
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_712040d32316d738d2e756a9084a4c0d_mmnVL6_html_m55ef5a61.jpg]




Fifth Vision of Destiny

Brett




By Kallysten




Smashwords Edition

Copyright © 2010 Kallysten

All rights reserved. No part of this
publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted, in any form or by any means mechanical, electronic,
photocopying, recording or otherwise without the prior written
consent of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form
of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and
without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent
purchaser.

The right of Kallysten to be identified as
the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with
the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

First Published July 2010

First Edition

All characters in this publication are purely
fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is
purely coincidental.

Edited by Mary S.




This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.







Fifth Vision of Destiny –
Brett




When Daisy first met Sam Woods, she had
believed he was a charlatan who preyed on lonely people by
pretending he could show them the love of their life. Later, she
started to wonder if maybe he was genuine, but offered meaningless
visions to his clients. However, after watching four of her friends
go to him, she couldn’t doubt anymore. They had seen something, all
of them, something that had touched them, excited them, maybe even
scared them a little. Something that would change their lives.

What bothered Daisy now was that, with each
new vision, the spark in Woods’ eyes seemed to dull a little more.
He had never seen his own future, he had said. He had showed
hundreds, thousands of people who they were destined to be with,
but he had never seen his own future partner. How could he bear to
continue doing this, watching others find happiness when he
remained alone?

Still troubled by what Woods had just told
her, Daisy left the balcony. Shaking her head, she returned to the
dining room where her friends waited. Two of them had gone to Woods
already, in addition to her friends who had already left, and four
more remained. Nothing forced Woods to go through with this, and if
he wanted to torture himself, who was Daisy to stop him?

“So who’s next?” she asked, her gaze sweeping
over her friends and stopping on Cathleen. “You said you wanted to
go?”

Before Daisy had left the dining room to
check on Mike, Cathleen had been anxious to take her turn, and she
had been commenting on how long it was taking Mike to get his
vision. Now though, Cathleen’s lips curled in a teasing smile as
she looked at Brett. “I do, but Brett wants to go first.”

Daisy’s eyebrows rose in surprise as she
turned to Brett. “Oh. You do?”

Brett all but gritted his teeth. Moments
earlier, Cathleen had been on edge while Brett was very relaxed,
serving wine to all of them and making jokes. Now, he seemed
annoyed, almost upset, and he answered in a clipped tone that did
not resemble his usual easy-going nature. “I do.”

Laughs and chuckles erupted through the
circle of friends. Daisy considered them all, amused. “I have a
feeling I missed something again.”

Gesturing toward Mike with his empty
glass, Brett threw a nasty look at him. “That idiot came in here claiming he and I end up
together.”

Mike looked absolutely unabashed. “Well, we
might,” he said with a wide smile that gave away he was teasing. “I
told you ages ago that I had a crush on you. Maybe you’ll finally
see the light some day.”

Brett snorted. “Asshole,” he muttered, but
there was more swagger than real heat to the word.

“See?” Mike said, tongue in cheek. “You’re
already starting to see things my way!”

They all laughed, even Brett, although he
cast a warning glance toward Mike before leaving the room and
heading to the balcony. “If you lied, I am so kicking your
ass.”

Pointing at Brett with a finger that shook
with suppressed laughter, Mike looked at the others as though
taking them as witnesses. His grin could hardly have been any
wider. “You heard it, too, right? He just said he hopes I didn’t
lie, didn’t he?”

Grinning at Mike’s antics, Daisy followed
after Brett. When she joined him, he was standing in front of the
closed French windows, looking out onto the balcony. Woods had his
back to them, and if he was aware of their presence, he did not
show it.

Brett’s hand closed on the doorknob, but he
didn’t pull the window open. Observing him closely, Daisy tried to
figure out why he was hesitating. She wasn’t used to seeing him
unsure of himself. “If you don’t want to go…” she said, leaving the
rest of it unvoiced.

“I do,” Brett said, then snorted quietly,
glancing back toward the dining room. “I’d have gone even if Mike
wasn’t playing with my head.”

He didn’t really believe what Mike had said,
Daisy realized. She doubted any of them did; it had taken Mike a
long time to come out to them, but he now felt comfortable enough
to joke about it.

“So why are you still on this side of the
glass?” she prodded.

Hands in his pockets, Brett half turned
toward her. She had rarely seen him wear such a serious expression.
“Have you ever been in love, Daisy?” he asked quietly. “Really in
love? With someone you could see yourself spending the rest of your
life with?”

Daisy’s first
instinct was to reply that she had. Of course she had, like she was
sure every single one of her friends had been in love before,
without needing the help of a seer to guide them toward the right
person. She couldn’t say it, though, not without lying. If her
friends had been so sure, they wouldn’t have been here tonight. As
for her, it had been a while since she had had anyone in her life,
and even then she had known it wouldn’t last.

She gave a small shake of her head. Brett
didn’t look or sound surprised in the least.

“Me neither.” He looked back toward Woods on
the other side of the window, and dropped his voice just a little
more. “What if he doesn’t have a vision to show me?”

He sounded really distraught at the thought,
and Daisy rested her hand on his shoulder to try to reassure him.
“Of course he’ll have something to show you,” she said, pushing a
smile to her lips. “He said everyone he ever read had their happy
ending.”

“Everyone?” Brett repeated, still clearly
unconvinced. He glanced at her, then drew the window open. “I guess
I should go and find out, then, huh?”

He squared his shoulders before stepping
outside. Daisy pushed the window closed again, although not
completely. She felt a little uneasy, and it wasn’t long before she
understood why. Even without meaning to, she had lied to Brett.
According to Woods, every person he had given a vision to had found
their happy ending, except for Woods himself.

Crossing her arms, she watched Brett offer
his hand to Woods, the jerkiness of his gesture when they shook
hand betraying his nervousness. His fists were closed as tightly as
his eyes when he leaned forward for the kiss that would start the
vision, and only after Woods had gently guided him to sit down in a
chair did his nervousness finally fade away. Daisy wondered what,
in his vision, could be making him smile so widely already.




* * * *




When Brett entered Daisy’s antique store, the
bell attached to the top of the door seemed to laugh, the sound as
clear as a child’s giggle. It would have made Brett smile even more
brightly if he hadn’t already been grinning.

The sales clerk started to approach him, but
before he could take more than a step toward Brett, Daisy’s voice
rose from the back of the room.

“It’s all right, Steven. I’ve got it.”

Nodding to the clerk, Brett walked deeper
into the store to meet Daisy, walking past beautifully restored
furniture and displays of precious china. He couldn’t help but
tease her as she approached slowly, hands on her hips. “You’re
waddling. It’s kinda cute.”

Her smile
turned into a scowl and she reached over to bat at his arm. “You’ve
always been such a charmer,” she said deadpan. “Here I am, coming
in to work just for you, and this is how you treat me? Ha. See if I
give you a discount now.”

Laughing softly, Brett bent forward to hug
her without squishing her belly. “All right, let me try again.
You’re absolutely glowing. Any better?”

She returned the hug and was smiling again
when she pulled away. “Much better. And thank you.”

Taking his arm, she led him to the back of
the store, where the jewelry pieces were displayed inside a glass
case. “And how have you been since last month?” she asked. “I was
beginning to wonder if you had changed your mind.”

“No, I didn’t,” Brett said, smiling to
himself. “I’ve just been too busy to take a day off and drive back
up here. What about you? I thought you’d be a mom again by
now.”

Daisy sighed. At the other end of the store,
Steven laughed quietly.

“Go ahead, keep laughing,” she called out to
him. “We’ll see how much you laugh when I extend my maternity leave
and let you deal with the Christmas sales by yourself.”

Steven made some sputtering excuses, claiming
he had been thinking of something else, but was thankfully saved
from further trouble when another customer walked in. Daisy slipped
behind the jewelry case and pulled a set of keys from the pocket of
her cardigan.

“I’m due next week,” she said as she unlocked
the cabinet and pulled out two rings. They were both tagged with a
small yellow sticker that bore the word, ‘Sold.’ “I’m glad I could
be here to give these to you, though.”

As she set the two ring boxes on top of the
case, she looked up at Brett, and her eyes were a little misty.

“Don’t you dare start crying now,” he said. A
lump was already forming in his throat.

Daisy fanned her face and laughed. “Sorry.
Hormones. Yesterday I burst into tears when I saw a picture of a
kitten. Of course I’m going to cry when my friend’s getting
married.”

“Not married,” he reminded her as he picked
one of the boxes. The ring in this one was plain, the platinum
gleaming softly. “Vampires can’t—”

“Marry humans,” she finished for him, and
made a dismissive gesture with her hand. “Who cares what the law
says. If you guys say it’s a marriage, then that’s what it is. You
never do things half way, do you? And I still say you should have a
party or something so we can all shower you with gifts. ”

Brett snickered. “So you can drink on the
house, you mean. Not that you could, in your state.”

“In my state?”
Daisy huffed. “Never mind the discount. I just remembered the price
of platinum went up last week. You don’t mind paying extra, do
you?”

Shaking his head, Brett picked up the second
ring to examine it as well. Smaller and thinner than the first one,
it was made of the same material, with five diamonds set inside the
band. Understated and elegant, it seemed to have been made for
Lisa.

