping the clothes on, he lay down by Lisa’s side
and, with gentle hands, drew her into his arms. She let go of her
pillow and burrowed against his chest, tucking her head beneath his
chin in a familiar position. He stroked her hair, remembering, and
also missing a little, the long gone days when her blonde curls had
fallen almost to the middle of her back.

“What time ‘s it?” she asked with a yawn.

“Almost four. Rise and shine.”

She stirred against him, rubbing her cheek
against his chest. “Four.” She sighed. “You’re lucky it’s your
birthday.”

He couldn’t help groaning at the reminder.
“Why did you tell Brett?”

Part of him expected her to admit it was all
payback for telling Brett about her birthday. She pressed her lips
to his skin, however, and simply said: “Because you deserve to be
spoiled.”

Her words made so little sense that he wasn’t
sure whether he had misheard or whether she was making fun of
him.

“Deserve?” He tried to laugh it off, but
somehow his voice sounded almost anxious. “What did I do to deserve
it?”

“You’re you, that’s what.”

This time, he forced a laugh out. “You’re
getting mushy in your old years.”

She pulled back and opened her eyes to slits,
just enough to throw him a mock glare. “Look who’s talking. Do you
want me to tell Brett there should be seventy candles on your
cake?”

With a groan, Leo rolled onto his back and,
grabbing a pillow, dropped it over Lisa’s face. She was laughing
when she pushed it off, but her laughter soon died and she rested a
hand on his chest.

“Hey. I’m just teasing.”

She leaned forward to kiss his shoulder.

“I know,” he said. “I know. It’s just—”

He turned onto his side to see her, but found
he didn’t know how to finish. Humans sometimes became emotional
when their age reached a round number, but for a vampire it was
just silly.

“It’s OK.” Lisa’s hand slid upward, from his
chest and up his throat to rest on his cheek. “You know he wouldn’t
care, don’t you? It’s just a number. It doesn’t mean anything.”

She leaned forward for a sweet, short kiss
that lightened everything. After all these years spent together—and
all these years apart—he still marveled that she could make him
forget everything with just a touch of her hand or lips. He slid
his arms around her and pulled her on top of his body, allowing her
weight to ground him. From there, it could have easily turned to
something else. His sweatpants could have been tugged down and
discarded. Neither of them moved, however, and they just remained
as they were, somehow closer than sex could have brought them. Leo
started stroking her hair again, pausing briefly when a thought
struck him. She had said he deserved to be spoiled, but they had
long ago agreed to forego presents. He could hardly believe he
hadn’t realized what it meant sooner, and was filled with an odd
mix of resignation and expectation.

“What is he buying for me?”

Lisa only laughed.




* * * *




Brett looked up at a knock on the glass door
to his office. The aggravating columns of numbers he had been
trying to reconcile for what seemed like hours simply ceased to
exist when he saw who was there. Closing his laptop, he sat back in
his chair and motioned for Leo to enter. He hadn’t realized it was
almost opening time.

“Stop,” he said when Leo had stepped two feet
inside. “Turn around for me.”

Leo raised a questioning eyebrow but
complied, hands shoved in his pants pockets. The tight, white
t-shirt hinted at well-defined muscles without being too clingy.
The leather pants, on the other hand, showcased his ass very
nicely. He wasn’t wearing anything beneath them, Brett would have
bet his shirt on it. A jolt of lust ran straight to his balls and
he couldn’t keep the grin off his face.

“That’ll do,” he said when Leo completed his
turn.

The corners of Leo’s mouth twitched. “That’ll
do for what?”

A hand to his heart in mock outrage, Brett
stood. “For what? You think I’d let your birthday go by without
planning anything?”

One of the things Brett enjoyed most about
Leo was how openly he showed his emotions. This time, though, as he
walked around the desk and came closer to Leo, he couldn’t have
named the shadow that darkened his eyes and erased his burgeoning
smile.

“I thought I was working,” Leo said with an
affected shrug.

Brett grimaced. “I’m afraid you are. Joana
can’t come until nine thirty, maybe ten.” A step closer brought him
toe to toe with Leo. He could smell a hint of the floral-scented
soap Lisa favored, and he smiled at the thought that they had
showered together. He cupped the back of Leo’s his head. At the
gentlest pressure, Leo leaned in close enough for a kiss. “But as
soon as she arrives, you’re mine.”

The shadow retreated at his words. A wave of
warmth spread over Brett, amplified when Leo murmured: “Am I not
always?”

