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For everyone who believes that friendship is the greatest foundation for love.


Chapter One

RODRIGO CRUZ WAS wavering. He was fucking wavering. If he was honest with himself, he’d been wavering for a while. It wasn’t the first time he’d considered abandoning his self-imposed rules about not pursuing teammates. But tonight, in the dimly lit bar after a long day in the sun and a couple of drinks, he was wavering way too close to crossing the line he’d drawn in the sand before he’d ever even met Trevor Thorne.

How could he not?

The man was gorgeous. Hot as hell. A Greek god encased in all-American good looks. Full lips. Dimpled chin. Spiky golden-blond hair and those eyes. Fuck, those eyes. They were blue, only blue wasn’t the right word. It wasn’t descriptive enough. They were jewels, diamonds in the rough of his handsome face.

Trevor had a nickname in the league. The Ice King. He was cold. Unemotional. Detached on the field and off. And those eyes of his were glaciers, impossible to delve past the surface without feeling the chill.

Only, Cruz had seen past the icy veneer. Trevor had let him past it. After months of shared hotel rooms, tiny bus seats, and 24/7 forced proximity, Trevor had slowly begun to let him in. He’d started to lower the walls he kept so high around him, and Cruz was proud to call him a friend instead of just a teammate.

The Ice King had thawed for him. Cruz had seen those blue eyes twinkle with laughter. He’d seen them warm with amusement and pleasure. And more and more, he thought about what it would be like to see them full of heat, full of passion and fire.

Cruz stared across the crowded bar, caught himself drowning in those blue pools like they were the goddamn Bermuda Triangle and there wasn’t a life preserver in sight.

Cruz lowered his gaze when Trevor looked away, returning to his phone call. He squinted at the tumbler of liquid sitting in front of him on the table, trying to remember how many he’d had. Too many.

He was drunk. So. Damn. Drunk. He knew he was drunk which meant he was way past the point of no return. He shouldn’t have had that last drink. Or, rather, considering he was in the presence of the one man who made him want to throw his rulebook out the window, he really shouldn’t have been drinking at all.

Alcohol impaired judgment. It made him stupid. Made him do stupid things. Things that would undoubtedly get him in trouble. Things that would most likely lead to his pretty face being punched, repeatedly. Because when he was drunk he forgot he wasn’t supposed to stare at his teammate’s lips like he wanted them wrapped around his cock.

But Trevor had insisted on grabbing a drink when they got back to the hotel, and despite the little voice in the back of Cruz’s head that had said he should just go to bed, he was shit at denying Trevor anything. So he’d gone. He’d bought the first round and then Trevor had bought the second, and by the time the tequila hit him, Cruz had forgotten why drinking with the man who haunted his dreams and was his every walking fantasy was a bad idea.

It wasn’t as if he was just risking his rules when it came to Trevor. If it meant getting the gorgeous god of a man in his bed, Cruz would happily abandon his stance on steering clear of sexual relationships with teammates. He wanted Trevor, and he’d let himself have him if his friend had given him so much as a hint he was into the idea. But he hadn’t, and that meant continuing to fantasize about him, continuing to tread this line and risk their friendship.

Hitting on a friend, on a teammate, on a supposedly straight man who wasn’t interested in him that way wasn’t just against his rules; it was downright self-destructive.

He’d been down this road before. Thinking there was more in every glance, every touch, than there really was. It hadn’t turned out well. Not for him. He’d been young then, naïve, just learning what it meant to be bisexual. He was older and wiser now, and he knew better. He knew it was a dead end.

When he was sober, he knew that. He knew not to stare at Trevor like he wanted to lick him up one side and down the other. He knew the smiles Trevor gave him, the ones that curled around his heart and made him feel all warm and tingly, meant nothing but friendship to Trevor. When he was sober, he knew he needed to stop fantasizing about his best friend.

Even if he wasn’t completely convinced Trevor was as straight as he always claimed. The looks he shot Cruz across the bar were veiled and sexy. The way Trevor bumped their shoulders together and found little ways to touch him was intimate and flirtatious. Cruz honestly believed Trevor was gay or bi or at the very least questioning and curious. But until Trevor made a move, some sort of move, he couldn’t cross that line. He wouldn’t force Trevor to admit to things he’d clearly been hiding for a very long time. He couldn’t and wouldn’t touch Trevor the way he ached to touch him.

But in his alcohol-fueled brain, he couldn’t help but wonder what his best friend would do if he slid up behind him, pressed their bodies together, and whispered in his ear exactly what he wanted to do to him. The idea alone made his cock hard, which at his level of drunkenness was a tribute to how damn much he wanted Trevor. Hell, he never got hard anymore. Not for anyone but the man he couldn’t have.

Trevor slid back into the booth opposite him with a heavy sigh. Without a word, he picked up his drink and knocked it back. Cruz watched his throat work, watched his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed, and had to swallow a groan of his own.

“Everything okay?” he managed when Trevor dropped the empty glass to the table.

“Fucking fantastic.” Trevor winced and then wiped a hand over his face, “Sorry. I’m in a shit mood, and talking to my happy, madly-in-love brother didn’t exactly help. Didn’t mean to take it out on you.”

Cruz shrugged, accustomed to the same excuse he’d been hearing for weeks now, the one he didn’t quite buy but always let slide. “What’d Trent want this time?”

“You mean other than to tell me my life choices are shit?”

Cruz raised an eyebrow, but Trevor waved him off before he could ask what he meant. Instead, he let it go, just like he always did, and he let Trevor wave the waitress over to bring them another round of drinks.

He didn’t know all that much about Trevor’s relationship with his superstar twin brother. Trevor didn’t talk about him often, and he’d guessed the relationship was strained. He knew they’d only recently started talking again after a fight that had led to years of radio silence, but he didn’t know what that fight had been about. Just like he didn’t know why every single time Trevor hung up from a conversation with his brother, he looked completely wrung out and emotionally exhausted.

But Cruz wanted to know. He wanted to know everything about Trevor, the man who had fascinated him from the moment their eyes had connected across the locker room on his first day as a Texas Titan. He really wanted to know if the tension between Trevor and Trent had anything to do with the latter coming out as gay recently. But Trevor didn’t talk about it, and Cruz didn’t dare ask. And only in his wildest, drunkest imagination did he think about simply kissing Trevor to find out once and for all.

It was a stupid thought. One he needed to ignore. He was drunk, and he needed to go upstairs and collapse into bed. Alone. Before he did something stupid like crawl under the table and try to convince his best friend to switch teams.

Cruz couldn’t help it; the very idea made him giggle with amusement because his dick, despite the alcohol and the mental reprimands, hardened further at the thought. Yeah, he was going to get his pretty face punched off. Because despite his focus on the man sitting across from him, they weren’t alone at the table. They were in a crowded bar, sitting with several other teammates. Teammates who would give him absolute hell if they caught him sporting a boner in a public place.

“Earth to Cruz. Come in, Cruz.” Fingers snapped in front of his face, and he slowly blinked his eyes back into focus.

His head spun when he connected with those glacier blues just across the table. “I…uh…”

“You okay, man?” Amusement tilted the corners of Trevor’s mouth upward.

“Fuckin’ fantastic.” He shot back the same response Trevor had used and then threw back the new drink the waitress had just put in front of him and prayed the burn would wake him back up into reality. Reality where the man he fantasized about did not fantasize about him. He slammed the glass down a little too hard and watched Trevor’s lips twitch. “Why?”

“You were staring into space giggling.”

“I don’t giggle.”

His stone-faced denial made a full-fledged grin spread across Trevor’s handsome face, lighting him up, lighting up the entire corner booth, and making Cruz’s stupid, tequila-saturated heart slosh in his chest.

God, that smile did things to him. Things he didn’t like. Because if his dick was the only thing interested in Trevor, he’d be fine. He’d find a distraction. Nail a pretty young thing and move on. But his dick was sending messages to other muscles in his body, important ones, and he was too drunk not to smile back at the beautiful bastard.

“I don’t.”

“You do, actually.” Trevor smirked.

“You totally do.” A high-pitched feminine voice that reminded Cruz of nails on a chalkboard piped in, and his eyes flickered to the bimbo waitress all but falling into Trevor’s lap.

Big boobs, probably fake just like the color of her hair. Her roots were showing, and so was her desperation. He fought a growl, hating the green-eyed monster inside him that wanted to act like an overdramatic boyfriend and claw her eyes out for touching what he considered his.

Dammit. Women. He shuddered at the intrusion. Sometimes he could handle them. Sometimes they were what he preferred. Soft and sweet and delicate. But from the moment he’d shaken hands with Trevor, all he’d wanted was more of that firm grip, preferably around his cock. And he was just drunk enough to snarl at the waitress without thinking it through.

“Was anyone talking to you?”

Big blue eyes blinked at him in surprise. Huh. Blue. He hadn’t noticed that before. Maybe she really was a blonde. Not that he cared. He wanted a different blond. He wanted the gorgeous blond across the table with muscles and planes instead of curves.

“I thought…” The waitress opened her mouth, but a stern, masculine voice cut her off.

“Rodrigo.” He shivered when Trevor used his first name, his eyes darting back to Trevor in time to see those baby blues narrow on him, and oh, damn, that shouldn’t have made his cock twitch but it did. Stern Trevor always got to him. He had a thing for Bossy Trevor. It punched every one of his buttons when the older man ordered him around. “Apologize.”

He pouted instead of complying. “Why?”