“She’s going to love it,” Daisy said, echoing
his thoughts, and when Brett looked at her, he realized she was
tearing up again. “So, you’re really doing this, then?”

Brett considered the two rings in front of
him, thought back on everything that had happened in the past few
years and everything he hoped was yet to happen. He smiled.

“Yeah. I’m really doing this.”

The ride back to Haventown was uneventful, if
long. Brett could have bought the rings in town, but he had first
noticed the vintage matching wedding bands in Daisy’s store a
couple years back, and they had remained at the back of his mind
the entire time, resurfacing sometimes when he kissed ruby-red lips
or entwined his fingers with a hand that matched his own perfectly.
A month earlier, he had popped in at the store unannounced and had
been both delighted and a little relieved to discover that the
rings were still there. To make his decision even easier, only the
man’s ring had needed to be resized.

It was a silly idea, of course, a ridiculous
idea, a completely insane idea. But he couldn’t help but hope that
the rings would be taken in the same spirit they were offered: as
inadequate yet tangible proof of his love, tokens that would endure
much longer than he would himself. Not that he intended to say as
much; there was no need to remind anyone that he was human and
therefore mortal.

Night was still an hour or so away when he
reached Haventown, but the sky was already turning orange and red
in the west, without a single cloud to mar the horizon. It was
going to be a beautiful, clear night. Maybe they would go to their
spot on the cliff, after dinner, and share a glass of champagne
under the stars.

Rather than going straight back to On The
Edge, the club Lisa had helped him open years earlier, Brett
stopped by their favorite restaurant and ordered from the menu. The
restaurant usually didn’t do take-out, but it helped that he was a
regular customer, and a more-than-generous tipper. Having served
his fair share of tables during high school and college, Brett
didn’t mind paying good service what it was worth.

The club was already open when Brett walked
in, although there were only a few people at the bar, and the music
rising from the dance floor on the lower level was nowhere near as
loud as it would be as the night grew older. He waved at the
barmaid as he passed by, stopped to share two words with the
security manager, then finally made his way to the back of the
club, where a discreet door led to the apartments above the club.
He had a bag full of food in each hand, but somehow the two small
boxes in his inside jacket pocket seemed to weigh a lot more with
each step up the staircase.

He opened the front door with his elbow,
closed it with his foot, and made a beeline for the kitchen. They
didn’t have a proper dining room or a dining table, the apartment
had never been meant to host formal dinners, but the kitchen table
would do well enough. He dropped the bags on the counter before
setting up the table, even lighting a couple candles he placed in
the center of the table.

“Pretty,” Lisa said behind him, and Brett
turned to watch her enter the kitchen. Even barefoot, she was as
tall as most men, and the curves squeezed into her skin-tight
bustier dress were all feminine. She had to have just taken a
shower because her short blonde hair was still a little damp.
“What’s the occasion?” she asked as she put on an earring.

Brett had to stop himself from patting his
jacket to check that the rings were still there. “Do we need an
occasion?”

He walked over to her and took the second
earring from her, delicately sliding the stem through the hole and
fastening it. Her arms slid around him, and she pulled him in for a
chaste thank-you kiss.

“Let’s see… you switched Leo’s schedule so he
wouldn’t work tonight, and unless I’m mistaken those bags are from
Antonio’s. So yeah, there’s definitely an occasion.”

Chuckling, Brett kissed her cheek. “You were
always the smart one, but you’ll have to wait. Where’s Leo?”

Her interest was definitely piqued, and Brett
was suddenly worried she would notice the way his pocket bulged
over the jewelry boxes. Her eyes remained on his face, though, her
face tilted to one side, like she always did whenever she was
puzzled or trying to figure out something.

“He went back to bed after helping me
shower,” she said in the end. “Why don’t you go wake him, and I’ll
finish preparing here?”

He chuckled quietly as he pressed a kiss to
her cheek. No doubt she hoped to find a clue about what was going
on. Too bad for her, he was taking the clues with him.

He toed his shoes off in the entrance hall
and shrugged off his jacket as well, hanging it in the entryway
closet. Hidden from the kitchen behind the closet door, he
transferred the rings to his pants pocket, quickly disguising the
bulge by tugging his shirt out of his pants. Only then did he go
over to the bedroom. He stood by the door for a few seconds, fully
appreciating the view. The room was dark, but with the light that
fell from the living room through the doorway, Brett could see Leo
quite well. He was sprawled on his back in the center of the bed,
one arm raised near his face and the other lying across the pillow.
His chest seemed even paler than it really was against the dark
green sheets, and Brett rubbed his fingertips together, wanting to
touch that smooth and perfect expanse of skin, from the dusky
nipples to the flat stomach where a thin trail of pale hair led
down to an even nicer view. The sheet was riding low enough that it
kept Leo barely decent, while making it completely obvious that he
was naked.

Before Brett had begun to tire of the lovely
sight, Leo curled one arm behind his head, his slight smile
revealing that he was awake. “You gonna watch all night or you’re
gonna come and ravage me now?”

Laughing, Brett came forward to the foot of
the bed and tugged at the sheet, sliding it down to reveal more of
Leo, one inch at a time. Leo’s cock lay dormant when it first
appeared, but it started filling up and lengthening as it was
slowly exposed. Brett’s own dick began to harden at the sight, and
he had to adjust himself.

“Nice,” Brett murmured, desire filling his
voice. “Were you waiting for me?”

Leo still didn’t open his eyes, but his smile
widened a little, and his cock bobbed up in its nest of short
curls. “What if I was?” he drawled. “You going to do something
about it?”

Brett was tempted, really tempted, but the rings in his pocket seemed
heavier suddenly, and he was all too aware of Lisa waiting for them
in the kitchen.

“I will,” he said as he walked over to the
dresser. “But later. For now, I need you to put on some underwear
and come to the kitchen.”

He threw a pair of his own silky boxers at
Leo. They landed on his chest, and Leo frowned down at them, then
turned the same look at Brett.

“You want me to get dressed?” He was
practically pouting now. “What for?”

Brett chuckled. “Because there’s no way I can
have dinner without choking on my food if you’re sitting naked next
to me. Come on, the food’s getting cold.”

Without listening to Leo’s protests that
he was a vampire and didn’t actually need food and that Brett was just mean and enjoyed torture too
much, Brett coaxed Leo out of bed and helped him slide the boxers
on, although not without adding in some groping and a kiss or two.
As a result, they were both hard when they finally left the
bedroom. Brett’s untucked shirt more or less disguised his
erection, but the silky boxers made Leo’s that much more obvious.
When they entered the kitchen, Lisa was just finishing pouring wine
into three glasses. She looked at them, her eyes immediately
focusing on both their crotches, and she grinned.

“No appetizers, then?” she teased as she held
out a glass to Leo.

He took it and threw a grimace at Brett.
“Believe me, I was up for it.”

Lisa laughed aloud and handed a second glass
to Brett. “This had better be worth it,” she said. “Or you’ll have
to make it up to us.”

For the first time that day, Brett’s
conviction that he was doing the right thing wavered. He had awoken
that morning wrapped around Lisa and with Leo wrapped around him,
and after having hesitated for almost a month, he had
known, deep
down, that he had made the right decision when buying those rings
and asking for the man’s one to be resized for Leo. All his
hesitations that they might not want to wear such rings had
vanished, leaving behind the certainty that they loved him just as
much as he loved them and would understand what the rings
symbolized. Now, he was wondering again. What if he was making a
mistake?

The light clink of two glasses against his
own brought him back to the present. He looked at them, first Lisa
then Leo, and faced with both their smiles his fears disappeared
again. He had planned to have dinner first and pull out the rings
for dessert, but he couldn’t wait any longer. He had to show them,
tell them, and he had to do it now.

After taking a sip of wine to give himself
courage, he put down the glass on the table and slipped a hand in
his pocket.

“There’s something I want to give each of
you,” he said as he pulled out the boxes. They seemed so small
suddenly in his hand. “I’ve been thinking for a long time about how
I could ever show you how grateful I am for having you two in my
life. How much I love you.” He looked up at Lisa at that, met her
eyes and gave her an apologetic grin. “I know you don’t like that
word, and I don’t expect you to say it back.” She never had said
it, not in close to ten years, but Brett didn’t need to hear it; he
knew she loved him, they both did, and that was enough. He turned
to Leo now, and his grin softened a little. “But I do. I really do.
And… these are for you. I hope you’ll like them.”

He held out the
square box to Leo, the round one to Lisa, and held his breath as he
waited for their reactions.

Leo picked up the jewelry box first and
opened it at once. His face split up on a wide smile and before
Brett could even blink he had tugged the ring free and slipped it
on the ring finger of his left hand.

“Not only is it gorgeous, but it fits just
right!”

Bringing his hand in front of his face, he
turned it around and peered at the ring closely before grabbing the
back of Brett’s neck with that same hand and pulling him close
enough that their cocks found each other despite the layers of
clothing that separated them.

A jolt of need ran through Brett, and a
bubble of relieved laughter burst on his lips when Leo’s mouth
pressed against his. The kiss was as deep as it was brief. When Leo
pulled back, he was smiling as warmly and brightly as Brett
was.