His lips brushed against Brett’s, as elusive
as his smile. Electricity coursed through Brett’s body and he
tightened his fingers at the back of Leo’s head until he was
tugging at his short, silky hair. Surely, Daniel could manage the
bar on his own a little sooner. What was the point of being the
boss if he couldn’t—

His line of thoughts ended with the
unexpected and embarrassingly loud protests of his empty stomach.
The intense moment broken, Leo chuckled and pulled back.

“Go home. Have dinner,” he said. “Or I’ll get
Lisa to come and berate you. Again.”

Rather than
dropping his hand, Brett used his hold to bring Leo’s mouth back to
his. He nipped at his bottom lip just to see the familiar flame
light up in his eyes, the flame that meant Leo wanted—a kiss, a bite,
a quick fuck on the desk or a much longer one in their bed, it
didn’t matter as long as he wanted Brett.

“All right, I’m going. But I’ll be watching
you.”

The flame suddenly burned brighter.

Moments later, Brett entered his apartment,
his laptop under his arm. Lisa was just coming out of the kitchen
with a mug in hand, wrapped in her heavy bathrobe and her hair
still wet.

“I was about to come get you,” she said when
she saw him. “Did you even have lunch?”

He wasn’t sure whether to roll his eyes at
her mothering or enjoy the attention. “I did. I dropped by a subs
shop on my way to the dealership.”

Her eyes sharpened, glimmering with as much
excitement as though the motorcycle had been for her. “What did you
get him?”

“Come, I’ll show you.”

He sat down on the sofa, the laptop on the
coffee table in front of him. A quick search brought up the page
from the bike’s manufacturer. Seated next to him with her legs
tucked beneath her, Lisa leaned forward and whistled softly.

“Nice.”

A knot of tension in the pit of Brett’s
stomach loosened. “You think he’ll like it?”

She ruffled his hair, pressing her forehead
to his temple. “Of course he’ll like it. He’d be a fool not
to.”

With a quick kiss to his cheek, she stood and
crossed the room to the bedroom, her steps quiet on the wooden
floors. Brett watched her go, and saw her wink when she looked
back.

“Believe me, he’ll be very grateful.”

Brett’s cock gave a jolt at the promise of
what was to come. He hadn’t really thought about what would happen
after he gave the bike to Leo. He supposed Leo would take it for a
ride, and Brett would tag along for it, but after that… He couldn’t
wait to see how the night would go.




* * * *




Lisa took her time getting ready, drying out
her hair thoroughly then rummaging in her closet for an appropriate
dress. She finally settled on the tight, red leather halter dress
that she knew both Leo and Brett loved. She and Leo didn’t exchange
gifts anymore, but that didn’t mean they didn’t have other ways to
celebrate.

She expected Brett to still be having dinner
when she walked out of the bedroom again. He seemed to be done,
however, and back to the sofa where she had left him. She
approached from behind him. The computer in front of him now showed
the familiar composite image of the clubs surveillance cameras. She
was about to tease him for continuing to work even now when he
shifted the view, bringing the image of Leo at the bar full
screen.

Standing behind Brett, she watched along with
him as Leo leaned against the counter, smiling brightly at the lone
customer he had just served. She shifted forward on her high stool,
and Lisa snorted at Leo’s quick downward glance. From the side, the
camera did not pick up on it, but she would have bet the woman’s
dress revealed quite a bit of cleavage when she leaned forward.
Lisa was sure she had seen her flirt with Leo before. She had
probably arrived at the club that early to have him to herself for
a bit.

Without warning, Brett reached for the laptop
and flipped it shut. When he stood and turned around, she noticed
his frown and understood what the acrid scent coming from him was.
She wasn’t used to jealousy from him. She wasn’t used either not to
receive compliments when she dressed in a way he liked.

Puzzled, she sat down on an armchair and
followed him with her eyes to the kitchen, where he poured himself
a glass of cold water from the fridge, then to the bedroom, where
he got rid of his shirt before coming back to the sofa.
Predictably, he flipped the laptop open again. The image that
popped back up on the screen didn’t appease his mood, far from it.
The woman’s hand was now on top of Leo’s on the counter.

“Did you ask him not to flirt with everything
that moves?”

He looked at her, tilting his head just a
hair. The first night they had met, she had thought he looked cute
when he did that. She still thought so.

“Of course not, he’s free to—”

“Trust me, just ask him.”

She felt a flash of impatience when Brett
didn’t react at once. She wondered if he doubted her. He ought to
have known better by now. She had proved, more than once, that she
knew Leo as well as she knew him—she prided herself on both things.
As such, his next question took her by surprise.