“Because you’re being rude.”

He shrugged unapologetically. He was being a brat. He knew he was. A drunk, dramatic brat. But damn if he cared with tequila coursing through his veins and his cock wanting something it could never have. He stuck out his bottom lip for good measure.

Trevor chuckled, and another shiver ran down Cruz’s spine. There was a twinkle in those blue eyes, one he knew from experience was for him and him alone. Sometimes he thought it was simple amusement. Other times, interest. Right now, drunk and irritated, he wanted to believe it was a flirtation or at the very least recognition of Cruz’s bitchy behavior for what it was: jealousy. Whatever it was, the look his friend gave him made him all hot and bothered, made him wonder what kind of lover Trevor was for the millionth time.

Firm. Demanding. Bossy. Dominant. Cruz bit his bottom lip to quell a moan at the very thought. Blue eyes flickered to his mouth, and he couldn’t help wondering if Trevor’s eyes had gone there of their own accord or if he hadn’t actually managed to stifle his moan. Not that it mattered because whatever Trevor saw there, it iced his eyes like the flip of a switch.

Trevor’s lips pursed, and there was zero amusement in his voice when he spoke again, “Apologize to the lady for being rude.”

It was an order. Blatant. And as unapologetic as Cruz was, he shrugged in defeat.

“Sorry.”

“It’s okay, it’s fine.” Nails began to climb Trevor’s arm, but Trevor pulled away from the woman before Cruz snapped again.

“It’s not okay. He’s drunk and he’s being rude.” Trevor pretended to look at a watch Cruz was fairly certain even in his alcohol-fueled state Trevor wasn’t wearing, “It’s late, and we should get upstairs anyway. Game tomorrow and all.”

Cruz blinked through his haze. Game tomorrow. They were drinking on a game night. Why had they gone to the bar again? He tried to remember, but everything other than the loss to the Sun Devils was cloudy with tequila.

Something about blowing off steam?

Hell, he couldn’t really remember anymore. They’d lost. Trevor had been in a mood. They’d gone to grab some dinner and drinks. Only they’d never ordered dinner. They’d filled up on booze instead and now the world was fuzzy and Trevor was mad at him and Cruz was too drunk to care if he was making a scene in front of their teammates.

“Sorry, guys. The kid can’t handle his liquor. Enjoy the rest of your night, and we’ll see you for breakfast in the morning.” Trevor apologized for the both of them, but there was steel in his voice when he motioned to Cruz. “Come on. Let’s go.”

Cruz squinted at Trevor as he stood. He wanted to tell him he wasn’t a kid and he could handle his liquor just fine, but really, it would only make the scene worse to argue with his captain. And he was drunk. Really drunk.

How was he this drunk? Usually he handled his liquor better. Then again, he didn’t usually drink on an empty stomach after a day of playing nine innings in the desert heat either. A big hand gripped his bicep, and the world tilted precariously as he was unceremoniously dragged out of the booth.

“I said, come on.”

Cruz let Trevor pull him upright without a fight. His hand was big and warm, and it practically burned Cruz’s flesh where it slid under the sleeve of his T-shirt. He was forced to his feet, and his legs were just rubbery enough that he wavered a moment, his chest brushing against Trevor’s for a split second as he came face-to-face with that gorgeous, stony expression he knew so well.

“You okay?” There was an undercurrent of something in Trevor’s voice when he spoke softly, just to Cruz, that he couldn’t quite place. “Can you walk out of here?”

He nodded because he couldn’t find his voice.

“Good.” The hand on his arm disappeared, and so did Trevor’s nearness as he stepped back. “Get your drunk ass in the elevator before I kick it into next week.”

Cruz winced and followed, completely unable to appreciate that firm, tight ass he liked so much in those denim jeans ahead of him. Trevor was pissed. Not concerned. Not annoyed. Pissed. And some sick and twisted part of Cruz liked it, liked that he could get the Ice King to crack, liked that his bratty behavior had gotten him what he wanted.

He and Trevor were headed up to their room. Alone. Together. And in his alcohol-fueled haze, that seemed like the best possible ending to this night. Almost like a fairytale come true. If only his prince charming would stop scowling at him.

They stepped into the elevator, and the doors closed behind them. Their images stared back at them, or rather, Trevor’s blue eyes stared at him in the reflection, burning a hole in Cruz’s restraint. He smirked, and the words rolled out of his mouth before his brain could convince his tequila tongue it was a bad idea.

“Stop glaring at me. It makes me want to kiss that look right off your stupidly gorgeous face.”


Chapter Two

TREVOR THORNE GRINNED. He couldn’t help it. Not two minutes ago, he’d been annoyed. With his brother and with his trainer and with the baseball gods. He’d been in a shitty mood all night, and drinking hadn’t helped matters. His best friend had gotten drunk in record time and only added to his annoyance. But leave it to Rodrigo Cruz to say the most completely unexpected, inappropriate thing he could imagine, and just like that, Trevor was grinning.

Only Cruz could make him smile these days. When everything else in his world was going to hell, Cruz was the bright, shining light that kept him going. Cruz pushed him, challenged him, and kept him on his toes. He never said or did what Trevor expected him to.

And he loved the guy for it even as he wanted to strangle him for flirting with him now.

Now. Tonight. When Trevor was already tied up in knots and confused about his future. When he was on the brink of making a big, life-changing decision. One that would mean giving up everything he was even as it opened up a world of possibilities he’d never let himself consider.

His heart thumped hard in his chest as the possibilities loomed.

This was Trent’s fault, he decided instantly. His twin brother had been on his case for weeks to man the fuck up and do what he needed to do. Retire from baseball. Let go of all his dreams. Admit his knee was fucking killing him and go see the doc, let his manager know that every time he squatted behind the plate he had to hope and pray he could get back up.

His days in the big leagues had been numbered and were already long gone. He’d had the drive but not the natural talent. Not at that level. He’d clung to the game the only way he could, taking a spot with the minor-league Titans with the understanding that he would help and guide the young future superstars before they worked their way up to the majors with their affiliate, the Chicago Skylines. But even those days were numbered for him now with the knee injury and his age.

The very thought of quitting baseball was enough to rock him. Adding in what went along with it, the freedom to finally come clean, to be who he really was? Well, it was a lot to deal with and his brother riding his ass about truth and honesty wasn’t helping.

Trent with his new boyfriend living his gay-as-hell happy good life was annoying. Trevor almost wished he’d never reached out and reconnected with the bastard. Which wasn’t really true. He loved his brother. The problem was they were too damn much alike.

Both headstrong, both dominant, both demanding and aggressive. It had led to a ton of fights when they were kids. It had led to one as adults that meant they hadn’t spoken in almost a decade. Trevor regretted that more than he could ever say, because he knew he was the one who had been in the wrong.

Wiping his brother out of his life for admitting who he was was wrong. Being scared to be tied to Trent in case his secret ever got out had been childish. Trying to distance himself from his brother simply because he was gay had been despicable.

Especially considering how much easier Trent’s life would have been if Trevor had done the right thing and stood up with him, stood at his side, had his back, and admitted he was gay too.

But he’d been scared. He’d wanted a career in baseball. He was an athlete. And his judgmental, homophobic father had convinced him he’d never have it if he was gay. Even now, a decade later and the old bastard rotting in the ground, he wasn’t entirely certain he’d have made it as far as he had if he’d come out of the closet. And he was still scared.

Scared of what his life would be without baseball. Scared of what it would be if he admitted he was gay. Scared of the way the man slouched against the wall of the elevator made him feel. He was scared of Rodrigo Cruz because he was everything Trevor had never been and worried he could never be.

Out, proud, warm, happy, and full of life. Cruz was like the sun, and the closer Trevor got to him the harder it was to keep his icy reserve in place.

Which was exactly why he should have kept his distance. It was why he should never have agreed to room with the guy. It was why he shouldn’t have let a true, real friendship form between them. It was why drinking with him had been a terrible idea. Because Trevor had been in a mood, and he’d let his true feelings too close to the surface, close enough that something he’d said or done had triggered Cruz to think it was okay to flirt with him tonight.

And hell, maybe that was what Trevor had wanted.

Maybe he’d wanted Cruz to flirt with him tonight. Maybe he’d thought the alcohol would loosen them both up and make them admit what they really wanted. Maybe he was hoping it would help him make his decision.

The truth was, he honestly didn’t know anymore.

Because in all the months he’d known the guy, in all of their days and nights spent on the road together, spent in cramped hotel rooms and near nakedness in locker rooms, never once had Cruz openly flirted with him. Oh, he looked. Trevor wasn’t oblivious to the way Cruz looked at him. Like he was a buffet and Cruz was on a liquid-only diet. But never, not once had he done more than look.

He’d never made a move. Never once touched Trevor in a way that could have inferred he was crossing the line. Never once had he said a word about wanting Trevor in that way, let alone wanting to kiss his gorgeous face.

Until tonight and somehow, instead of scaring him, the idea of Cruz wanting him that much, so much so he’d finally made the first move, made him smile.

Cruz was drunk. Drunk enough Trevor wouldn’t take advantage. But he couldn’t help but press his friend just to see what else he might say.

“I’m sorry… What did you just call my face? Stupidly gorgeous?”

Cruz snorted and pushed his dark hair off his forehead, “Of course that’s all you heard. I say I want to kiss you, and all you hear is that you’re ridiculously hot. Arrogant asshole.”