Comforted that he hadn’t made a mistake as he
had so feared, Brett looked back at Lisa. His smile started
wavering at once. She was still staring at the round jewelry box in
her hand, her thumb brushing back and forth against the velvet top,
turning the blue fabric lighter or darker every time it caught the
light at a different angle. She still hadn’t opened the box.

“Lisa?” he said softly, pushing the words
past the growing knot tightening his throat. “Do you—”

“I’m famished,” she said abruptly. Her fist
closed over the box for a second, then she reached down and set it
on the table near one of the untouched plates. She didn’t look at
either of them when she said, “I’ll go down and find something to
eat. You two have fun.”

She started turning away, and it was as
though she were taking all of Brett’s hopes right with her along
with his breath.

“Wait, don’t…”

Brett caught her hand before she could leave
the kitchen. He could feel it trembling between his fingers, and
that surprised him enough that he let go almost at once.

Lisa didn’t look back at him, merely gave a
quick shake of her head and murmured a quiet, “I’m sorry,” before
she left.

Her voice had been shaking, too, he realized
with a pang, and didn’t know what to make of it. For years, all he
had ever received when he let words of love slip had been
exasperated sighs or indulgent looks, depending on her mood. He
knew she didn’t like to hear them expressed aloud, but she didn’t
begrudge him his feelings. She had never been so emotional,
however, not since the death of her Sire.

Feeling suddenly very cold, Brett watched
her go. The open space above the breakfast bar offered a clear view
to the entryway, and he could see her putting on her shoes before
she left the apartment without a look back. He could have sworn an
icy draft slipped into the apartment when she opened the door. A
little numb, he started reaching for the wine bottle on the table,
but his hand seemed to have a mind of its own and picked up the
jewelry box instead. He turned it over between his fingers,
wondering how he could have ever thought that this was a good idea.
He should have known Lisa better than that by now. No, he
did
know her better than that, and
it was why he had been so hesitant. He should have listened to his
instincts.

Leo took the box from him and flipped the lid
open with his thumb, whistling quietly at what he saw. “It’s
beautiful,” he said, and looked at the ring more closely. “She’s
gonna love it.”

Something twisted painfully in Brett’s chest.
“I thought she would, yes. But she’d need to at least look at it
for that.”

He tried to inject a bit of humor into his
words, but judging from the understanding look Leo gave him, he
missed by a mile.

“You really wanted her to wear it, huh?” Leo
said, a half smile tugging at his lips.

Brett shrugged. “As much as I wanted—”
Stopping short, he shook his head. “As much as I
want
you to wear yours.”

Snapping the box shut, Leo dropped it on the
table and at the same time grabbed Brett’s belt with his other
hand.

“What are you doing?” Brett sighed, even
though he could guess all too well what Leo had in mind when Leo
pulled him toward the bedroom.

Leo only answered when they were standing at
the foot of the bed. “She told us to have fun, didn’t she?” he
asked, an eyebrow raised, as he worked on unbuckling Brett’s
belt.

Brett caught Leo’s wrist and gently tried to
pry his hand off the buckle. “I’m not really in the mood for—”

“Well, I am,” Leo said with a teasing grin.
When Brett answered with nothing more than a blank look, he shook
off the grin and leaned in, resting his forehead against Brett’s.
“Listen, if we go to her now, she’ll still be upset, and she won’t
listen to a word we say. Give her half an hour, an hour tops.
She’ll feed, she’ll dance, and when we go talk to her, she won’t
run off the other way.”

“Talk to her?” Brett repeated, disheartened.
“And say what?”

He had thought of what words he would offer
with the rings for days, and that hadn’t turned out so well in the
end. He couldn’t even begin to imagine what he could tell Lisa now
that would change anything.

“I haven’t thought that far yet,” Leo
admitted. He pulled back and started grinning again, his fingers
playing once more with Brett’s belt. His voice dropped to a deep
whisper, as though he were sharing a secret. “Mostly, I’m stuck on
‘blow gorgeous boyfriend.’ Maybe once I’ve gotten past that, I’ll
be able to think more clearly.”

Sighing softly, Brett tried to still Leo’s
hands again, but this time he couldn’t stop him from tugging his
belt out of his pant loops. It fell to the carpeted floor with a
muted thud.

“Leo, I don’t—”

“Do you trust me?” Leo cut in, voice gentle
yet firm.

Without thinking, Brett reached up to brush
his fingers against the two puckered scars on his neck. Leo always
bit in the same place he had that very first night, reopening the
same scars again and again, and touching them always sent flashes
of warmth and lust coiling around Brett’s balls. If there was a
better way to prove his trust, he didn’t know what it was.

Leo’s gaze followed his gesture, and he
leaned closer to press his lips over Brett’s fingers.

“Then believe me,” he said as he pulled back,
smiling softly. “She’ll be in our bed tonight, and she’ll be
wearing that pretty ring.”

As unlikely as it seemed, Brett wished he
could believe it. He wanted to
believe it, wanted to believe Leo. At that moment, nothing scared
him more than the thought that he might have upset the balance of
their relationship deeply enough that they might lose Lisa. And
then, it struck him: he couldn’t recall Leo ever disappointing him
in any way. If he was so certain that Lisa would return to them, it
had to mean she would.

Grabbing the back of Leo’s neck, Brett pulled
him forward and crashed his mouth onto Leo’s. He pressed inside at
once, caressing Leo’s tongue and palate and putting all his love,
all his trust, all his gratitude into their kiss.

“Now, that’s more like it,” Leo said,
grinning, when he ended the kiss. His hands were back to the front
of Brett’s pants, and he now made short work of the zipper and
button there. When he pushed the pants down, Brett tried to reach
for the waistband of Leo’s boxers, only to have his hands batted
away.

“Nuh uh,” Leo said with a cluck of his
tongue. “My game for now. Your dick in my mouth, that’s the plan,
remember?”

It really was difficult to argue with that,
or even find a reason to argue. Letting his arms fall to his sides,
Brett let Leo finish undressing him. His shirt was next, and Leo
only undid the cuffs and two buttons at the top before he pulled
it, then Brett’s undershirt, over his head.

“That’s more like it,” Leo murmured, grinning
his approval of Brett’s compliance. Thumbs hooked over the sides of
Brett’s boxers, he eased them over his bobbing cock and pushed them
down to his knees, along with his pants. “Sit down for me,” Leo
instructed, and there was no teasing left in his voice, only lust.
“There you go.”

One last tug, and Brett’s clothes were on the
floor, leaving him bare as he sat on the edge of the bed, propped
up by his hands on either side of him.

As often as it
had happened over the years, Brett would never tired of watching
Leo slide down to his knees in front of him. He always wore the
same hungry, dirty smile, lips shiny and wet from licking them.

Shuffling forward, Leo rested a hand on each
of Brett’s knees and pushed back lightly, spreading his legs so he
could move between them. “Still worried?” he asked as he closed his
fist at the base of Brett’s cock and gave him a coy look from
beneath his eyelashes.

Before Brett could say a word, Leo leaned
forward, his closed lips pressing against the tip of Brett’s cock
then parting slowly to let it slide in and onto his waiting
tongue.

Brett made an indistinct noise and brought
both hands to Leo’s head, threading his fingers back through Leo’s
short hair. Eyes wide and mouth open to let out quiet gasps, Brett
watched Leo move lower and lower still. Wet, unrelenting suction
wrapped around his cock, sending sparks of fire coursing through
his entire body until Brett couldn’t keep still anymore. His hips
started jerking forward every so often, and he could feel Leo
grinning around his dick.

When Leo was in a playful mood, he could make
a blowjob last for what felt like hours, bringing Brett so close to
pleasure he was sure he would come, then pulling back, just barely,
and letting him calm down again before starting all over. By the
end of these sessions, Brett was always a babbling mess, pleading
and begging for release, clinging to Lisa as she watched, indulgent
and serene, and more often than not she was the one who finally put
an end to that sweet torture, demanding with a word or a touch that
Leo let Brett come at last.

This time, it was different. There was no
teasing, no delaying. Leo took Brett’s cock into the back of his
throat, cradled his balls in his hand, and there was nothing left
but the constant pressure of his lips and tongue, the contractions
of his throat, the dance of his fingers against sensitive skin.
Nothing left for Brett to do but hold on for this fast ride, and
let Leo take him as high as he ever had.

Moans were spilling from Brett’s lips almost
continuously now, wordless pleas and grunts that only urged Leo on.
From the first night, he had known how to wring pleasure out of
Brett, quickly learning when to add just a hint of a blunt tooth to
that one special spot beneath the crown to make Brett gasp, make
him shudder, make him spill himself onto Leo’s waiting tongue.

Brett cried out as pleasure flashed through
him, his fingers tightening in Leo’s hair until it had to hurt, and
yet Leo never complained. Sucking more gently now, he drew the last
of Brett’s pleasure out of him, and didn’t let one drop of come go
to waste. Leo cleaned up Brett with small licks, then finally
allowed his cock to slip out with a wet sound before standing.

Just inches
from Brett’s heavy-lidded eyes, Leo’s cock tented his boxers, and a
wet spot was widening around the tip. His mind still floating on
pleasure, Brett leaned forward, tracing Leo’s cock with his mouth
through the fabric. Leo raked his fingers through Brett’s hair,
making him look up at him and smiling almost predatorily when he
did.