“Would
you stop if
I asked you?”

She gave him a hard look. Maybe
he didn’t understand her as well as she had thought he did, after
all, if he could even ask. Or maybe he thought she had opened the
door with her suggestion. If that was the case, she needed to make
him understand it hadn’t been her intention, far from it.

“We’re different.”

Brett started shaking. Lisa needed a second
to realize he was repressing a laugh. She rolled her eyes at
him.

“I had noticed,” he said with he had regained
control over himself. “But even so…” He clearly struggled to keep a
smile on his face. He looked and sounded as though he were
miserable but didn’t want to show it. “You two like hunting too
much for me to ask either of you to stop.”

“You men…” Part of her wanted to roll her
eyes at him again; the other part wished she could have given him
what he needed herself rather than having to resort to a proxy.
“You can be so blind, sometimes. Haven’t you learned anything about
Leo in almost six months?”

After a beat, he raised an eyebrow at her and
attempted to give her a wicked grin. She could see all too well
where his mind had taken him. “Other than what he likes in bed,”
she started, but changed her mind. “Actually, no. Tell me. What
does he like in bed?”

More than a year and half had passed since
she had first met Brett. She’d never tire of his enthusiasm for
sex—and she wouldn’t tire either of how he still blushed, after all
these months. She joined him on the couch, sitting sideways next to
him.

“Come on, you sleep with two vamps, don’t be
a prude now. Didn’t you pick up on a trend?”

She continued to watch him closely and could
see when he finally got it. His eyes widened, his pupils dilated
and swallowed the bright green of his eyes, and a spicy note of
lust peaked in his scent.

“Well, he likes me to take charge, but…”

She nodded, encouraging him, but he shook his
head.

“I’m not into domination games, if that’s
what you’re suggesting.”

“Not exactly. He’s not into that either,
strictly speaking, but if he likes to be shown he’s cared for. And
you…”

She raised her hand to his face and touched
his cheek lightly. The beginning of stubble scratched at her
fingertips. She had never been able to decide if she liked him best
when he was clean-shaven or when his cheeks started getting rough
against her skin.

“And I what?” Brett’s arms encircled her
loosely and he rested his forehead against hers.

“And you… You really care about him, don’t
you? You wouldn’t be jealous when he flirts with other people if
you didn’t.”

He kissed her, his lips barely brushing
against hers before trailing down her jaw and to the crook of her
neck. “I do. And you know I don’t only care about him.”

If his voice had been just a little louder,
or if he had looked her in the eyes as he said those words, trying
to convince her of their truth, she might have managed to ignore
them. Whispered as they were against the sensitive scars on her
neck, however, they sunk beneath her skin, warming her from the
inside out until the gentle hold of his arms became too much to
bear—until she wanted him to hold her tighter. She had to bring
things back to safer grounds. She rubbed her hands against his arms
before gently pushing him back.

“Stop pretending you don’t mind his flirting.
Tell him you want him to stop. Trust me, he’ll like that even more
than the bike.”

She could see the hesitation on his face,
still, but he nodded.

“Good. It will go well, you’ll see.”

Something flickered in his eyes, part hope
and part desire. She chuckled and kissed his cheek lightly before
standing.

“It’ll go more than well, I promise.”

She could feel his eyes on her as she went to
the entrance. Resting a hand against the wall for support, she
stepped into a pair of flat red sandals. They’d be best to walk on
the cliff, later.

“When are you giving him the bike?” she
asked, glancing back at Brett.

He was watching the surveillance feed again,
now running through the different cameras around the club.

“I knew he wouldn’t leave Daniel alone at the
bar, so I called Joana. She can’t come before nine thirty or
ten.”

She sighed. In this, at least, Leo and Brett
were the same, although it had been quite a shock to discover Leo
had a work ethic. He seemed to have become quite invested in his
bartending job; from what Brett was saying, he was quite good at it
too. She had never really thought about it, but she had a hunch the
both of them worked so hard because they were successful at what
they did—she couldn’t really begrudge them for enjoying their
success.

“You two are workaholics. When you do give it
to him, ask him to take you to the ocean. He’ll know where.”

Brett looked back at her over the back of the
sofa. “The ocean? Why?”

“Just trust me on that too. You’ll
understand. Oh, and—”

She came back toward him and leaned in to
kiss him. He hummed lightly, unaware that her hand was searching in
between the seat cushions next to him. She finally found the slim
tube of lube and straightened again. She grinned as she handed out
the lube to him.

“You’ll need that.”