Trevor stifled a chuckle as Cruz pouted adorably. Fuck, he was beautiful. Trevor had always thought so. From the moment the young phenom had been introduced to him in the Titans locker room, he hadn’t been able to look away. Everything about him made Trevor’s nerve endings spark.

The mess of tousled dark curls that was always just a little too long. The way he constantly pushed it back off his forehead and out of his eyes. The dark stubble that permanently coated his sharp jawline and framed soft lips that turned upward at the corners, as if he always had a secret he was dying to share.

Tall and lithe, strong and athletic, Trevor had seen Cruz all but naked in locker rooms and hotel rooms. But right now he hated every stitch of clothing that covered that beautiful body. Right now, he wanted to see all of that honey-brown skin completely naked for once. He wanted to trace it with his hands, learn it with his lips.

Never had he wanted to kiss Cruz more than he did in that moment. Those full, pouting lips were like a siren’s call all but luring Trevor closer to the rocks that would flay him if he wasn’t careful. And damn if he didn’t find the pouty behavior irresistible.

Sassy little fucker. Cruz had been jealous in the bar. He was being bitchy and dramatic because he was drunk but also because he was jealous. And God, that made Trevor dangerously happy.

“Oh, I heard you.” Trevor chuckled. “You want to kiss my stupidly gorgeous face.”

Cruz’s dark eyes rose slowly, meeting his. “You think it’s funny?”

“I think only you could possibly insult me and compliment me at the same time.”

“It’s not funny.” Cruz huffed.

“It’s not?”

“No. It’s not.” Cruz pushed up from the wall faster than Trevor had been expecting, all agile athleticism even in his drunken state. He crossed the distance between them in two steps, cornering Trevor and boxing him in as he leaned close. “The things I want to do to you, they’re not funny.”

Trevor raised a hand, preparing to push Cruz back a step, to give himself space before he did something stupid like smash their lips together. But Cruz was younger, faster, and he knew what he wanted. He caught Trevor by the wrist and pinned his arm to the wall of the elevator. When he tried to raise his other hand, it got the same treatment, and his cock twitched for reasons he couldn’t explain.

Cruz had him pinned. He hadn’t expected the bold move. He was usually the dominant one, but he’d forgotten how aggressive Cruz could be on the field. Apparently that passion translated off the field as well, and he couldn’t help it; his hips shifted, pressing them together, and that, finally, seemed to knock Cruz out of the moment.

He gasped and his eyes went wide. In the moment of hesitation, Trevor spun. He reversed their position, pinning Cruz to the wall of the elevator in one smooth move. Dark-brown eyes met his, still glassy but with a dawning sense of understanding.

Trevor was hard. Cruz had felt it. There was no more denying what Cruz did to him. He wanted Cruz just as much as Cruz wanted him. He’d just turned the tables, and damn if it didn’t feel good taking control not just of the situation but of his own life.

“Does it feel like I’m laughing?” he muttered, their mouths so close he could smell the tequila Cruz had been drinking.

Cruz shook his head.

“You think you’re the only one who wants to do things, Cruz?” He lowered his hips again, unable to resist the friction or the feel of that hard, sculpted body against his own.

Heat curled low in his belly. Lightning zipped down his spine. His balls felt heavy, and his jeans were growing more uncomfortable by the second. He was playing a dangerous game, and it only upped his adrenaline. This was…fun. Dammit. Playing with Cruz was fun, and he knew, he just knew if he gave in to the moment and gave them both what they wanted that it would be more than fun. It would be fucking explosive.

“I…I…” Cruz made a noise in the back of his throat, a sweet little whine that nearly unraveled the last threads of Trevor’s control.

“Well, would you look at that…Rodrigo Cruz at a loss for words?” He smirked playfully, his bad mood completely forgotten.

“Shut up and kiss me,” Cruz demanded, pushing against the restraint Trevor had put on him, trying to get closer, trying to press their lips together, but Trevor dodged him easily and shook his head.

“Not like this.”

“Please…” Cruz whined, making him chuckle again.

“Not like this,” he repeated, allowing himself to skim his lips over Cruz’s jaw before pulling back. “Not drunk. Not in an elevator. When I kiss you for the first time, you’re damn sure going to be sober enough to remember it.”

Cruz opened his mouth to say something, most likely to whine or beg or try to cajole Trevor into giving him what he wanted. Luckily, the ding of the elevator stopping on their floor interrupted him. Lucky because Trevor had never been very good at ignoring Cruz when he wanted something from him; whether it was a bite of his burger or the window seat on the bus, he usually gave it to him. He consoled himself with the unshakeable truth he could no longer deny. He was going to give Cruz the kiss they both wanted too, just not right now.

Not tonight.

“Come on.” He pushed away from Cruz and moved toward the door of the elevator. “Time for bed.”

A half-smirking smile tipped up one side of Cruz’s lips. “You don’t know how long I’ve waited to hear you say that.”

Trevor chuckled again. “You’re going to sleep. Alone.”

Cruz pouted again, and Trevor dragged him out of the elevator and down the hallway. It wasn’t easy. Cruz was drunk and horny. He kept trying to pull Trevor back toward him, to pin him to the wall or slip his hands around his waist. Trevor was still trying to get the key card to work when he felt Cruz hug him from behind. He smiled because he knew Cruz couldn’t see it. More than anything he wanted to slide a hand down and thread their fingers together, especially when Cruz rubbed his cheek against the muscles in Trevor’s back. It wasn’t just sexual. It was intimate. Hugging, cuddling, it was about more than just the possibility of sex.

“I knew it,” Cruz whispered softly from behind him. “I knew it couldn’t just be me.”

The ding of the elevator at the end of the hall knocked Trevor back into reality before he could reply. Reality. Where anyone could come through those doors when they opened and see them like this. See them wrapped around each other. And even if Trevor had always been careful, Cruz had never hidden who he was. The rumors would be swift and brutal, and Trevor hadn’t decided if he was ready for that or not.

He groaned and pulled away, opening the door and shoving Cruz inside unceremoniously. He shouldn’t have led Cruz on in the elevator. Not when he hadn’t made his decision yet.

He couldn’t continue to play baseball and be gay. Cruz got away with it because he was bisexual, because he was young and flashy and signaled a new era in the league. Trevor was old school. He was on his way out. He was at the end of his career, and he’d been lying to his fans for years about who he was. They’d never accept he was gay, so he had to decide.

Retire and let himself have Cruz? Or keep playing the game he loved and let the man that might be his soulmate go once and for all?

“Trevor?”

“Hmm?” He guided Cruz toward his bed, but their legs ended up twisted all together and he groaned as Cruz managed to pull him down on top of him as they collapsed to the bed. “Dammit…”

“Sleep with me.”

“No.”

“Why?” Cruz whined, shifting his hips and grinding them together.

“Because you’re drunk.”

Trevor paused in the midst of admiring the way Cruz’s full lips pouted beautifully. Drunk. Cruz was drunk. He’d never seen Cruz drunk, not like this. And as his own fog cleared he couldn’t help but wonder why that was.

“Cruz?”

“Mmm. Like the way you say my name.” Cruz smiled from beneath droopy lids. Adorably, cuddly drunk. He was hugging Trevor again, rubbing his face against his shoulder. As if he could mark Trevor by leaving his scent on him. Trevor ignored the way that thought made his chest flutter.

“Why are you so drunk?”

“Because tequila’s a bitch?” Cruz snorted, but Trevor didn’t laugh.

“I’m serious. Why’d you get so drunk tonight? I thought we were just having a drink or two… What happened?”

Cruz stared up at him, his eyes dark and mysterious, and Trevor held his breath. He didn’t know what he expected Cruz to say. But when Cruz finally spoke, he should have known it would be nothing but the truth. Cruz didn’t know any other way to live.

“I don’t like seeing you upset. I thought a drink would make you feel better, but it just made me feel worse.”

“Why?”

“Because everyone else got to touch you. The waitress and the other guys, and it didn’t matter if they were just giving you high fives or smacking you on the back; you smiled at them, and I wanted it to be me. I want to be the one that makes you smile.”

Cruz turned his head away and closed his eyes, as if the admission had drained the last of his energy. Trevor bit his lip. Dammit. Cruz was always so damn honest, and Trevor didn’t understand how he let himself be so vulnerable like this. But he loved him for that too. Because he was all of the things that Trevor had never let himself be.

“You do make me smile. All the time.” He leaned down and carefully brushed his lips against Cruz’s cheek. “Now sleep. Sleep and we’ll talk tomorrow before the game.”

“Game?”

“Yeah, we have a game tomorrow. Remember?”

“Oh God…” Cruz groaned and Trevor chuckled.

“Good night.”

“Mmm, good night.”

Trevor brushed aside Cruz’s hair, and then he forced himself to push up off of him. He dragged himself to his feet and spent far too long staring at his suddenly unconscious friend. They’d have to talk tomorrow which meant Trevor would have to make his decision soon.

Cruz or baseball? He loved them both. But he could only have one.

He scrubbed a hand over his face and went to get a water out of the mini-fridge. Sober up. Think. Because tomorrow was going to be a really, really long day.


Chapter Three

CRUZ COULD HEAR the sound of his name. Somewhere far away. From somewhere, through the fog of his dreams, he heard his name in a deep, demanding voice. It floated in over the incredible dream he was having, one in which the man of his dreams shoved him against a wall and ground their bodies together, whispered dirty things in his ear that made him moan. Then his name came again, louder, and Trevor’s mouth in his dream was too busy gliding down his throat to have said it. Cruz’s brain whirled in confusion a second before something heavy and damp smacked him in the face.