“Down you go,” Leo said, eyes blazing, and he
led Brett to recline on the bed, then made him move a little higher
toward the headboard.

Still breathing very hard, Brett let Leo
manipulate his body, arranging him like he might have a model
posing for a painting. Leo drew up one of Brett’s feet to rest flat
on the mattress, pushed Brett’s other thigh farther away to open
his body to Leo’s eyes and hands. Only after he had reached for a
pillow and pushed it beneath Brett’s hips did Leo look
satisfied.

Lube was never far from reach. Leo found a
tube and uncapped it with one hand while the other stroked over
Brett’s still-trembling thigh, then his cock. Limp after coming
such a short time earlier, it gave a valiant effort to rise against
Leo’s fingertips, but even that soft touch was too much.

“Please,” Brett gasped, and he wasn’t even
sure what he was pleading for.

Leo didn’t ask. He slicked his fingers then
dropped the tube of lubricant on the bed and shoved his boxers down
his legs before kneeling on the bed between Brett’s parted thighs.
His fingertips were wet and cool as they circled the entrance to
Brett’s body, teasing until Brett couldn’t stop himself from
pushing back against Leo’s hand.

Grinning down at Brett, a grin so wide it
bared his fangs, Leo finally pressed forward, pushing one finger in
slowly, much more slowly than years of sleeping together warranted.
He watched Brett’s face the entire time, and Brett couldn’t help
but be overly aware of how his own eyes widened as Leo’s finger
slipped deeper inside him, or how he pressed his lips very tightly
together at first, and then let them fall open on a quiet, shaky
moan.

As though Leo had only been waiting for that
moan, he pulled out, squirted a little more lube onto his fingers,
and slid back in. Three fingers, this time, and no more teasing.
The groans that tumbled from Brett’s lips only urged him on. He
pushed a little harder still, stretching his fingers as wide as
they would go until Brett started seeing stars. Then Leo hunted
down that one spot he was always so very good at finding.

Brett’s hands closed on the sheets on either
side of him. His hips jerked up, and an almost painful jolt of
pleasure shot through his dick as it twitched back to life. “Oh
fuck…”

Leo smirked down at him. “I bet you want to
touch yourself now,” he whispered, his words dark and low like a
dirty, little secret.

Swallowing hard, Brett nodded jerkily. His
right hand was already moving toward his cock, but Leo stopped it
with a cluck of his tongue.

“Don’t. No touching what’s mine.”

He withdrew his fingers from Brett’s ass and
stroked his own cock, spreading what was left of the lube over
it.

“That’s what this ring means, isn’t it?” he
asked as he pushed Brett’s legs up and looked at him, like his heart and soul were right there,
bare like his body.

“Means you’re all mine just as much as I’m
yours.”

On the last word, he snapped his hips
forward, pushing his cock all the way inside Brett.

“Oh fuck,” Brett gasped again. “Yes!”

He was already shaking under Leo, blinking
very fast and licking his lips. Leo leaned down for a quick kiss,
then pulled back, almost all the way out—and slammed back in.

The rhythm Leo established was as fast-paced
and unforgiving as his mouth and tongue had been earlier. As Brett
clung to the sheets with both hands and he let Leo fold his body in
two and fuck him hard enough that Brett could have sworn he could
taste it, his cock hardened again on his stomach. Each press of
Leo’s dick against his prostate sent liquid fire pulsing through
his veins, and it wasn’t long before he was moaning continuously.
His eyelids felt heavy, and he wanted to screw his eyes shut,
wanted to feel and nothing more, but Leo’s gaze remained focused on
Brett, demanding his complete attention as Leo continued to pound
into his ass.

Leo never breathed unless he was close to
coming, and his harsh panting, a caress against Brett’s sweat-slick
skin, only pushed Brett closer to his own pleasure.

Without thinking, Brett arched his throat,
offering it along with his blood to Leo’s mouth. He screwed his
eyes shut as he waited for the bite, his entire body tensing,
pleasure coiling beneath the surface of his skin everywhere Leo’s
flesh was touching his, hands gripping his hips, chest pressing
against his, cock sliding inside him as sweetly, as strongly as
Leo’s mouth when it brushed a kiss to his throat. The bite was
quick; Brett came hard, splattering semen over Leo’s chest before
he was even aware of the pain.

Leo didn’t take much blood at all; he never
did. His lips were crimson when he raised his head. He arched it
back as he buried himself inside Brett. He came with a groan that
reverberated through Brett, causing him to shiver against Leo when
he collapsed on top of Brett. Humming quietly, he closed his arms
around Leo’s back, holding him in place even though his weight was
a little uncomfortable. Leo’s mouth returned to the bite marks as
though drawn to a beacon, and he licked the two puncture wounds,
each slow, sensuous slide of his tongue drawing shivers from
Brett.

Brett wished they could have stayed there
forever, in that cocoon of warmth and contentment, but the more he
tried not to think of Lisa, the faster his disappointment was
returning, chasing away his afterglow. Leo must have noticed Brett
was beginning to tense up beneath him, because he rolled over onto
his side and gave Brett an indulgent smile, the same smile he
always offered when telling Brett he worried too much. Usually,
though, it was when Brett worried about the club, not about
Lisa.

“All right.” Leo pressed a peck to his lips
before he slipped out of bed. “Here’s the plan.” He pulled clothes
from his dresser, glancing back over his shoulder, and said, “You
get something to eat. Then you get dressed, and you come find us.
We’ll probably be dancing.”

He stood there, clothes in one hand, the
other scratching idly at the come drying on his chest, a
conspiratorial grin on his lips, looking absolutely certain that
everything would go exactly the way he wanted. Brett wished he
could have been as sure.

“And then what?” Brett asked, sitting up
gingerly.

A small shrug wasn’t all that reassuring.
“We’ll take it from there. Everything will go fine, you’ll
see.”

Leo flashed him a smile before leaving the
bedroom. Lying back with his hands linked behind his head, Brett
listened to the water running in the bathroom. Part of him wanted
to join Leo for that quick shower; another part could only worry
about all that had happened so far—and what was yet to come. Leo’s
confidence was fine and dandy, but that was also his natural state;
Brett had yet to find something Leo could worry about for more than
a few moments. It could have made things difficult between them,
but instead they seemed to balance each other out. Brett sometimes
wondered if Lisa had known this would happen when she had pulled
Leo into their bed. It had all happened very fast, but somehow he
wouldn’t have put it past Lisa to have weighed possibilities and
options in just a few seconds. That was usually the way she made
her decisions, and Brett envied her that ability. Every decision he
ever made was carefully thought out and reasoned—except that last
one.

Had he made a terrible mistake? Leo had
accepted his ring, and for that Brett was both proud and grateful,
but Lisa was an integral part of both their lives. She was the one
who had brought them together in the first place, who had pushed
them closer, helped their relationship grow in ways she would never
allow where she was concerned. If what Brett had tried to do
destroyed what they had shared with her, he would never forgive
himself.

The front door closing with a snick drew him
out of his increasingly darker thoughts. Pushing himself out of
bed, he took a quick shower and pulled on jeans and a t-shirt
before padding barefoot to the kitchen. He felt a pang when he saw
the untouched table set for three, the cartons of food still
waiting on the counter. He put the take-out in the fridge; eating
it alone would have been like twisting the knife in a
still-bleeding wound. A frozen dinner would do just fine for
now.

As the microwave hummed and warmed his food,
Brett found himself falling back into old habits. He usually
watched the club’s video surveillance feed on his laptop when he
had dinner, a quick check that the night was starting smoothly. He
turned on the computer and set it on the kitchen counter. With a
touch of his thumb, he flicked from camera to camera until he found
Lisa. She was dancing with a woman, but her movements weren’t as
smooth or seductive as they usually were, as though she were only
running through the motions of what was expected from her, rather
than really enjoying herself on the dance floor.

He was surprised that Leo wasn’t there
yet, but by switching through the different camera feeds he soon
found him, leaning against the guardrail on the catwalk overlooking
the dance floor. There was no doubt in Brett’s mind that Leo had
seen Lisa and that he was watching her, but Brett wasn’t sure why
Leo wasn’t going to her yet. Splitting the screen, he kept the
image of Leo on one side and Lisa on the other. He watched them,
waiting for something he
couldn’t quite explain. Leo was very good at reading people, a
quality he had honed with years of bartending, and Brett envied him
a little, but Leo’s grasp of what went on in Lisa’s head was deeper
than that, born of decades spent together.

As closely as he looked, Brett never saw
anything change in Lisa’s demeanor. But after a few minutes, Leo
pushed away from the railing and went down to the dance floor. He
moved through the crowd, ignoring a couple of people who probably
recognized him from the bar and tried to get his attention, and
went straight to Lisa. Approaching her from behind, he slipped his
arms around her waist and pressed his body to her back; she never
flinched or tried to pull away, and Brett figured that she must
have known it was Leo. She was facing away from the camera so Brett
couldn’t be certain, but she seemed to say something to her dancing
partner, who soon moved away and found someone else to dance
with.

Lisa turned in Leo’s embrace, resting her
hands on his shoulders as she continued to dance. She was now
facing the camera, and Brett could see her expression. He had never
seen her so sad. His chest tightened painfully, and he shut down
the laptop before he even realized he had moved. It was his fault
that she was unhappy; he had to go and try to fix it.