* * * *




Joana, the part-time barmaid who joined Leo
and Daniel behind the bar on weekends, stepped behind the counter
at nine forty two according to Leo’s watch. At nine forty three,
Brett was leaning against the counter and calling Leo’s name.

Leo nodded in his direction to show he had
heard him but continued to pour juice into the mixer. He’d just
finish that one drink—

“If you don’t put that mixer down right now,
you’re fired.”

Startled, Leo looked at Brett. The teasing
smile he expected wasn’t there, and instead Brett looked all too
serious. Joana pulled him out of his stupor by prying the mixer
from his finger and giving him a gentle push toward Brett.

“Bad idea to make the boss wait,” she said,
laughing. “Go. Have fun.”

Feeling a little annoyed at the abruptness of
it all, Leo swung the counter open and stepped out from behind the
bar. Rather than moving out of the way, Brett stood in front of
him, blocking his path. Before Leo could say a word, Brett’s hand
was at the back of his head, pulling him down for a kiss in an all
too familiar gesture. The last kiss they had shared earlier in the
office had been sweet, almost innocent; this one was pure fire,
leaving Leo almost lightheaded.

“Let’s go,” Brett said, wrapping his right
arm around his waist.

Leo allowed himself to be pulled away, his
annoyance forgotten in the light of this display of affection.
Brett had never made their relationship a secret, but he seldom was
so demonstrative in public.

“Here.”

He handed Leo the leather jacket he had
brought down from the apartment. Leo had rarely worn it since
coming back to Haventown. He took it after a beat and slid it on,
though he asked:

“It’s not that cold out, is it?”

From the corner of his eye, Leo could see him
smile for just a second before he shrugged. “It might be. Why don’t
you drive tonight?”

Leo took the car keys he was being offered
and pocketed them, his attention still fully on Brett. He clearly
was scheming something. Despite himself, Leo felt thrilled at the
idea of being offered a proper birthday night. It had been far too
long since anyone had cared to make an effort to surprise him or
please him.

“So, where are we going?”

“Lisa suggested the ocean. She said you’d
know where.”

A flash of desire ran through Leo at those
words. The ocean… He and Lisa had spent some very nice evenings in
a little cove hidden by trees and rocks, just minutes off the
highway. He could imagine already having just as good a time with
Brett—or the both of them. It didn’t seem like Lisa would be coming
this time, though. He had seen her go down to the dance floor
earlier.

They walked out of the club side by side. The
autumn air didn’t feel cold to him, but he noticed how Brett zipped
up his jacket. They turned to the right and passed the service
entrance. The club had been built out of an ancient factory, and
the garage, although only accessible from the exterior, was part of
the building.

Someone, probably a customer, had parked
their bike in front of the garage door, ignoring the clearly marked
no parking zone. It was one of the latest models to have been
released on the market, and the reviewers were raving about it.

“A pity we need to get it towed,” he said,
walking around the motorcycle and detailing it with the eyes of
experience. “It’s a beauty. Looks new, too.”

By the changing light of the club’s sign, the
black and silver paint gleamed with red then blue accents. Two
matching helmets were padlocked to the body. He glanced back at
Brett, expecting him to have his cell phone out already to call for
a tow truck. Instead, he found him standing a couple of feet away
with his hands in his jeans pockets and a self-satisfied look on
his face. Leo wondered what made him so happy. And why wasn’t he
saying or doing anything?

Understanding struck like lightning, blinding
him for a second and leaving his ears ringing with thunder. Afraid
to hope too much, he looked down at the bike again, then up at
Brett.

Brett’s face split into a wide grin. “You
didn’t even look at the keys I gave you.”

These keys seemed to weigh a ton in Leo’s
pocket suddenly. He pulled them out, his movements slow and
deliberate. He knew, already, but he wanted to savor the moment.
He’d never received anything like this. He had never even imagined
receiving such a gift. The keys on their enamel and gleaming metal
key ring, however, left no doubt.

Leo’s fingers itched to push the longest of
the three keys in the ignition to feel the engine come to life and
hear it purr. He needed to do something before that, though.
Fisting his hands on the sides of Brett’s jacket, he pulled him
forward until their bodies were pressed together. With the kiss
from earlier and now the gleaming beauty at his side, Leo’s cock
had grown hard. He bucked against Brett, wanting him to know how
aroused he was for him, because of him, and quickly realized that
Brett was just as hard. Unable to repress a grin, he buried his
face at the crook of Brett’s neck and scrapped his blunt teeth
against the bite marks he had left there months earlier.