“What the hell?” Cruz sat upright with a jolt and then winced and slammed his eyes shut when the world shifted all around him. His stomach twisted, and bile rose in the back of his throat. He curled in on himself and rubbed at his temples. “What the hell?”

“Cruz.” Trevor repeated his name again. “Time to get up.”

“Wha—no.” Cruz squinted one eye open enough to look at what had fallen in his lap, a damp towel, and frowned. “Why are you throwing things at me?”

“Because I’ve said your name twenty fucking times and I let you sleep as long as I could. Get up and take a shower. Sober up and do it fast. We’re gonna be late.”

Cruz continued to massage his temples but twisted his head enough to catch a glimpse of Trevor. His body instantly came awake at the sight before him. The damp towel made sense now, and he had to resist the urge to pull it back up over his face, to smell it to see if it smelled like freshly showered, naked Trevor.

Not that Trevor was naked. Unfortunately. He had a second towel slung low around his hips. Droplets of water still slid down the hard planes of his chest, finding the valleys between his abs and the golden trail of hair that led to that damn towel. His hair was still damp and sticking up all over the place from where he’d shoved the towel through it before throwing it at Cruz. Steam billowed out of the bathroom behind him, and more than anything Cruz wanted to drag Trevor back into the shower and get him dirty all over again.

Instead, he forced his eyes away before Trevor caught him gawking. “Why does my head feel like I slammed it in a door?”

“Because tequila is a bitch?”

He snorted at the words that sounded oddly familiar. He agreed. Completely. In fact, he’d sworn off tequila after his twenty-first birthday. It had a tendency to make him black out and forget…everything. He wasn’t sure why he’d decided to drink it last night instead of sticking to beer like he normally did. Especially considering they had a game today.

It was stupid, and he tried not to be stupid these days.

“Cruz?”

“Huh?” He forced his eyes back open, hardly realizing he’d even closed them again.

“Shower. Now.” Trevor used his commanding tone of voice, and before Cruz had registered the order his body was moving, complying.

Confused and more than a little sick to his stomach, Cruz trudged across the room. He slid past Trevor, careful not to brush against him. His morning wood was barely concealed in his boxers. It wasn’t as if Trevor hadn’t seen it before considering the locker rooms they’d shared. But for some reason he couldn’t explain, it felt awkward this morning. He shot a glance over his shoulder, caught Trevor watching him from beneath furrowed brows, and retreated to the bathroom.

He didn’t dare ask the question he wanted to ask. Again. Which was… What the hell?

He went through the motions, turning on the shower to let it heat up and brushing his teeth as his brain tried to catch up with reality and put together his night. They’d gone for drinks. He’d gotten really drunk. He shouldn’t have because drinking with Trevor was a bad idea. He’d known it was a bad idea, but he hadn’t stopped himself when they’d gotten on that elevator alone and he’d…

Oh shit…he’d told Trevor he wanted to kiss him.

It hit him then. Sobriety. Consciousness. Reality. It hit him and he knew; his dream hadn’t been a dream. The images of shoving Trevor against the elevator wall and then being pinned himself, those weren’t fantasies. They were memories.

His breath caught, and his head shot up as the hair on the back of his neck stood on edge. His jerked his head up and darted his eyes up to meet the blue laser beams behind him in the mirror. Trevor was standing in the doorway of the bathroom, his shoulder against the wall as if he was holding the entire damn building up. His biceps bulged where he’d crossed his arms over his chest. He was still shirtless, but he’d pulled on his pants. Half-naked and hard-edged, he pushed up from the wall, and Cruz didn’t dare breathe, let alone move.

“I was wondering how long it would take you to remember.”

Cruz swallowed hard. “I…you…”

“Yeah.” Trevor moved in behind him at the vanity, one hand going to the edge, boxing Cruz in, and the other sliding around his waist and up his chest as he pressed against Cruz from behind and rubbed his stubbled jaw against his shoulder. “I’m sorry.”

Cruz felt his heart fall into his stomach. “You’re sorry?”

“Mhmm.” Trevor pressed a soft kiss against his neck, and Cruz fought a shiver.

“You’re sorry you responded when I hit on you, you mean?”

“No.” Trevor’s blue eyes glanced up, meeting his in the mirror again, serious and heavy. “I’m not sorry about last night. None of it. I’m sorry I can’t seem to keep my hands off you now. I swore I would. I promised myself I would wait until we had time to talk, so I could explain things, explain myself… But we’re running late and there’s no time and I want you so bad it fucking hurts.”

Cruz groaned and arched into Trevor’s touch as the words he’d never expected sank deep inside him. He bit his lip to quell a whimper when Trevor’s big hand slid lower, playing with the elastic band of his boxers. His entire body tingled as warm, wet lips trailed up to his ear.

“Can I touch you?”

The words whispered at his ear made him shudder. “You are.”

“Give me permission, Rodrigo.” Trevor bit into his earlobe, and he moaned in response. “You’re sober now and I want to hear the words. Tell me you want my hand on your cock, that you’re hard for me and you want me to get you off.”

The request for permission tied to the demand nearly undid Cruz, and his cock throbbed. He rubbed his ass back against Trevor just to make sure he wasn’t being punked, but no. There it was. Trevor was hard for him too. This wasn’t a dream. It was a fantasy brought to life. Trevor wanted him too.

“Yes. Fuck. Yes. Touch me, please.”

Without a word, Trevor slid his hand beneath the elastic band and circled his fist around Cruz’s cock. He was already dripping precome, and like a pro Trevor slicked his palm over the head, teasing him, playing with his slit and then using the slickness to lube him up. Trevor worked his hand up and down Cruz’s thick shaft, and Cruz lost the ability to keep quiet.

“Fuck. Fuck.” His hips shifted as his head fell back onto Trevor’s shoulder.

“That’s it, baby,” Trevor growled at his ear. “You don’t know how long I’ve wanted to hear what you’d sound like if I touched you like this.”

Cruz whined. His entire body was strung tight as a bow. Trevor’s big hand on his cock was driving him closer and closer to the edge. The husky words at his ear only made him harder.

This was Trevor touching him. Trevor stroking his cock. Trevor who was going to make him come.

“Oh God…” He groaned. “So close.”

“Open your eyes,” Trevor ordered, and of their own accord, Cruz felt his lids flip open. “I want to see those gorgeous eyes when you come for me. Look at me. Don’t look away. Look at me.”

“Trevor.” He gasped as his body spasmed, and he tried to keep his eyes open, he really did, but they fluttered shut as stream after stream of come shot from his cock. His body trembled and his knees went weak. He would have collapsed if Trevor hadn’t been there to catch him, to hold him up. He whimpered, “Trevor?”

“You’re so goddamn beautiful.” Trevor’s voice was softer now. “So damn honest. Not like me.” His lips pressed to Cruz’s sensitive skin. “I’m so sorry I lied to you. I lie to everyone, but… I shouldn’t have lied to you.”

Cruz’s head was still spinning. He was wrung out. The hangover headache was coming back, pounding along with the beat of his rapid heartbeat. His muscles felt soft and rubbery, and he wanted to curl back up in his bed. Preferably with Trevor wrapped around him. But he still couldn’t put together just how this had happened, how they had come to be wrapped around each other or what it meant.

“You…lied?” He blinked, trying to refocus on Trevor’s words instead of just his touch.

“I’m gay. I’ve always been gay. There’ve been other men but not many. I was too scared so I hid and… Then I met you.” Trevor’s blue eyes begged for something Cruz had no idea how to give him. “I’ve wanted you since the moment we met, but I knew I couldn’t have you.”

“You…”

Cruz wasn’t entirely sure what it was he’d been about to ask or say. He had so many questions. Trevor was gay. He’d been hiding in the closet all this time. He’d wanted Cruz from the start, just like Cruz had wanted him. But Trevor hadn’t said anything. He’d never made a move. Until now.

Before he could gather his thoughts, a loud pounding sound came from just outside the bathroom. Cruz jumped and Trevor cursed. They instantly began to untangle, and Cruz let Trevor move him aside as he flipped on the faucet and washed the proof of what they’d just done down the sink. The pounding came again, and Cruz finally managed to connect reality with the mess of chaos in his head.

Someone was knocking on the door of their hotel room.

“Trev…”

“Stop.” Trevor turned back to him quickly, blue eyes a little wild. “Don’t say anything. Please. Just…let me get the door. I’ll take care of it. Jump in the shower and then we’ll talk. Okay?”

“Okay,” Cruz agreed on autopilot.

Trevor’s blue eyes were heavy as they searched his face for something. Cruz stared right back, trying to figure out what had changed between them. Everything? Nothing? What had brought all of this on when Trevor had been denying himself for so long? Finally, Trevor pulled him close and placed a sweet, chaste kiss against his forehead.

“I’ll explain everything. I promise. Just…don’t say anything to anyone yet.”

Before Cruz could respond, Trevor turned and left the bathroom, shutting the door behind him. In the other room, Cruz could hear Trevor call out that he was coming, and the clatter of hangers suggested he’d pulled a shirt out of the closet. The sound of the outer door unlocking was loud, and then a familiar voice cut through the silence.

“Jesus, Thorne. You look like shit.”

“Back at you, asshole,” Trevor cursed. “What do you want, Allistair?”

“I’m heading to breakfast. It’s last call, and Upton said you and Cruz hadn’t been down yet. You girls primping up here or you want to grab some food before the bus pulls out?”