All he did was
slip on his shoes before hurrying down to the club. As he was
crossing the first floor toward the staircase that led to the lower
level, the head of security intercepted him, wanting to talk about
some guy who was apparently drunk and causing trouble. Brett loved
his club, and he had worked hard for years to make it successful.
Even now he still conducted just about all of the business himself
rather than delegating. At that moment, though, the last thing he
wanted was to deal with any of this.

“I trust your judgment,” he told John and
meant it. “However you want to deal with it is fine with me.”

The look of surprise on John’s face was
unmistakable, but Brett was already walking away.

The staircases that descended to the dancing
floor were a crisscross of crowded stairs and catwalks spanning all
four walls, but Brett wove his way through them easily, finding the
shortest route down.

When he reached the lower level, rather than
going straight to Leo and Lisa, Brett approached the DJ at his
station against the back wall, leaning in close to tell him, “Give
us a few slow ones.”

The DJ touched two fingers to his forehead to
show he had understood. Brett started heading toward his lovers. He
wasn’t even halfway there when a slower beat began playing along
with the current song, its volume slowly rising while the faster
one became quieter.

He approached from behind Lisa, and caught
Leo’s eyes over her shoulder. Leo’s faint smile and nod were all
the encouragement Brett needed to press his body to Lisa’s back,
both his arms slipping between her and Leo to encircle her waist.
She tensed in their double embrace, but for no more than a second.
Relaxing again, she pressed back against Brett as she continued to
sway to the music. Brett lowered his head to press his mouth to her
neck.

“I’m sorry,” he said after a few moments.

She didn’t react right away, and Brett
started to wonder if she had heard him. Her hearing was better than
a human’s, but with the music coming at them from every side, he
might not have spoken loudly enough. Before he could decide whether
to repeat his apology, though, she turned in Leo’s embrace, facing
Brett and shaking her head slowly. Her arms easily slipped around
Brett’s waist, and when he stepped closer to her so that his body
molded to hers, she leaned in to breathe into the shell of his ear,
“You have nothing to be sorry for.”

Brett kissed her temple, then her cheek,
before leaning in again so she would hear him over the music. “I
upset you. I didn’t mean to.”

“I know you didn’t,” she sighed. “And it’s
not you. It’s got nothing to do with you. My issues are my
own.”

Brett was surprised enough that he drew back.
He had never heard her say anything like that before. Her past
wasn’t something she had ever liked talking about.

The song changed while he was looking at her.
She returned his look without flinching, but he could tell how
uncomfortable she was. Was she regretting having shared this much
already? There was so much he wanted to ask and so much he wasn’t
sure he was allowed to ask. At least, he didn’t have to make that
decision; the music was too loud now to have any kind of
conversation without shouting, and this wasn’t exactly the kind of
topic he wanted to explore at the top of his lungs.

“Let’s go upstairs,” Leo said, loud enough
for both of them to hear.

He didn’t wait for either of them to reply
and took hold of Lisa’s hand. Brett took her other hand, and he and
Lisa followed Leo through the dancing crowds and to the staircases.
They had to walk up in a single file, one behind the other, but
they never let go of each other’s hands. Brett didn’t know what it
would have taken to make him release Lisa’s hand, especially since
her fingers had closed over his and were holding him just as
tightly. He had been so afraid to lose her that even this small
gesture was reassuring.

When they reached the main level of the club,
Leo stopped and brought Lisa’s hand to his mouth to kiss her
knuckles.

“Why don’t you two go up?” he suggested,
dropping Lisa’s hand and briefly touching her waist instead. “I’ll
get us drinks and join you in a minute.”

Lisa’s hold on Brett’s hand tightened a
little, and without looking at him, she led the way to the door at
the back of the club that led to their private quarters. They both
remained silent until the apartment door had closed behind them,
shutting out the music and the noise of the club. They finally
looked at each other for the first time since the dance floor, and
Brett was sad to see how tense Lisa looked.

“Sit down with
me?” he asked, and when she nodded, he led her to the sofa, his
thumb gently stroking the back of her hand.

He sat first and drew her in, hoping she
would sit on his lap, longing for an increased connection. He
didn’t protest when she sat next to him with her legs curled under
her. She was there, with him, and it was more than he had expected
earlier.

“Do you want to tell me?” he asked, trying
not to pressure her but unable to fully hide how much he
wanted, needed to
understand.

Lisa’s answer was flat, almost automatic.
“No.”

Before Brett could figure out how they were
supposed to move forward from that, she gave him a pained smile as
though it were an apology. “But maybe I should,” she continued more
gently. She looked down at her left hand and rubbed the inside of
her ring finger with her thumb. “I was engaged,” she said quietly.
“When I was turned, I mean.” She looked up, but didn’t meet Brett’s
eyes. “I was just weeks away from getting married.”

In all the years they had known each other,
lived together, she had never given a hint of this, and it took a
few seconds before Brett could wrap his mind around the idea of an
engaged Lisa. He always had a hard time picturing her as a human,
but it was even more difficult to think of her as monogamous. He
loved her immensely, and while he didn’t mind sharing her with Leo,
there had been times, over the years, when he had been tempted to
ask her not to sleep with anyone other than them. He never had,
though, not because he knew those affairs meant nothing to her, but
rather because he was convinced it would be the fastest way to push
her away from him and lose her for good. That was one reason why,
even though he had wanted to offer his lovers wedding rings, he
hadn’t intended to say the word ‘marriage.’ All he had wanted was
to offer a symbol of his love, not chain either of them to him with
a bit of shiny metal.

She was quiet for such a long time, staring
ahead, her gaze unfocused, that Brett caressed her arm softly to
draw her attention back to him. “Lisa?”

She finally looked up at him, her lips
curling into the ghost of a smile, and shrugged. “Vamps don’t
love,” she drawled, her mouth twisted as though the words were
bitter. “That’s the first lesson I was taught. And as proof that I
had learned it, I had to… to hunt down my fiancé.”

She hesitated on the word ‘hunt,’ and Brett
could easily guess why. What she did every night—going to the club,
shimmying on the dance floor, finding willing prey that would give
her a throat or wrist along with a few mouthfuls of blood—that was
hunting. He had no doubt that her Sire had made her do something
different. She had said hunt, but what she really meant was
kill.

“I’m sorry,” he offered quietly, derisory
condolences for a death that had occurred long before he had even
been born.

“I still loved him,” she continued as though
she hadn’t heard him. “But I didn’t have a choice.” A sad, resigned
smile rose to her lips. “A day-old vamp, under my Sire’s thrall…
No, there was no way I could have resisted.”

Brett frowned, confused. His thumb, which had
been rubbing small circles on her hip, gradually came to a stop.
“If you know that,” he said slowly, “then you can’t blame
yourself.”

“I do know that,” she conceded. “It took me a
while to understand it, but I finally did. But my fiancé didn’t
know I was under thrall.” Her voice was trembling by now, and so
quiet it was barely more than a whisper. “He thought it was me
attacking him. He kept telling me he loved me while I…”

She trailed off, closing her eyes but not
before Brett could see they were full of tears. He caressed her
hair, and gently drew her head down to rest on his shoulder. In all
the years he had known her, he had never known Lisa to be squeamish
about what she was and what she did. She bit and took blood from
humans with no apologies for what she was. He had never given much
thought to why she had decided to go against her Sire’s wishes and
stop killing, but he was beginning to understand why her rebellion
had started.

“Every time you say it,” she whispered,
“every time you ask me to bite you…”

Brett’s heart sank to the pit of his stomach.
“Lisa…” He breathed her name like a caress against her cheek. “I’m
so sorry. I never imagined… I won’t ask anymore, I promise. I won’t
say—”

“No,” she sighed. “You can say whatever you
want. Whatever you need to say. But… I just wanted you to
understand why it’s so hard to believe it.”

He caressed her face with his fingertips, a
gesture he had done dozens, hundreds of times before. He knew her
face as well as he knew his own, knew that light dip beneath each
of her cheekbones, and how it always made her smile seem a little
wider, a little brighter. She never smiled as warmly for anyone
else as she did for him. But she wasn’t smiling now, not even when
he stroked the corner of her mouth, trying to draw her lips up.

“I really do love you,” he murmured.

She shook her head, and even if she softened
the denial with a faint smile, it still broke Brett’s heart.

“I know you think you do,” she said, a little
apologetic. “But at the same time, you only know part of me. And I
don’t think you’d like that other part at all if you ever met
it.”

“Is that… is that why you wouldn’t take the
ring?” he asked, trying to piece it all together.

“I never wanted to hurt you,” she said, and
if at first it sounded like she was avoiding the question, Brett
realized it was an answer, of sorts. “I never want to hurt you
again.”

“Lisa…” Caressing Lisa’s cheek and looking
into her eyes, Brett wondered if there was anything he could say to
make her see that she was wrong. In any case, he had to try. “I do
know all of you,” he said, and put all his conviction into his
words. He had rarely been more certain of anything in his life.
“That other part you’re talking about, it’s gone. It was never
real. It was your Sire making you do what he wanted. But you proved
you were stronger than him. You proved you’re your own person, and
no one’s puppet. You proved it twice. And the woman who left her
Sire and stopped killing? The woman who chose me and Leo over him?
That’s the woman I love.”