Brett drew in a shaky breath. His cock
twitched against Leo’s. “Maybe… maybe we could go home for a while?
Try the bike later?”

Chuckling, Leo pulled away. His fingers shook
from excitement when he found the key for the locked chain that
secured the helmets. “I don’t think so. You said you wanted to see
the ocean.”




* * * *




For the entire ride, Brett clung
to Leo. He had both arms wrapped around his waist and his head
turned sideways against his shoulder blade, so he wouldn’t see the
road coming at him much too fast for comfort. He had never been on
a motorcycle before that night, had never felt the urge to ride
one, and he now knew he wouldn’t do it all that often—or at least,
not unless Leo promised to slow down.

To his credit, he did slow down once he drove
off the highway. Twenty minutes of small, back way roads later, he
pulled onto a dirt path and, slowing to a crawl, put a foot down.
In front of them, visible through the branches of a few scrawny
trees, the ocean gleamed beneath a sliver of moon. Leo killed the
engine and took off his helmet, hanging it from the handlebar.
Brett imitated him, passing the helmet forward, and gingerly
dismounted the bike. The smell of the ocean jumped at him, fresh
and heavy with salt. The crash of the waves, somewhere behind the
trees, announced that the water was closer than it seemed.

“Did you like the ride?” Leo asked, turning a
bright smile toward him. He put up the kickstand and swung his leg
over, but remained on the bike.

Brett
grinned, his discomfort forgotten in the face of Leo’s obvious
pleasure. “I don’t need to ask if you enjoyed it.”

He gave a pointed look at Leo’s crotch. The
leather of his pants was stretched to its limits, defining his
confined cock as clearly as if he were naked.

“That looks painful. Would you like some
help?”

Leo pushed away from the bike and shed his
jacket. He threw it over the helmets before he replied.

“If you’re offering, sure.”

He stood there, immobile, allowing Brett to
carefully undo his pants and guide his cock out. He only moved,
shuddering, when Brett ran a finger from the root up to the wet
tip.

“Know what I was thinking about while buying
your present?”

Two fingers followed the same path down until
the pants blocked their path. Leo pushed the pants down to his
thighs, freeing the way to his balls.

“If I’ve got to guess,” he said, very low,
“you were thinking of fucking me.”

“Close. I was thinking about you, naked on
that bike.”

He cupped Leo’s balls in his hand, feeling
the weight of them, letting his warmth sink in the way he knew Leo
enjoyed so much.

“You were thinking of me naked, and you
weren’t thinking of fucking me?” Leo let out a choked laugh.
“There’s something wrong with that picture.”

“Well, the logistics of it—”

He never managed to finish his sentence. Leo
grabbed his wrist and gently pulled his hand off him. Without
letting go, he turned away from Brett and faced the bike, leading
Brett’s hand to his hip. While Brett pushed his t-shirt up and over
his head to reveal more of his flawless skin, Leo wrestled his
pants down until they pooled at his ankles. When he bent forward,
leaning his forearms on the seat of the bike and pushing his ass up
in the air, Brett’s cock gave a painful jolt in his jeans. This
image was a definite improvement on the one he had had in mind.

“How is that for logistics?” Leo asked,
looking back over his shoulder.

Brett was too busy shoving down his own pants
to come up with a coherent reply. It felt as though he had been
hard since the treadmill kiss that morning, and he had waited long
enough. All he wanted was to feel Leo around him.

In record time, he managed to take off his
jacket, drop it to the ground, pick it up again with a curse,
retrieve the lube from the pocket and discard it once more. His
hands were shaking when he flicked the tube’s end open and squeezed
a liberal amount onto his fingers. Leo bucked back against him at
the first touch against his asshole.

“I thought you said you weren’t thinking
of—”

Brett pushed a single finger in, and Leo let
out a strangled noise.

“Weren’t thinking of fucking me,” he
finished.

His mind almost white with lust now but
clinging to the need to make this good for Leo, Brett pulled out,
then pressed in two more fingers, curling his fingers and reaching
for the spot that would make his lover writhe. Only then did he
reply, almost breathless in his need.

“You can thank Lisa for the lube. And the
bike. And while you’re at it…”

Withdrawing his fingers, he smeared what was
left of the lube onto his cock and aligned it with Leo’s hole. He
forced himself to push in slowly, but did not stop until he was
entirely engulfed.

“While you’re at it,” he repeated, leaning
down to press his lips against Leo’s back, “thank her for me. For
bringing you into my life.”

Unable to remain still a second longer, Brett
pulled back, almost all the way out. The friction felt incredible;
it was as though Leo’s body didn’t want to let him go. His fingers
tightened over Leo’s hips. When he thrust back in again, just as
slowly as before, Leo groaned.