Cruz stayed perfectly still. Allistair was their teammate. He’d clearly been sent by their manager to check on them since they hadn’t shown for breakfast. He recalled Trevor telling him he’d let him sleep as long as he could, but there wasn’t a clock in the bathroom. He had no idea just how late they actually were.

“Cruz is running late. I’ll come down and get breakfast for us both so we don’t miss out.” Trevor spoke, and then he audibly raised his voice to be sure he was heard. “You hear that, Cruz? Hurry your lazy ass up or Upton’s gonna fine you for being late. I’m going down with Allistair.”

Cruz’s throat felt like it was constricting. “Be down soon.”

The outer door slammed shut, and with it, Cruz puffed out all the air in his lungs. He felt sick. Nauseous. And he didn’t think it was just the tequila still roiling in his gut.

Don’t say anything.

Trevor’s last words to him. Don’t say anything. He didn’t want anyone to know what had happened between them. He was still hiding. Maybe he really did just want to talk and work things out, make sure they were on the same page before they went public. But what if that wasn’t why he was reluctant to admit he was gay? What if, despite what he’d said, despite what they’d done, Trevor was still too scared to openly be with Cruz?

Dammit. Cruz pushed his tangled hair back. He didn’t have time to dwell on his love life. He was covered in come. He needed a shower, and he needed to get his ass downstairs before Upton made the driver leave him.

He had a game to play, and baseball always came first. Always. It was why he didn’t break his rules anymore. He never got involved with teammates. Ever. Especially not blond-haired, blue-eyed, godlike men who claimed they were straight but then jerked him off in private.

Fuck. He killed the hot water and tapped the cold. His dick was already inflating again at the memory, and he couldn’t have that. It was impossible to play baseball with a bat in his pants.


Chapter Four

TREVOR HAD MADE a mistake. He knew he had. From the moment Cruz had walked down the stairs and met him at the bus, he’d known he’d made a mistake.

He never should have left their room with Allistair. He shouldn’t have touched Cruz without explaining himself first. He should have told him the truth before he laid a hand on him. And he definitely shouldn’t have let Cruz brush him off when he’d taken his breakfast from him and then proceeded to put in his headphones and ignore Trevor for the entire ride to the stadium.

But it wasn’t as if he could ask Cruz to talk to him in the middle of a group of their teammates. Not on the bus. Not in the locker room. Not in the dugout. So Trevor had let him get away with the cold shoulder act and tried to focus on the game.

The game he loved. The sport he’d always put first in his life. Ahead of everything and everyone. Only he hadn’t been able to put his whole heart into it today like he always had before. Because his heart had been standing out by second base, and never had it felt further away from home plate.

He’d played like shit. Peterson shrugged off almost all of his signals, and Trevor didn’t even blame him. His head wasn’t in the game. He even forgot about babying his knee and spun too fast after a pop fly, nearly going to the ground it stung so badly. He’d limped off the field at the end of the game and hadn’t been the least bit surprised when Upton had jerked him aside by the scruff of his collar.

If he’d been the only one on the receiving end of the screaming rant Upton had gone off on, it wouldn’t have been so bad. But of course it wasn’t that simple. Nothing was simple anymore. Not since the moment he’d decided to give in to his urge and let Cruz see the real him.

He wasn’t the only one that had played like shit. Cruz had too. Missing an easy double play and trying to call Marquise off an infield fly that had ultimately hit the ground between them. His head hadn’t been in the game either, and Upton had noticed and tore into him as well.

Their manager had ripped them up one side and down the other, and he’d sworn if he ever caught the two of them in the hotel bar before a game again that he’d bench both their asses.

Now their teammates were watching them with curious, wondering gazes. Trevor didn’t like it at all. It made him uncomfortable being the center of their attention. He’d avoided it for so long. Tried so hard to hide among the masses. Not to stand out or be noticed too much. He’d worried just the slightest wrong move would tell the world his secret.

Now he didn’t like the stares because they were also staring at Cruz. Not that he had ever hidden his sexuality. He’d been open about it from the beginning. But that wasn’t why they were staring at Cruz. They were staring at him wondering what had gotten into the young phenom and if whatever it was would affect his trajectory, the one that until today had looked like he would be called up to the majors at any moment. Now his future might be in jeopardy, and it was all Trevor’s fault.

He had to fix this. Fix them. And he had to do it now.

“Cruz…” He reached for his friend’s arm when the bus stopped, and Cruz instantly jumped out of his seat.

“No,” Cruz growled low, pulling his arm away almost viciously.

Trevor winced but let him go. There were too many eyes on them already. Watching. Judging. Sensing the turmoil between them where there had never been any before. Trevor grabbed his own bag and followed Cruz up the aisle and off the bus.

They ended up in an elevator with at least four other members of the team, and Cruz continued to ignore him. Trevor ground his teeth together and tried not to think about the last time they’d been in an elevator together. Last night, drunk and horny, they’d been pressed together shoulder to knee, erection to erection, a bare breath separating their lips. And now Cruz wouldn’t even look at him, wouldn’t even…

Trevor snapped to attention as the realization hit him like a baseball bat to the head.

He hadn’t kissed him. Earlier, this morning, he hadn’t kissed Cruz. He’d been so focused on wanting him, wanting to touch him and wanting to make him come, that he’d somehow missed an important step. He hadn’t kissed Cruz.

Looking at their interaction in the bathroom with that knowledge, it wasn’t quite the magical moment he’d spent all day thinking it was. It felt cheap. Like he’d used Cruz, even if he hadn’t gotten off himself. It was just a quick jerk off, a hand from a friend. It wasn’t special, and his leaving the moment it was over only made it look worse.

God, he was an idiot.

The elevator stopped on their floor, and everyone got off. A few of the guys were joking and jabbing at one another, making plans for the night. Cruz stormed straight toward their room without a glance at anyone. Trevor shrugged off an invite to go see a movie and followed his friend to their room.

He winced when Cruz let the door all but slam in his face and pushed into the room after him. He flipped the lock after them and dropped his bag to the floor. He watched Cruz drop his own bag on his bed and then stalk to the far end of the room and stare out the window, his hands on his hips.

Trevor moved slowly, not wanting to make the situation worse. “Cruz?”

He didn’t get an answer. Not even a flinch. Cruz didn’t turn around to even look at him.

“Rodrigo?” he tried, taking another step closer, but when he still didn’t get a response he sighed. “Baby, please, look at me.”

“Don’t call me that.” Cruz spun around suddenly, and there was so much anger and hurt on his handsome face that Trevor’s heart squeezed painfully in his chest. “Don’t call me that like this morning meant something when it…”

Trevor covered the distance between them in two long steps and grabbed Cruz with both hands. He slammed their lips together. Hard. Their teeth collided, and he pulled back slightly. He expected Cruz to push him away, had prepared himself to hold on tight, but what he hadn’t expected was for Cruz to pull him closer.

He groaned when Cruz kissed him this time. It was still rough. Angry. But it was demanding and aggressive too. Needy. Trevor returned the kiss as best he could. It was slightly awkward. The both of them struggling for control. They stumbled as they battled for dominance, and Trevor shoved hard, backing Cruz against the wall.

He bit Cruz’s lip so hard he thought it might leave a bruise and liked the idea of marking this man so much, he did it again. Cruz made a sound. That sound. The small, needy one in the back of his throat. The one that drove Trevor out of his mind.

Trevor pulled back, gasping for air. “It meant something. It meant everything. You mean everything to me.”

“You can’t mean that.”

“I do.” He brushed their panting lips together softly. “You really think after all this time hiding in the closet I’d risk everything by coming out if I wasn’t crazy in love with you?”

Cruz’s dark eyes widened. “Love?”

“Don’t freak out on me.” Trevor managed a small smile. “I don’t expect you to say it back. Not yet. I haven’t done a thing to earn it, but I will. I swear to you I will. Because I love you.”

“Say it again,” Cruz whispered, a shell-shocked expression taking over his handsome face.

“I love you.”

Cruz lunged for him then, smashing their lips together, and Trevor groaned and gave in to it. For so long he’d dreamed of what it would be like to kiss Cruz. Now he was. He was kissing him, and Cruz was kissing him back.

Better yet, despite starting it, Cruz submitted when Trevor took control of the kiss. Somehow he’d always known he would. He’d seen the way Cruz’s pupils dilated whenever he took an authoritative tone with him. And it pushed every one of his buttons.

He dragged Cruz’s bottom lip between his teeth until he gasped, and then Trevor took advantage. He slipped his tongue out, tracing the spot he’d bitten and then delving deeper. He only meant to take a sip, to ease into it, but Cruz’s taste overwhelmed him, and he groaned.

Cruz whimpered and tugged him even closer. Melding their bodies together. Their erections pressed together through the denim of their jeans. Trevor steadied himself with one hand against the wall and then let his hips drop, grinding them together as their tongues tangled.

He’d dreamed of the way Cruz would taste. Spicy. Strong. Masculine. He tasted like sin and sex and heaven. He tasted like Trevor had always thought his man would taste like. Perfect.

The feel of their erections rubbing together through their clothes. The feel of their stubble burning each other as they kissed. Big hands stroking over each other’s hard bodies. It was perfect, and the only thing that would make it better would be if there weren’t anything between them.