As he finished, he could see something
shining in her eyes, like the beginning of understanding. He had
tried to tell her this, or variations of it before, but she had
never listened, always interrupting him before he was done, turning
it all into a joke, or requesting sternly that they never talk
about her Sire again. He wondered if he had gotten through to her
this time, if she finally understood that he meant this.

She leaned forward for a kiss that had never
been so tender, her arms sliding easily around him. He pulled her
onto his lap and held her closer, deepening the kiss as tears
trickled down her cheeks. Lifting his mouth from hers, he kissed
her tears away and was still caressing her cheeks with his lips
when the front door opened and Leo walked in.

Leo stopped two feet from the sofa, and the
look of shock on his face was all too clear, and all too
understandable. Lisa had stopped crying, but when she turned her
face away, it was obvious that she was wiping the tears off her
cheeks. Brett wondered if Leo had ever seen her cry before; Brett
never had.

Hoping to forestall Leo’s questions, Brett
tried to put as much teasing as he could in his voice when he told
Leo, “I was beginning to think you decided to pick up an extra
shift at the bar.”

“Well, I did,” Leo said, raising both his
hands and showing the three tall champagne flutes he held by their
stems in one hand and the bottle in the other. “But just for us.
And did you know we’re getting low on champagne?”

Brett frowned, his mind already sliding back
to manager mode, but Lisa’s salty wet fingers pressed to his open
mouth and stopped him from saying anything.

“If either of you says one more word about
work,” Lisa said, sounding very stern, “I’ll—”

“Not a word,” Leo cut in as he sat next to
them on the sofa. He handed them the flutes, and Lisa held his,
too, while he deftly uncorked the champagne without spilling a
drop. He filled all three glasses before setting the bottle on the
coffee table, then seemed to change his mind.

“Wait,” he said as he stood from the sofa. He
left his glass next to the bottle and hurried to the kitchen. When
he came back, he had the round jewelry box that held Lisa’s ring in
his hand.

Sitting down again, he grinned at Lisa.
“Aren’t you even a little curious?” he asked, teasing, as he
balanced the small jewelry box on the back of his fingers.

“Let it go,” Bret said, sighing. “It doesn’t
matter.”

But Leo’s gaze didn’t leave Lisa, while hers
remained on the box he was still playing with.

“I’m not curious,” she said softly. “I’m sure
it’s gorgeous. Do you think it’d fit on my right hand?”

Leo’s grin widened a little more. “Only one
way to find out.”

He opened the box, keeping it facing him so
that Lisa couldn’t see inside. His fingers covered the ring when he
pulled it out and slipped it on the fourth finger of her right
hand. Even when it fit snugly at the base of her finger, he kept it
covered and drew her hand to his lips to kiss her knuckles.

Chuckling quietly, Lisa drew her hand free.
“Come on, let me...”

Her eyes widened a little when she finally
saw the ring. Her mouth fell open on a quiet little, “Oh.”

“You like it?” Brett whispered, laying a kiss
on her cheek.

She turned her face to him and practically
beamed. “It’s gorgeous.”

This time it was Lisa who kissed him, a quick
peck of a kiss against his mouth.

“Pretty sure I said that two hours ago,” Leo
said, tongue in cheek. “But since we all agree now, can we finally
toast?”

He picked up his glass again and raised it.
Both Brett and Lisa raised theirs to clink against it. The
champagne was sweet on Brett’s tongue, but not as sweet as Lisa’s
and Leo’s lips when they both leaned in for a three-way kiss. It
was wet and sloppy, champagne bubbles still tingling on their lips:
perfect.

Leo soon pulled back, leaving Brett to focus
on Lisa’s mouth. Brett held her face cupped in one hand and wanted
to caress her with his other hand, too. As though reading his mind,
Leo took the half empty champagne glass from him, then took Lisa’s
as well. Brett barely noticed. His entire mind was on one simple
but important task: kissing Lisa and making her feel good. He had
one hand in her hair now, the other skimming up her thigh to the
edge of her bunched-up dress. She let him caress her tongue and
palate for a moment, then pushed into his mouth to return the soft
touches, before letting him take the lead again.

For a moment, after he put the glasses
away, Leo was still. Even without looking at him, Brett was sure
Leo was watching them kiss. Brett could even picture Leo’s small
smile, could imagine him saying, “See? I told you she’d wear your ring and
come back to us.” But
all Leo said was a quiet, “Let me,” before his hand slipped between
them. He tugged Brett’s t-shirt out of his jeans and pulled it up,
forcing Brett’s and Lisa’s lips apart as the t-shirt came off.
While their mouths found each other again, he unbuttoned Brett’s
jeans and carefully guided his hard cock out, stroking it lazily in
a loose fist until Brett gasped into Lisa’s mouth.

Then, reaching around Lisa, Leo tugged the
hem of her dress until it was bunched up around her hips. Lisa had
an extensive collection of sexy underwear, lacy things that Brett
loved to touch, loved to guide down her legs with his fingertips or
his teeth even more, but it was always a delightful surprise to
discover that she was bare beneath her dress. Her folds were
already wet when she adjusted herself and brushed against the root
of his cock. Brett moaned softly, then again when Leo’s hand
returned between them, giving Brett’s cock another quick, teasing
tug before Leo’s fingers slipped against Lisa’s opening.

“Mmm, nice,” Leo murmured. When he pulled his
hand away, his fingers were shiny and slick with her wetness. He
brought his hand to his lips and made a show of licking his fingers
clean.

Brett’s cock twitched, and his mouth watered
at the sight, but before he could ask for a taste, Leo reached
between them once more. He stroked Brett’s cock, slicking it with
his saliva and Lisa’s wetness, then held it steady while his other
hand guided Lisa’s hips up, then down onto Brett’s cock. When Lisa
and Brett both shuddered and hummed at the feeling of being
together again, Leo moaned right along with them.

More than ever, Brett was very glad that Leo
had insisted, all those years earlier, that they get a comfortable
couch; he was glad that every time the cushions started to become
less than welcoming, Leo pointed it out until something was done to
solve the problem. He was glad for the comfort, but at the same
time he couldn’t move much as he sank into those excessively plush
cushions. Lisa was the one doing all the work, hands tight on his
shoulders as she raised herself to her knees and plunged back down,
fucking herself on his cock. All Brett needed to do was turn his
head, and he could have seen the ring, shining on her finger. He
never looked away from her eyes.

His hands remained on her hips at first,
reinforcing her rhythm, but it wasn’t long before Leo’s voice rose
again, low and gravelly, like sin turned into sound. He was sitting
close enough to Brett that their shoulders were pressed together,
but even so he leaned in closer to say, “Bet you want to look at
her. Touch her, too. She’s so beautiful, our Lisa. Skin like silk
and curves so soft…”

The next time Lisa lowered herself, she all
but slammed her hips down, drawing twin moans from her mouth and
Brett’s. Leo laughed quietly.

“See?” he said. “She wants it, too. Aren’t
you going to undress her yet?”

Grabbing the edge of her dress with fumbling
hands, Brett tugged it up, peeling the tight fabric off her until
she let go of his shoulders and helped him pull the dress
completely off. Freed from the snug fabric that had cradled them,
her breasts started bouncing lightly when she resumed her steady
pace, and Brett immediately cupped the lovely mounds, each of them
fitting perfectly into his hands as though they had been made for
him.

“Don’t you want to suck on her tits?” Leo
whispered into Brett’s ear, his lips brushing the lobe in a sensual
caress. “She always makes such pretty noises when we do.”

Brett’s mouth was already watering. “Yeah,”
he breathed, turning to briefly kiss Leo. “Let’s do that.”

His hands sliding to her back, Brett drew
Lisa closer to him, closer to Leo, too, and they each laid their
mouths on one of her nipples. Lisa’s rhythm faltered, although she
never stopped, and moans started rising from her throat as they
kissed, licked, and sucked on her breasts. Sometimes, Brett could
tell that it was his mouth, his tongue that made her writhe tighter
against him, that caused those quiet, mewling sounds to escape her
lips and curl around his balls like a gentle hands. But at other
times, he was sure that it was Leo’s touch that made her buck
against him, and the thought that Leo was touching her, too, made
Brett’s hips jerk up uncontrollably to meet hers each and every
time.

Breaking free to let out a gasp at a harder
push of her hips, Brett rested his head against the back of the
sofa and watched them for a few seconds. Leo was still sucking on
her breast, held in place by her hand. Her fingers were clenched on
his hair as she pushed him closer.

A breath fell from her lips, and the sound
just might have been a quiet, “Please.” The angle of Leo’s head
shifted against her, and at once Lisa closed her eyes, throwing her
head back as she moaned aloud.

“You’re beautiful,” Brett murmured, and
although he was watching Lisa, he meant it for them both.

Leo pulled away from her breast, and Brett
immediately noticed the two red marks on her pale skin, on either
side of her areola. A shiver ran through him as he realized Leo had
bitten her, and on Lisa’s next slide down, his hips jerked forward
again, accentuating her movement. Lisa’s head fell forward. She
pressed her lips to Brett’s for a quick kiss, then sought Leo’s.
When they separated, they looked at each other. Neither of them
said a word, but something must have passed between them, because
Leo scrambled off the sofa, tore his t-shirt over his head and
dropped his pants.