“Faster! You’re killing me, here!”

Brett gritted
his teeth and bit back the admission that “faster” might just mean
“over in a flash”. His next thrusts were quicker, but shallower.
Leo started bucking beneath him, encouraging him, pushing back
when he was sliding in, accentuating the sensations. As he
increased his pace, Brett kept his eyes open wide, unwilling to
lose even a second of this. In the light of the moon, Leo’s body
seemed even paler than usual, like cream silk. Brett’s right hand
let go of its tight hold and started running up and down the supple
spine, across those strong shoulders and finally down over his
sides, toward flat abs that twitched under his fingers and a hard
cock that fit just right in his fist. The position reaching over
left him in, leaning more heavily against Leo, wasn’t very
comfortable—not all that stable either, as the bike started rocking
slightly with each of his movements—but judging by Leo’s harsh
panting, how hard his cock was in Brett’s hand, and the fire
building in Brett’s balls, it wouldn’t last much longer now. Part
of him welcomed that long awaited relief, while another part
protested he should have made things better for Leo. Unconsciously,
he slowed down a little. Right away, Leo compensated by pushing
back more strongly against him.

“The night is only starting,” he said, making
Brett wonder once again if Leo could read his mind. “Come on,
Brett. Harder.”

Brett gave up trying to restrain himself.
Straightening up, he grabbed Leo’s hips with both hands again and
gave him everything he had in him, going as fast, as hard as he
could. His vision blurred and all he could hear anymore were his
furious heartbeat and Leo’s almost continuous moaning. Leo threw
back his head, practically howling now. His body was shaking
beneath Brett’s hands and around his cock. Burying himself one last
time as deep as he could, Brett pulled Leo up. He wrapped one arm
around his waist to hold him in place and stroked his cock with his
other hand, jerking him off frantically to the rhythm of his own
orgasm. Leo joined him, coming all over his hand and splattering
the bike.

They remained still for a few seconds, frozen
in the same shared pleasure. Leo broke the silence first, humming
quietly to the tune of the happy birthday song. Taken by a fit of
laughter, Brett pressed a kiss to his shoulder and pulled back,
drawing groans from both their throats.

“I take it you’re happy with your gifts?”

Leo shuffled his feet to turn halfway toward
him. With his pants around his ankles, his t-shirt caught on his
arms and his ass and cock caressed by moonlight, he was the perfect
image of debauchery. His devious grin only added to the image.

“Well, I always thought there’s no such thing
as too many gifts…”

Brett laughed. Curling a
possessive hand around his neck, he drew Leo down for a quick
kiss.

“Anything you want.” He gave a
self-deprecating glance down at his soft cock and amended. “If
you’ll just give me a bit of time, that is.”

Leo only smiled. Taking his t-shirt
completely off, he used it to gently wipe off the lube and come
from Brett’s cock before cleaning himself the same way. He then
pulled up his pants, leaving his cock hanging out, and nodded
toward the ocean.

“Come with me.”

Brett pulled his pants up as well and
followed him past the group of trees that did not quite hide the
view of the ocean and down a steep slope, maybe four feet lower
than where the bike was parked. A rocky cliff bordered the ocean,
towering thirty feet over it. Brett realized that the sound of
waves he had heard was the sound of the water crashing against the
rock, chipping away at it, one minuscule grain of sand taken away
every decade or so. Leo sat, legs spread in a V and leaning back
against his forearms. He tapped the ground next to him. Brett
joined him, grateful to sit down.

The view was beautiful; the
company, even better. For long minutes, the only sound was that of
the waves. Brett watched Leo from the corner of his eye, wondering
what was going on in his mind. Wondering what such an extraordinary
man could possibly see in him. It was his fear to lose him that
brought him back to what Lisa had suggested. She had been right
about the bike and about coming to this spot. Maybe he could trust
her a little more.

“I watched you flirt with that girl at the
bar.”

Leo’s lips curved into a cocky smile.
“Sometimes, I wonder if you had these cameras put in for security
or to indulge your voyeur streak.”

Brett barely heard him. In his mind’s eyes,
all he could see was the feed of the security camera and that
woman’s hand touching Leo’s on the counter. All he could hear was
his own blood thundering in his ears as jealousy blinded him
again.

“You fucked her before tonight, didn’t
you?”

A blink and three seconds of silence before
Leo answered betrayed his hesitation. “Yes.”