Trevor slid a hand beneath Cruz’s shirt and shoved it upward. So much lean, hard muscle. So much strength. He’d seen Cruz’s chest so many times, stared at it whenever he wouldn’t be caught looking. He’d seen the trail of dark hair that led down into his jeans, but it was different feeling it. Tracing his fingertips over the hard planes and dips of abs. Circling the dark, round nipples that he ached to taste.

“Off.” When air became a necessity, he finally broke the kiss to shove Cruz’s shirt up higher. “Arms up.”

Cruz followed the order, raising his arms, and before the shirt even hit the floor Trevor latched his mouth onto a nipple and sucked. Cruz cursed. His hands went to Trevor’s hair, tugging and pulling until it stung. He licked and sucked, reveling until Cruz finally found his voice.

“Stop.”

Trevor froze and pulled away. “What?”

“Stop. Stop. We have to stop.” Cruz groaned even as his hips bucked into Trevor. “Please…”

“What?” Trevor rose back to his full height, his brain trying to kick back on to figure out what he’d done wrong. “Why?”

“We…we need…to talk.” Cruz struggled for words and then shook his head, as if he was trying to get his bearings. “We need to talk.”

Trevor groaned, “I know. I just…”

He couldn’t keep his hands from tracing down Cruz’s abdomen. He popped the button on his jeans, and Cruz bucked his hips again, urging him on. He slid his hand inside and cupped Cruz’s thick cock through his boxers.

“Fuck.”

“I want you,” Trevor groaned against the edge of Cruz’s lips. “I want you so fucking bad.”

“I want you too but…” Cruz gasped when Trevor stroked him. “Fuck. Fuck. Okay. Fuck now. Talk later.”

Trevor grinned and stroked him again. “Yeah?”

“Yeah. Fuck me. Fuck me now, Trevor.”

His blood practically boiled in his veins. Oh, he liked this. He liked this a lot. Liked being in control. Liked getting his way. Liked having Cruz so needy for him that he was mindless with it. Wanting him so bad he all but begged for it.

“Say it again.” He used Cruz’s words from earlier and smiled when he saw the twinkle of recognition in those honey-brown eyes.

“Fuck me, Trevor. I want you. I need to feel you inside me.” Cruz licked his lips expectantly. “I love you.”

Trevor’s heart thumped too hard in his chest, and he paused. He hadn’t expected those words. Not now. Not yet. But he could see the truth of them in those dark eyes he loved so much.

Because that was Cruz. Honest. Open. Sweet. True. He wouldn’t have said it if he didn’t mean it, and that filled Trevor with so much joy he didn’t know if he wanted to cry or hug him or make love to him.

No, that last one won. Obviously. He needed them to be together. Completely. Whatever hesitation he’d had before, whatever fears or doubts, those three little words wiped them out completely. This entire day had helped make his decision easier.

Baseball or Cruz? He would choose Cruz every time. He would choose love.


Chapter Five

HE’D BEEN SO damn mad all day, but all it had taken to defuse him was three little words. Three words he hadn’t expected. All day he’d been worrying and doubting and rethinking every second of the time he’d spent with Trevor. Not just in the bathroom this morning but every day, every hour and minute since the first time they’d met.

Cruz had been so deep in his thoughts, in his wonderings, that he’d played awful today. He’d missed easy plays. He’d screwed up and gotten chewed out by his manager, and the worst part was, he didn’t even care. Not about baseball. For the first time in his life, he’d been more worried about where his personal life was going than where his professional one was.

He’d been so sure what had happened with Trevor was going to be a one-off. After a lot of thought, he’d resigned himself to the fact that the next time they were alone Trevor would undoubtedly say it had been a mistake. Trevor had admitted he was gay, but then he’d asked Cruz not to say anything to anyone. He’d been certain he knew what was coming as soon as Trevor opened his mouth.

Never had he been so happy to be wrong.

Trevor hadn’t said it was a mistake. He’d said what they had was special. It was everything. He’d said he was going to come out, for Cruz. He’d said he loved him. Love. Trevor loved him.

Cruz’s heart felt like it was going to explode. Of course he loved Trevor. He had for a very long time. He’d been instantly attracted to him, but it had become so much more than that.

Their friendship had become a foundation they both grew under. Supported each other. Pushed each other. Respected each other and the game they both played. They understood each other in ways nobody else ever could because they lived the same life.

They were perfect for each other, and Trevor had finally, finally realized it.

Cruz knew there was so much more they needed to talk about. Saying those three little words didn’t cement anything. It didn’t get rid of the obstacles that would stand in their way. It didn’t explain why Trevor had admitted his feelings now. They needed to talk.

But right now, Cruz couldn’t manage to unlock his mouth from Trevor’s for more than a second to gasp in much-needed air.

“Pants off,” Trevor growled, releasing his cock long enough to push at his jeans and boxers. “Now.”

Cruz shivered at the desperation in Trevor’s voice. The demand. The need. He’d always known Trevor would be the one in control if they ended up like this, but he hadn’t imagined the frenzy or Trevor’s shaking hands. He hadn’t imagined his own shaking as he helped to kick off his shoes and then shimmied his hips to help get his pants off.

Once he was naked, Trevor stilled momentarily, and Cruz bit his lip. He could feel those beautiful blue eyes taking him in from top to bottom. Only they weren’t icy when they met his this time. They were the blue of a flame, the hottest part of a fire.

“God, you’re gorgeous.” Trevor’s voice was reverential, and his big hands traced over Cruz’s chest and down his stomach, through the thick patch of hair at his base until he squeezed Cruz’s cock, making him moan. “I’ve wanted to touch every inch of you since the moment I saw you. Want to kiss every inch of you.”

“Trev…” His voice broke when Trevor began to work his lips down the column of Cruz’s neck. His head tipped back to give him better access. He banged the back of his head against the wall and tried to think about something other than the way Trevor’s tongue traced his collarbone on his way south because otherwise he was going to blow his load way, way too soon. “Clothes.”

“Hmm?”

“Clothes. Off,” he managed.

Trevor chuckled against his rib cage, “They are, baby.”

“Not mine.” He wrapped his fingers in Trevor’s beautiful golden hair and tugged hard enough he knew it stung. “Yours.”

Another chuckle against his ribs. “Little busy here.”

Cruz groaned when Trevor nipped at him. “Want you naked too.”

He pulled at the T-shirt Trevor was wearing, and though he growled a complaint, Trevor raised his arms and then his head to let Cruz pull it off. As soon as he dropped the shirt, Trevor’s lips returned to his skin, skating down over his abs and nuzzling at his belly button.

“Pants,” Cruz tried to insist, but when he reached for Trevor’s head again, Trevor snagged his hands in a flash and slammed them against the wall.

“I’ll give you what you want, babe.” Trevor looked up at him with a stern, serious look. “Trust me.”

“I do.” Cruz softened. “I just…”

“Want my cock? Yeah, I got that.” Trevor shot him a smirking grin. “And you’re going to get it, but first, I’m going to taste you. I’m going to lick and suck and savor you. I’m going to worship you and I’m going to get what I want, so stop fighting me.”

Before Cruz could even begin to start up another argument, Trevor gripped his cock and engulfed his length with his mouth. Cruz cursed and his head fell back again. Warm, wet heat and soft, sweet suction. It was perfection.

He dropped his hands back to Trevor’s hair, but he didn’t try to pull him away this time. He simply held him as Trevor bobbed over his cock, worshiping him just as he’d said he would. He stroked Trevor’s hair and let the sensations his lips and tongue created spread through him.

Trevor worked him over. Taking him deep and swallowing him down his throat. He licked and lapped at his slit, teasing him before taking him deep again. He fondled Cruz’s balls and then sucked on those too. He took the hand he’d been using to stroke Cruz’s length and slipped it down and back, searching for and finding his hole. The damp digit circled around his pucker, and Cruz cried out as it punched in through his ring of muscle.

“Oh, God, Trevor…” Cruz’s hips bucked, pushing his cock deeper into Trevor’s throat and then slamming back to impale himself on the digit working his ass. The sensation, it was too much. Too good. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, I’m close.”

He tightened his fingers in Trevor’s hair. His balls were drawing up and his cock was throbbing. He was going to come. He tried to pull Trevor off him, not wanting to bust before they got to what they both really wanted. He wanted more than Trevor’s finger in his ass. He wanted his cock. He wanted him deep inside. Claiming him, owning him. But Trevor refused to be pulled away.

Trevor continued to work him over, lips and tongue and teeth, and Cruz whined as the tingles zipped up his spine and made his body spasm. He jerked, hard, but Trevor only wrapped his lips tight around Cruz’s cock and sucked. And that did it; Cruz came so hard the world went dark momentarily, and he cried out. Trevor stayed with him the whole time, sucking and licking and swallowing him down, cleaning him up with his tongue as his oversensitive cock jerked and spasmed.

When Trevor finally pulled off him, Cruz looked down through heavily lidded eyes and wondered if he’d died and gone to heaven. Trevor Thorne was on his knees in front of him. Golden and gorgeous, his lips swollen and red from working Cruz over. And he smiled; he fucking smiled the most gorgeous, heart-stopping smile, all dimples and white teeth as he licked at his lips like he’d just tasted the best thing in the entire world.

“Mmmm…” Trevor wiped at his chin. “As far as apologies go, how did that one rate?”

Cruz barked out a rough laugh. “That was an apology?”

“I’m sorry I left this morning.” Trevor’s eyes were soft again. “I shouldn’t have left things with us like that. I’m sorry I messed with your head. I should’ve just told you then how I felt.”

“And how is that, again?”