Knowing what was coming, Brett shifted on the
sofa, turning sideways and letting himself slide down until he was
lying flat on the cushions with Lisa kneeling on top of him. Leo
climbed on behind her, and his hand joined Brett’s on her back.
Brett drew Lisa down to him, his gesture accompanied by Leo’s
stroking hand, until she was lying on top of Brett, her chest tight
against his, still now except for the trembling of her body.

She framed Brett’s face with her hands and
covered his lips with hers. When she moaned into his mouth, he knew
exactly why. He could feel Leo’s fingers sliding inside her. Leo
caressed Brett’s cock and, at the same time, stretched Lisa a
little more to accommodate his cock too, teasing each of them in
turn and drawing the same breathless moans from their mouths, moans
that they each kissed off the other’s lips.

Leo’s preparations seemed to last forever,
and in the end Brett couldn’t have said if those clever fingers
were offering torture or caresses. He wanted to move inside Lisa,
find the friction his cock craved, but every time he tried to
thrust up, Leo would distract him by massaging his cock with no
more than his fingertips, a promise of more yet to come. And every
time Lisa started to move against him, she soon stilled again with
another moan, so that Brett had no doubt that Leo knew just how to
gentle her as well.

At long last, Leo moved closer behind Lisa,
and it wasn’t only his fingers pressing against Brett’s dick inside
her. Leo started pushing his cock deeper inside, and Brett only
realized he was holding his breath when Lisa moaned into his mouth.
To him, the sensation was exquisite, Leo’s hardness sliding
alongside his own, both held tight together by the soft, yielding
walls of Lisa’s body, as though she had cradled them in her hands.
The part of his brain that wasn’t completely consumed by pleasure
and lust wondered what it felt like to her; he had asked her once,
afterwards, and while all she had said was, “Good,” her wide grin
had added volumes to that succinct description.

Leo moved very slowly at first, pushing
inside Lisa half an inch at a time to give her body time to adjust.
They didn’t do this very often, but every time they did, Brett
could only marvel at how much closer he felt to them both, Lisa’s
slick walls encompassing him, Leo’s hard dick pressing tight
against his and setting every one of his nerves on fire.

Cupping Lisa’s face into his hands, Brett
watched her closely as Leo continued to press inside, kissing her
cheeks or lips every time the shadow of discomfort crossed her
features.

By the time Leo let out a deep, shuddering
gasp, the clear sign that he was all the way in, Lisa was shaking
between him and Brett, shallow little gasps escaping her lips every
so often. Brett brushed the hair out of her face and started asking
if she was all right, but before he could finish she interrupted
him, her eyes wild and her voice like a croak.

“If one of you doesn’t start moving now, I
swear I’ll—”

She never finished her threat. Right then,
Leo pulled back, his cock sliding against Brett’s, then pushed back
in. The three of them moaned together. As infrequently as they did
this, the rhythm always came back to them at once. They started
rocking against each other, small movements that complemented and
accentuated each other, like a dance in which each step was closely
coordinated, each beat bringing them all to the grand finale.

Brett’s hands moved over Lisa’s back with a
mind of their own, caressing skin as delicate and as fine as flower
petals. When she raised herself, hands flat on his chest, he moaned
at the change of angle and let his fingers trail over her arms,
then back up to her breasts.

“I love you,” Brett murmured when she looked
straight at him, and was relieved when she answered with a small
smile, soon followed by a moan just as quiet when Leo picked up his
rhythm.

Brett clutched her hips, forcing Lisa to
become still. Leo’s hands covered Brett’s and their fingers
entwined, holding Lisa tight between them as Leo’s rhythm increased
yet again. Every push of his cock inside her was the most intimate
caress against Brett’s dick; every slide back, and it was just
Lisa’s flesh around him, slick and smooth.

Catching Leo’s gaze over Lisa’s shoulder,
Brett said the words again, hoping that Leo understood he meant it
for both of them. Leo grinned, mouthed the words back, and twisted
his hips on the next thrust, drawing gasps from both Lisa and
Brett.

Lisa’s eyes were tightly shut now, her mouth
open on a near-continuous moan that slid against Brett’s
skin—against his mind and heart—like a loving caress. He kept his
eyes on her, on her chest, heaving with those shallow breaths she
didn’t need, watched her press back against Leo behind her, her
head tilted to one side in clear invitation. Leo pushed inside her
one last time at the same time as he bit her, his eyes never
leaving Brett.

Brett couldn’t have said which of his two
lovers came first: Lisa cried out, her body contracting around both
their cocks, at the same moment as Leo’s dick jerked against
Brett’s, spurts of come cool against it. It didn’t matter who was
first, which of them set off his own orgasm. The only thing that
mattered was that the three of them were there, together, sharing
this, and even when their bodies separated, when they fell forward
and blanketed Brett, he held them close and cherished the
moment.

Lisa’s lips brushed against Brett’s earlobe,
in a caress or kiss, he first thought, but then he heard her
whispered words.

“Maybe… maybe some day I’ll manage to say it,
too.”

She spoke so quietly, for a moment he wasn’t
sure he had heard correctly. As the words replayed through his
mind, though, he realized what she was saying—and what she was
trying to say. He kissed her temple, breathing out into her hair,
“It doesn’t matter. I know you do.”

And he did. He really did. He always had.




* * * *




After what Brett had confessed to her, Daisy
was more anxious than ever to see him pull out of the vision. She
hoped he was seeing what he needed to see to believe in his own
happy ending. And if she didn’t close the window completely,
leaving a wide enough gap that she would hear anything he said when
he ‘woke up,’ it wasn’t exactly by accident.

It seemed like the longest vision yet, but
Daisy remained behind the window the entire time. The voices of her
friends in the other room had quieted down, and they were talking
softly. She let the words wash over her without trying to
understand what they were saying. For now, all she wanted was for
Brett to find happiness.

When he finally took a deep breath, like
breaking through the surface of the water after a long dive, Daisy
breathed right along with him, her hand already tugging the window
open wider.

Looking up at Woods, Brett observed him for a
few seconds, then cleared his throat. There were two bright spots
of color high on his cheeks. “You saw it all, didn’t you?”

Of all her friends who had gone through this
so far, Brett was the first one who had asked Woods if he had
shared their vision. Daisy wondered what he had experienced that
could make him blush about what Woods had seen.

“I did,” Woods said, his voice flat and
expressionless.

“Even the more… intimate parts?” Brett
insisted.

Woods shrugged. “Sorry. That’s the way it
works.”

Brett’s hand clenched on the arm of his
chair, and his voice rose a little higher in pitch and volume. “You
didn’t tell us you’d see everything we did!”

“Would it have changed your mind if I
had?”

For a moment, Daisy couldn’t understand why
Woods was so detached, why he was answering almost as though he
were bored by the conversation. And then she realized: he had done
this before. Out of the hundreds of people he had given visions to,
surely Brett wasn’t the first one to realize that Woods had shared
his vision of the future. He must have been asked the same question
before, which meant that his answers weren’t new either.

A few seconds passed. The harsh, angry lines
of Brett’s face softened again, fading along with his anger, until
he finally asked, more quietly now, “Will it really happen?”

“As far as I know,” Woods replied, still calm
and cool.

“But I don’t even like men!” Brett blurted
out, leaning forward in his chair as though by being closer to
Woods, Brett could convince Woods of the truth of his words.

Woods’ smile was kind rather than amused.
“Well, I wasn’t in your head, but it seemed to me that you liked
him a lot. You did more than like him, I think.”

Daisy blinked very slowly, then frowned. Were
they talking about Mike? She had been certain Mike had just been
teasing him, but now she wasn’t so sure anymore.

“I did, didn’t I?” Brett said very quietly, a
bit of awe and wonder coloring his words. He shook his head, his
eyes widening a bit in incredulity. “Damn. And I loved her just as
much.”

Her? Daisy was more confused now—and more than a little
guilty about her eavesdropping, but she couldn’t make herself close
the window again.

Brett moved away from Woods, coming to stand
by the banister and clutching it with both hands. “And they were
both vamps, for crying out loud!” he said very loudly, as though
addressing the ocean at his feet. “How in hell could I possibly
fall in love with two vampires?”

“Brett?” Woods said cautiously “Are you sure
you want to discuss this with me?”

“Who else is there?” Brett turned back toward
the house and gestured at the window. “If I told any of them they’d
think—” His eyes widened when they met Daisy’s. His mouth fell
open, and he lowered his arm. “You were there,” he said, quieter
now, his voice shaking a little.

Stepping onto the balcony, Daisy drew the
door closed behind her and leaned back against the glass. “I’m so
sorry,” she mumbled, and meant it. “I didn’t mean to eavesdrop. I
was just worried about you.”

Brett shook his head. His eyes seemed a
little unfocused, as though he had been contemplating something
that wasn’t really there. “No, I mean… In my future. My vision.
Whatever this was. You were there. When I bought the rings,
you—”

“Brett?” Woods cut in warningly. “Remember,
the more you talk about it, the faster you’ll forget.”