Brett held his eyes, long enough that Leo
would know he wasn’t joking, and tried to speak in a slow, even
voice. “I don’t want you to fuck her again.”

On the edge of Brett’s vision, Leo’s cock
twitched. His words, however, did not match his body’s
reaction.

“I don’t understand.”

“Yes you do.” Brett moved over so that he was
kneeling in between Leo’s legs. “I’m laying my claim on you. And
I’m saying this—” He wrapped his fingers around Leo’s cock and gave
it a light tug. It hardened at once in his hand. “—only goes where
I say it can go. The only exception is Lisa. Anybody else you want
to fuck, I get to say you can.”

Leo’s face and voice remained
impassive. “What makes you think I’ll agree to that?”

A jolt of fear ran through Brett and he held
on to the idea that Lisa knew Leo better than he did. He trusted
her. He just needed to find the right words to convince Leo.

“You’ll agree,” he said, “because when I look
at you flirting with someone, I want to kick them out of the club.
There’s only three ways it’ll end. I’ll do that, and alienate my
customers. I’ll fire you so I don’t have to share you with them.
Or—” He leaned down toward Leo’s cock and gave it another tug so
that the tip touched his lips. “—you’ll give me a say in where this
goes.”

With the first swipe of his
tongue on the underside of Leo’s cock, he glanced up. Leo had
closed his eyes. That just wouldn’t do. He tightened the ring of
his fingers at the base of Leo’s cock but did not lick it again.
After a few seconds, Leo opened his eyes again and looked down.
Their eyes met; the familiar flames consumed Leo’s.

“Anything to say?” Brett asked,
then flicked his tongue at the bead of precome that had formed at
the tip of his cock.

Leo shuddered. “Please?”

It wasn’t what Brett wanted to
hear, but he supposed it was a start. He wrapped his lips around
Leo’s cock and sucked lightly. Leo’s hum encouraged him and, inch
by inch, he took more and more of that succulent cock, drawing back
every now and then when his gag reflex threatened to kick in. Leo’s
hand came to rest on his head, light and yet hinting that he wanted
more, wanted Brett to take all of him, wanted to thrust inside his
mouth and fuck him just as Brett had fucked him earlier. Closing
yet again his fingers in an almost punishing grip, Brett looked up.
He gave a few tight strokes like this. Leo bit down on his bottom
lip. Entranced, Brett leaned forward to kiss him, drawing the
abused bit of flesh into his mouth to suck on it as he had sucked
on Leo’s cock moments earlier. Leo took a sharp breath and pulled
back. His eyes seemed to gleam.

“Please,” he said again. “Suck
me off.”

Brett accelerated the tempo of his hand. “I’m
going to. Just say no one else will.”

He leaned down as before, just letting his
lips and tongue brush against Leo’s cock as he continued to tug on
it. Leo whimpered and tried to arch into his hold.

“Yes. Yes. You can… I’ll ask. I won’t—”

It was enough. Brett wrapped his mouth around
his cock again and started sliding up and down. Leo’s fingers
tightened in his hair, urging him on along with a string of
senseless words, a little faster, a little deeper, just a little
more, until Leo was spurting in his mouth with a wordless cry.
Disengaging and slowly sitting back on his heels, Brett wiped his
lips and watched his lover, torn between the satisfaction of seeing
him like this, panting and dazed with pleasure, and the nagging bit
of guilt that he hadn’t played fair.

“Did you mean it?” he asked when Leo seemed
to have recovered.

Leo took long seconds to reply, long enough
that Brett started worrying again. Was he asking for too much? Was
he putting in jeopardy what he had by asking for more?

He was about to take it back and pretend he
had only been joking when Leo finally let out a single word, quiet,
calm and strong.

“Yes.”

They sealed it with a kiss.




* * * *




Leo and Brett had been on the cliff for close
to an hour when Lisa arrived. They were lying back on the smooth
rock, watching the moon drift through the sky, basking in the
lingering pleasure of another round that had been less about
fucking and more about making love. Neither of them called it that,
of course, just like neither pronounced the word “love”, but Leo
didn’t need to hear that word said aloud. He had watched Brett look
at Lisa with the feeling etched on his face for months. It had been
the same look in his eyes when he had made his unexpected request.
It was more than Leo had dared to hope for.

Lisa joined them without a word and sat near
them. Brett sat up first, then Leo. She had brought a small bottle
of champagne and three glasses in a basket. For once, she played
barmaid and served the three of them.