Trevor raised an eyebrow at his teasing. “The blowjob didn’t convey my feelings? I guess I’ll have to try harder to prove my love then…”

Cruz laughed. He actually laughed. And Trevor grinned as he pushed to his feet.

He captured Cruz’s mouth in a searing kiss. Cruz could taste himself on Trevor’s tongue as he flicked it lazily in and out, playing with him, revving him back up until they were clutching at each other. Trevor was still hard as steel beneath his jeans, and Cruz hastily jerked at the button and zipper, wanting to return the blowjob.

The things Trevor had said about wanting to taste him everywhere? Cruz had wanted it too. He’d wanted it for so long he almost couldn’t believe this was happening. He’d been amazed when cocky, dominant Trevor had gone to his knees for him. Awed and grateful. But he wanted to be the one supplicating now, worshiping at the altar of all of that golden gorgeousness.

Trevor knocked his hands away once his pants were undone. “I know what you’re thinking, and it’s not happening.”

Cruz whined and Trevor chuckled.

“You so much as look at my cock right now and I’m gonna bust.”

“Exactly.” Cruz tried to reach for him again but got batted away.

“No. Not exactly. Because the only place I want to come is deep inside you. You said you wanted my cock, and I promised you’d get it. It’s yours, baby. Just like your ass is gonna be mine. Now get on the bed so I can fuck you like we’ve both been dreaming about for far, far too long.”

Cruz grinned. Bossy and demanding. God he loved this man. He practically tripped over his discarded clothing as he rushed to do as he’d been told. He leaped onto the bed and sprawled out, completely naked, legs spread and ready for whatever Trevor wanted to do to him next. Because this was Trevor and he could do whatever he wanted, just so long as he fulfilled his promise to own Cruz’s ass tonight.


Chapter Six

TREVOR WOULD HAVE laughed at the eager way Cruz climbed onto the bed if he hadn’t been wound so tight his last threads of control were fraying. He’d thought he was losing him. All day he’d thought he was losing Cruz. But now he was here, with him, warm and happy and…not sated but expectant. He wanted more and so did Trevor.

So much more.

“God, you’re beautiful.” His throat felt tight as his eyes skated over Cruz, gorgeous and naked on the bed.

Those dark eyes, heavy-lidded and needy, were eating him up as well, and he felt shaky. His hands literally shook. He pushed his pants down, kicking his shoes and socks off as he went. Cruz’s eyes followed his movements, and he groaned when Trevor’s thick cock sprang free, bouncing against his abdomen and leaving a smear of precome in its wake.

“So are you.” Cruz started to push up to scoot closer, but Trevor stopped him with a stern look and a shake of his head.

“No. Stay there,” he growled. “Lay back and spread your legs for me. I want to see what’s mine.”

Cruz bit his lip and shifted back onto the bed. He followed orders like he’d been born for it. Born for Trevor.

He tilted his hips up and put his feet on the bed, propping his legs up and spreading them wide. The unfettered view of Cruz from head to toe made Trevor’s cock throb painfully and his balls draw up. He squeezed the base to steady himself, and Cruz groaned again. His own hand went to his half-hard cock, and he stroked himself as Trevor watched, his eyes trailing down to the tight, puckered hole he wanted to own more than he wanted his next breath.

Cruz rocked his hips up into his stroking hand, giving Trevor a show, and Trevor cursed under his breath. He was too close. Way too damn close. He wasn’t going to be able to take this slow the way he wanted to. He wanted it too bad, needed it too much.

He tore his eyes away before he gave into the urge to simply leap on the bed, flip Cruz over, and drive into him until there was no way to tell where one of them ended and the other began. He didn’t want that for their first time. He closed his eyes, regained his composure, and smiled down at where Cruz still lay on his back, hand on his cock, looking up at him, waiting.

“Keep stroking,” he growled even as he turned away to grab the bag Cruz had thrown on the other bed.

“Hey, what are you…” Cruz went quiet again when Trevor pulled out the small bag with his shaving kit. “Oh…”

“You think I don’t know where you keep your lube and condoms?” Trevor smirked as he pulled out what he needed and tossed the items on the bed. “Come on now.”

Cruz watched him flip the top of the small bottle of lube, and his Adam’s apple bobbed. “So all those times I felt eyes on me…”

“I was watching you.” Trevor dripped the sticky liquid onto his hand and then stroked his own cock, slowly. “Learning you. Wanting you.”

A small whine escaped Cruz’s throat when Trevor rolled a condom on and then climbed onto the bed. He nudged his way between Cruz’s already spread legs, pushing them wider and immediately circling that small, puckered hole with his sticky fingers. Cruz gasped, and his eyes squeezed shut tight.

“No. Look at me,” Trevor ordered, and Cruz’s dark lashes fluttered. “I want you to know it’s me.”

Cruz smiled, slow and easy, warmth radiating off of him as he reached up to stroke Trevor’s jaw. “Of course it’s you. It’s only ever been you.”

Trevor kissed his palm as he slowly circled Cruz’s hole and then eased in a finger. “Don’t try to convince me I’m the first man you’ve let in here, baby. I know you better than that.”

“You’re the only one I’ve let in here.” Cruz put his hand on his chest, over his heart. “And you’re the only one I’ve let in there since the day we met.”

Trevor shivered slightly at the admission, his eyebrows winging up. “There hasn’t been anyone since we met?”

“I only wanted you.”

His heart squeezed in his chest. “I haven’t been with anyone either.”

“Since we met?” Cruz’s smile was nearly blinding, and he groaned as Trevor eased in a second finger and scissored, opening him up. “You haven’t been with anyone?”

“I only wanted you,” Trevor mimicked, and Cruz closed his eyes again, his breathing going ragged as his hips began to move of their own accord, pushing to meet Trevor’s thrusting fingers. “I only want you.”

“Kiss me.” Cruz scrambled forward, a sudden desperation in his voice. “Oh, God, Trevor…kiss me.”

Trevor leaned down to give Cruz what he needed. The movement shifted his angle, and Cruz gasped when Trevor’s fingers slid deep, hitting his prostate. Trevor swallowed the sound and used his tongue to mimic the movement of his fingers.

Cruz kissed him wildly. His hips working in tandem with Trevor’s fingers now. His hand stroking his cock as it throbbed between them. Cruz clung to him, to the sheets. He moaned and groaned and begged as Trevor kissed him and stroked him deep, pushing him as close to the edge as he dared before Cruz pulled away with a gasp.

“Need you.”

“You’ve got me.”

“Inside,” Cruz all but hissed. “Get your dick inside me where it belongs.”

Trevor tried to smirk, but he was too far gone to know if he managed it. He loved those words. Loved that Cruz felt all of the same things he felt. That they belonged together. That they were always meant to be together like this. Joined. One.

Trevor pushed up and guided his sheathed cock to Cruz’s hole. “You ready for me, baby?”

“Yes. Yes, yes, yes.”

“Then push…” Trevor began to shift his hips forward and felt Cruz do the same.

They both groaned when the ring of muscle gave, and Trevor slipped inside. Sweat broke out on his brow. He tried to hold himself back. He tried not to simply drive as deep as he could get. But Cruz was still pushing, pulling him closer by his hips so hard Trevor thought he would have bruises there tomorrow.

And he fucking loved that.

He wanted to mark Cruz. Claim him. He wanted Cruz to do the same for him. Someday, he’d let him. But for now this was enough. Having Cruz. Fitting their bodies together in the only way that mattered. The same way their hearts fit together. It was more than enough.

“More,” Cruz demanded when Trevor paused and drew back an inch before pressing in a little further. “Fuck me, Trevor. Don’t hold back. You won’t break me. Just let go.”

Trevor met Cruz’s eyes and saw the honesty there. The passion. The love. More importantly, he saw the trust. Cruz trusted him. Not just with his body but with his heart and his soul.

He belonged to Trevor.

It broke him. The last threads of control splintered, and Trevor groaned as his hips punched forward. The hot, slick slide made his eyes roll back in his head, and he only vaguely heard Cruz call out his name when he bottomed out inside him.

“You’re mine,” he growled as he pulled his hips back and slammed back in.

“Yours,” Cruz agreed without hesitation. “Oh, fuck, Trev… I’m close again.”

“Me too, baby. Me too.”

Trevor pushed Cruz’s leg back, giving himself more space to work. Cruz knew what he wanted and wrapped an arm around his other leg, pulling it up and back as well. The movement squeezed Cruz’s hole even tighter around Trevor’s length, and he moaned as he did what Cruz asked and simply let go.

He thrust and thrust and thrust again. He kissed Cruz everywhere. Traced his hands over his body. Held him down and levered himself into him again and again. He lost his mind, lost his sanity, lost his grip on his tightly wound control. He let go, and he found himself all at the same time.

This was where he belonged. Cruz was right. This was the man he was meant to be. Always. Cruz’s man. His lover. His boyfriend. His everything. Everything else melted away in those moments, and all of his doubts and fears, all of his reasons for playing it safe and living a lie, they all paled in comparison to the life he could have if he simply gave in to what he wanted and what he needed.

“Cruz.”

“Mmm…”

“Say it again. Say you’re mine.”

Dark eyes pierced straight through him from beneath thick lashes. “Yours. You know I’m yours.”

Trevor sucked in a gulp of air as his balls pulled up tight.

“But that means you’re mine too.” Cruz surprised him when he spoke again, softly but no less of a demand, of a claim, than Trevor’s own.