Looking at him,
Brett raked his fingers through his hair in a furious gesture.
“Maybe I do want to forget,” he said almost mutinously. “Maybe it’d
be better if I did, so I don’t freak the hell out.”

His burst of laughter took Daisy by surprise,
and she stared at him, at the same time curious and a little
worried. She had never heard Brett sound so maniacal. So lost,
too.

“Damn,” he stopped laughing as abruptly as
he had started. “Damn. Vampires.
Two of them.” Shaking his head, he turned an incredulous look
toward Daisy. “Can you believe that?”

She didn’t quite know how to answer. She gave
him a hesitant smile, and a just-as-tentative, “You never do things
halfway.”

Brett blinked very fast and lunged forward,
catching Daisy’s shoulders in both his hands and holding just a
little too tightly. “You… you said that!” he said very fast. “In
the vision, I mean. You said…” Letting go of her, he pressed his
fingers to his temples and shut his eyes tightly as though to
concentrate. “It’s fading. But you were there.” He opened his eyes
again and looked at her—at her stomach. “You were pregnant
and—”

A jolt of fear and excitement coursed through
Daisy. It was her turn to clutch at Brett’s shoulders. “Don’t tell
me!” she asked, practically begging. “Please. I don’t want to
know.”

Looking vaguely apologetic, Brett touched her
hand gently, comfortingly, until she let go. “I’m sorry. I just…”
He chuckled, but it sounded forced. “This is just so… strange. It’s
like I’ve been shown this person, and I know he’s me, but at the
same time I have no clue who he is.” He turned towards Woods at
that, as though seeking confirmation.

Woods stood, and nodded gravely. “He is you,”
he said. His eyes flickered toward Daisy, and he seemed to pick his
next words very carefully. “He is the person that your experiences
and encounters will shape you to be.”

Brett lowered his eyes to the floor, and for
a moment he looked lost in his thoughts—in his memories, maybe.
When he looked up again, he seemed a little calmer. “I think… I
think I kind of like future me. He looked like he knew what he
wanted.” He grinned as he finished, but his gaze, when it found
Woods’, was hesitant again. “And he had it, too. Didn’t he?”

“It certainly looked like it,” Woods said
cautiously.

Suddenly, Brett’s eyes widened, and he
snapped his fingers. “On the edge!” he exclaimed. He started
patting his shirt and pants pockets frantically, pulling a slim
spiral-bound notepad from his back pants pocket, and a pen from the
front of his shirt. “I have to remember that,” he muttered, as
though to himself, as he clicked the back end of the pen with his
thumb and set the tip to the paper. His hands were trembling. “I
should write it down, and their names so when I meet them
I’ll…”

Woods took a step or two backwards when
Brett’s voice trailed off, and Daisy glanced at him, wondering why
he seemed so wary all of a sudden. She understood when Brett’s
voice rose again, filled with panic.

“I can’t remember their names! How could I
have forgotten already? I loved them! I mean, I will love them. Or
do I love them already? It’s so damn confusing!” He started raising
a hand to his hair, but stopped when he noticed the notepad still
in it. “What was I even writing?”

“On the edge,” Daisy said quietly, hoping to
calm him down. “You said you wanted to write ‘on the edge.’”

If anything, her words appeared to confuse
Brett even further. “But on the edge of what? What does it
mean?”

Daisy glanced at Woods, but if he knew, he
didn’t look like he wanted to tell Brett. “I don’t know,” she said
gently. “You just said you wanted to remember it.”

“On the edge,” Brett repeated. He licked his
lips as though tasting the words, then frowned. “It sounds…
familiar. But I’m not sure if I heard it before or if it’s left
from the vision.” Turning to Woods, he made a pleading gesture
toward him. “Sam, do you know—”

Woods shook his head, hands raised palms out
in front of him in a defensive gesture. “Don’t ask me.”

Brett practically glared at him. “But I
forgot their names! Don’t you remember them?”

If Brett’s agitation troubled Woods, he
didn’t show it. “I do. But I’m not going to tell you.” His tone
remained perfectly level, to the point that Daisy herself felt some
indignation on Brett’s behalf.

“Don’t be rude,” she admonished Woods,
crossing her arms and stepping forward to glare at him. “He’s
asking a simple question.”

Woods continued to appear unperturbed.
“Suppose I tell him,” he said calmly. “He’s so agitated, he’ll talk
about them and forget again. And ask me again. We could spend all
night playing that game and still get nowhere. Been there, done
that, believe me.” Turning to Brett, he clasped his shoulder.
“Didn’t you say just a minute ago that you’d rather forget?”

Brett appeared to deflate. “I did,” he
conceded. “But… It really will happen? I… I was happy, wasn’t I?”
He pushed his fingers through his hair, making it stick up at odd
angles. “I remember that. I remember they loved me. Really loved
me. They will, won’t they?”

His voice and eyes held the same pleading,
the same hint of desperation that Daisy had seen in him earlier,
when he had admitted he had never truly been in love, and she felt
bad for him all over again.

“They will,” Woods said more kindly now.
“Whether you remember names or not.”

“Names?” Brett’s eyebrows shot up, right
along with the pitch of his voice. “Plural? I will love more than
one person?”

Woods cast a slightly frustrated glance
toward Daisy as though to take her to witness, and now she could
understand why he didn’t want to answer Brett’s questions. Brett
seemed to be forgetting faster and faster.

“Brett?” Daisy cut in softly, drawing his
wild gaze to her. “You look parched. Maybe a drink would help your
thoughts calm down?”

He blinked several times before nodding, the
tip of his tongue running between his lips. “Yeah,” he breathed and
repeated the word again a little louder. “Yeah. I think it’d help.
Thanks, Daisy. For…” Once again, he looked like he was reaching for
words, for a memory just out of his grasp. He soon gave up and
shrugged, offering her an apologetic grin. “I’m not sure what. But
it feels important. So, thanks.”

Smiling softly, Daisy shook her
head. “You’re welcome.”

She opened the window for him, and tapped his
shoulder affectionately when he passed by her. He gave her a vague
smile and went inside; his steps wavered slightly, as though he
were a little drunk.

When Daisy looked back at Woods, he stood at
his now customary spot against the railing. He glanced toward her,
and it was as good as an invitation to join him as he had ever
given her.

Tightening the shawl over her shoulders, she
went to stand next to him. Her elbow brushed against his on the
banister, and she shivered, although it had nothing to do with the
cool night air. Woods was looking out at the ocean again, but she
kept her eyes on him when she asked, “Does it happen often that
they forget it all just moments after they see it?”

Woods shrugged and glanced at her. “Not
often, but it does happen, yes. Sometimes what they see is just too
far removed from their current lives and their minds can’t wrap
around it. I think that was the case with Brett.”

“But he’ll be happy?” Daisy asked softly,
afraid that she was pushing Woods’ limits again, yet unable to
resist asking.

For a moment, Woods was silent, and Daisy
wasn’t sure he would reply, then a small smile broke upon his lips,
and he ducked his head a little, looking at Daisy from beneath his
eyelashes. “He looked pretty damn happy to me,” he said with a
quiet chuckle. “Lucky bastard, if you ask me.”

The little knot of dread that had formed at
the bottom of Daisy’s stomach when she had heard Brett mention
vampires loosened a little, and she breathed a small sigh of
relief. “He’s a good man,” she said, the words as much for herself
as they were for Woods. She had known Brett since her first year in
college, and she had always liked him, his humor, how hard he
worked for what he wanted. He was an inspiration to those who knew
him, her included. “He deserves to be happy.”

A long moment passed before Woods answered,
and when he did, quiet words drifting toward the ocean, she didn’t
know what she could possibly have answered.

“Don’t we all?” Woods murmured, and he had
never sounded so sad.




To be continued in: Sixth Vision of Destiny –
Cathleen
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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 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.




First Vision of Destiny –
Alicia

Daisy’s first mistake was to tell her friends
that the famous seer Sam Woods is a family friend; her second one,
to let them convince her to organize a soiree so that they may meet
him. They are excited and can’t wait to be given a vision of their
romantic future. Daisy, on the other hand, still doesn’t see the
point in being told what Cupid is preparing for her. One by one,
Daisy’s nine friends will get a glimpse of the crucial choice, the
passionate night, or the unexpected encounter that will shape the
rest of their love lives. Will Daisy join them and ask Sam to
reveal her future to her before the night is over?

Alicia is the first to volunteer to be shown
what her future holds, maybe because she hasn’t had much luck with
men so far in her life. Craving a relationship in which she would
be needed, she has been visiting blood bars and allowing vampires
to bite her. Those same vampires, Sam Woods shows her, could cause
her to lose the man she loves more than anything…




Fourth Vision of Destiny –
Mike

Having finally accepted that the visions
Woods offers her friends are real, Daisy begins to wonder what the
seer himself gets out of the experience. It can’t be all that
pleasant, she figures, especially when he has to kiss both women
and men – and doesn’t like men in that way.

Mike, on the
other hand, does like men, but he has had little luck in finding
Mr. Right, despite his friends’ attempts at introducing him to
potential relationship interests. On the eve of Valentine’s Day,
his loneliness and one drink too many cause him to flirt with a
handsome stranger and ask for a one-night stand. In the morning,
though, that questionable decision might turn out to be the one
that will change Mike’s life for the better.
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