Still silent, they raised their glasses
together. Leo looked at Lisa first. Her arched eyebrow was asking
questions he wouldn’t have known how to answer. He just nodded and
smiled, thankful, before looking at Brett. His expression was still
a mix of awe, triumph and gratefulness. Leo took a gulp of
champagne and then leaned toward one, then the other. Their lips
tingled against his.

“That was the best birthday I’ve had in a
long while,” he said, breaking the silence.

Lisa raised her half full glass. “Here’s to
many more.”

It didn’t take them long to finish the
champagne, and as soon as they had, Lisa stood, holding her hand
out to Brett.

“Ready? I’ll drive you home.”

Brett took her hand and stood as well but
gave her a strange look, clearly wondering why she was putting such
an early end to the night. Leo knew what she was up to; it was her
gift to him, he supposed. He felt a rush of affection for her and
reached out to grab her hand, pulling it to his lips for a kiss to
her fingers.

“She’s taking you home,” he explained, “so
that I can take the bike for a real test drive.”

He got to his feet, and gave Brett a
questioning look. “If I’m allowed to, that is.”

He was only joking but the words gave him a
thrill, reminding him of the bargain he had struck with Brett. He
had given away a bit of his freedom, but gained something precious
in exchange.

Brett stepped closer to him, and, grabbing
his ass with both hands, pushed him forward until they were cock to
cock, the two layers of fabric reducing the sensation. “No need to
ask. You’re free to do as you please.”

Even through the layers of their clothes, he
could tell that Brett was half hard again. His own cock stirred in
the confines of his pants.

Brett grinned almost wickedly. “Just
remember, your cock and ass are mine.”

“I’ll be sure to bring both back home before
sunrise then.”

They walked back up to the ledge together.
Lisa had parked next to the bike. They got in the car and Leo on
the bike, and for a little while he followed them on the deserted
winding roads. Only when they reached the highway did he leave them
behind, pushing the motorcycle to speeds he hadn’t dared try with
Brett clinging to him. Everything disappeared but the bike, the
road and him. Cars he passed, exit ramp signs and names of towns
barely brushed the surface of his mind. A jolt of awareness did
course through him when he approached Haventown, but he drove past
by the exit ramp without slowing down.

He had never been one for planning, and for
his entire life he had lived from day to day, enjoying the
opportunities that presented themselves to him without wondering
how long they would last. For a long time, the only lasting
elements in his life had been his Sire and Lisa, but even they had
drifted away from him without warning. For the first time, he could
look forward into the future and know that in six months, six
years, even six decades, maybe, he would still have a place. Things
might change—they had changed that night more than he thought
possible—but the most important thing would remain. He had a place,
in Brett’s and Lisa’s lives, bed and hearts.

An exit ramp was coming ahead of him. He
pulled over, drove off the highway, then reentered it on the
opposite side. If he hurried, he might just be home before
them.




The End
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On The Edge

Brett Andrews thought he had it all.

His new club, On The Edge, catering to
vampires and humans, is a smashing success, and the beautiful
vampire Lisa is everything he could have dreamed of.

When an old lover of hers, Leo,
shows up at the club, Brett's immediate fear is that he will lose
Lisa. But if he just stops thinking long enough to follow Lisa's
lead, he might gain a lover instead of losing one.




Over The Edge

One heated night brings together two men and
a woman, one of them human and the other two vampires, but when
morning comes there are more questions than answers.

Brett, the human owner of the new club “On
The Edge”, hires Leo as a bartender, but unexpected security issues
threaten their burgeoning trust. For his part, Leo is caught in the
same pattern that once caused him to lose Lisa, and he struggles to
adapt and allow his new sleeping arrangements to last as long as
possible. And Lisa, who brought her two lovers to the same bed, now
realizes that she also invited back in her life a past she thought
forgotten.

Will they be able to make it
work, or will this ménage collapse after a few nights of lust?




Fifth Vision of Destiny

As the evening progresses and
Daisy witnesses the seer Sam Woods giving her friends visions of
their future, her opinion of Woods slowly changes. Maybe he isn’t
the charlatan she believed, after all, and maybe all these glimpses
of other people’s happiness are harder to bear than he lets on. His
admission that he never felt real love, soon echoed by her friend
Brett, leaves Daisy uncomfortable enough that she eavesdrops on
Brett and Woods’ conversation.

For all his fears of not finding
the person he is destined to love, Brett discovers in his vision
that he will fall in love with not one lover, but two. Two
vampires, in fact, a man and a woman, both of them so precious to
him that he wants to show his love by offering them wedding rings.
But when one of them refuses to wear the ring, the perfect
relationship he thought he had starts to crumble around him… or
does it?
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