“Yours,” he agreed, and with that admission, with his complete and utter surrender, his body gave up the fight.

He came so hard he blacked out. Somewhere in the back of his mind he heard Cruz say he was coming too. He felt the warm, hard, hot body beneath him shudder and shake. He heard Cruz’s shout and didn’t even care if their neighbors, their teammates, heard. He didn’t care about anything anymore.

Only Cruz.

Loving him. Being with him. Being good enough for him. And making sure they got to spend the rest of their lives together.

Trevor collapsed on top of Cruz with a grunt. He was heavy, but he knew Cruz could take it. His friend, his lover, proved it when he didn’t complain at all. Cruz only wrapped his arms around Trevor’s back and held him close.

Their bodies were slick with sweat. Their heavy breaths the only sound in the room other than the buzz of the AC unit in the corner. They were wrapped around each other, and neither of them was ready to let go. Not yet.

Not ever, if Trevor had any say in the matter.

He’d sworn he wasn’t ready when Trent pushed him. That he wasn’t ready to give up baseball. That he wasn’t ready to come out. That he wasn’t ready to deal with the fallout of coming clean for the lies he’d told throughout his career. But he’d been wrong, and he’d known it from the moment he first let himself touch Cruz.

None of it mattered. Not if it meant he got to be with the man he loved. Finally, finally, Trevor understood what his brother had been saying. Anything that kept him from being with Cruz wasn’t worth it.

“I love you,” he muttered against Cruz’s neck as he nuzzled his face into the crook there.

He loved the smell of him there. Sweat and man and musk. Sex. He smelled like Trevor too. He let his tongue trace a small patch of skin and hummed happily.

Cruz held him tight, held him close, and his voice was sleepy but sated when he spoke again. “If you’d told me when we met, we could’ve been together all this time.”

Trevor snorted. “It wouldn’t have been love then, only lust.”

Cruz pressed a kiss to the top of his head and sighed, a happy, contented sound. “Well then, I’m glad we waited.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, because I love you too.”


Chapter Seven

CRUZ STARED AT a sleeping Trevor, thinking about pinching him but settling for tracing his fingers over the scruff on his jawline. It was rough but soothing, reassuring. He wasn’t dreaming. Trevor was really in bed with him, and they’d really made love. This was real.

Trevor nuzzled his face into the touch, and Cruz bit his lip to stifle a smile. It didn’t work. He could feel the grin work its way up his face. There was no stopping it. He tucked his own face into the pillow, hiding even though Trevor was asleep and therefore couldn’t see it.

Cruz smiled. He couldn’t stop smiling. He was happy. He couldn’t remember ever being so happy. Being with Trevor made him happier than he’d ever been in his life.

“Awfully proud of yourself, huh?” A deep, rumbling voice slid over him, and he couldn’t contain a chuckle.

“Your eyes aren’t even open.”

“I don’t need my eyes to know when you’re grinning. I can feel it. In here.” Trevor’s blue eyes lazily drifted open, and he raised Cruz’s hand from where it rested between them and pressed it to his chest, just over his heart. “I feel you, here.”

Cruz melted. He absolutely melted. He loved bossy, dominant, demanding Trevor, but he loved this Trevor too. This not exactly new side of him but new in this intimate way.

He’d always known Trevor had a soft spot for him. He’d let him close, let him in, when he kept everyone else at arm’s length. But this was something different, something deeper, something sweet and special, just between the two of them.

“I feel you too.” Cruz scooted closer, until their legs tangled, and they shared breath, their lips a millimeter apart. “I feel you everywhere.”

“Mmm.” Trevor’s lips twitched against his. “I like hearing that.”

“I like getting to say it.”

Trevor kissed him, softly, slowly, and Cruz melted even further against him. Until they were wrapped around each other. Until there was no space between them. Until they were one person. Moving together. With each other. Just the way it was supposed to be.

When Trevor finally pulled back, he did it with a groan, as if it pained him, and Cruz’s heart tripped in his chest. Those blue eyes met his, and he drowned in them, just like he always had. From the moment they’d met, he’d gotten lost in those blue eyes, and he didn’t want to ever find his way out, to find himself on the other side of that icy reserve, not ever again.

Trevor rubbed his thumb over Cruz’s bottom lip. “We should probably have that talk now.”

Serious. So serious. Cruz wanted to shake his head. He wanted to distract Trevor with more kisses and touches. He wanted his turn to learn every inch of Trevor’s body, to stake his claim and make him squirm. But the seriousness in those dazzling blue eyes, the hint of sadness he suddenly detected in Trevor’s voice, made him nod instead.

Whatever Trevor had to say, Cruz would figure out a way to make them work. Whatever the apprehension was in having this conversation, they could figure it out. They were together now. Right? Cruz swallowed hard and prayed he hadn’t completely misjudged this situation and this man.

“You said you love me,” he whispered softly, reminding them both, and Trevor’s eyes softened even further.

“I did. I do.” Trevor pressed their foreheads together. “I’m not breaking this off or breaking up with you or pushing you away or whatever the term is people use these days. I love you, Cruz.”

“I love you too.”

That made Trevor smile just a little. “You should know you’re the only man I’ve ever said that to, for starters. I don’t date. I can’t. I’m not out. I never even considered coming out, not since I was a kid, certainly not after I entered the league. Being gay wasn’t an option when I started out.”

“I know.”

“No. You don’t. You really don’t.”

“Trev—”

“No.” Trevor cut him off with a no-nonsense tone. “Let me talk first, Cruz. Let me explain, and then, if you still have questions, you can ask them then. But let me talk first, please, or I’m not sure I’ll get the words out.”

Cruz bit his lip and nodded. He didn’t even want to argue. He wanted, needed, to hear everything Trevor had to say. He’d always wanted to know everything there was about him. He needed to know Trevor’s story, his past, so he could understand how he fit into his future.

“When I was a teenager, my twin brother came out to our parents.” Trevor’s voice faltered momentarily, but he regained his composure and continued. “He expected me to support him, stand up for him, stand with him, because he knew as well as I did he wasn’t the only one that was into guys. But I didn’t.”

Cruz slid a hand into Trevor’s and squeezed. Trevor squeezed in return. It was something. Cruz had a feeling this story was going to get worse before it got better. He knew enough to know the twins had only recently reconciled and reentered each other’s lives.

“Our parents…our father…he was homophobic. Hell, he was a homophobic, racist, women-should-be-in-the-kitchen asshole. I hated him but…”

“But he was your dad,” Cruz finished for him when Trevor blew out a rough breath.

“Yeah, he was my dad and he was the one who had put me on the path towards baseball, the one thing in the world I loved most. I couldn’t…I wouldn’t…risk it. I didn’t want to lose my chance at a life doing what I loved, and as a teenager, that’s all I saw when I looked at a future where I was openly gay. A life that couldn’t be lived in locker rooms. One where I was an outcast. A freak.”

Cruz winced at the harsh words but reminded himself it had been a different time. Trevor was older than him. Even now, being open about his sexuality wasn’t easy. There were teammates who made horribly inappropriate jokes. There were some who refused to change in the locker room with him. He was confident enough in his skill and who he was not to let it faze him too much, but Trevor hadn’t had the support system of an accepting family and friends like Cruz did.

“I hid my sexuality and I cut Trent out of my life. Maybe he cut me out of his too. I don’t know, but we didn’t talk for almost a decade. Letting him back in my life after he came out publicly to the world, it hasn’t been easy, but… I couldn’t turn my back on him again. I wouldn’t. Not this time.”

“I’m proud of you for that,” Cruz whispered though Trevor didn’t seem to hear him.

“The thing is, ever since Trent came out and we started talking, he’s been on my ass to man up and own my own shit. Not just my sexuality but my truth.”

“What’s your truth?”

Trevor reached out and brushed his hair back softly, a flicker of a smile across his lips, “I’m in love with someone I shouldn’t be.”

Cruz felt a lump form in his throat. “What?”

“You’re on your way up, baby. You have your whole life ahead of you. You’re going to get called up soon. You know that right? You’ll be heading to the big show and leaving me and Texas and the Titans behind. The Skylines want you in Chicago. They’re just waiting for a spot in the line up to clear. Thomlin all but told me as much, Cruz. You’re going places. Big places. And I’m going the opposite direction.”

“But…”

“Don’t say it isn’t true.” Trevor gave him that stern look that froze him in place. “I had my chance. I didn’t make it. It’s fine. I’ve come to terms with it.”

“But what’s that got to do with us?”

“I don’t want to drag you down.”

“You’re not. You won’t.” Cruz shook his head forcefully when Trevor looked less than convinced. “I don’t give a shit who you play for or if it’s in Fenway or the fucking North Forty Field. I’m in love with you. Not the jersey you wear.”

“What if I don’t wear a jersey at all?”

Cruz cocked his head. “What?”

“My knee.” Trevor sighed heavily, as if just saying the words weighed heavy on him. “I’m done, Cruz. I can’t keep going like this. Some days when I squat behind the plate, I’m not sure I can get back up. My knee is going and Upton knows it. He’s been charitable letting me play this long, but…”

“You’re retiring?” Cruz blinked in shock. “But you love baseball more than anyone I know.”

“I do love baseball, but I love you more.”

He simply stared at the handsome man in bed beside him. He still wasn’t sure what the two things had to do with each other. So they were at different points in their career. That didn’t matter to him. It wasn’t as if he was going to hit the big leagues and change who he was at his core or what he wanted.

He wanted Trevor. Only Trevor. Forever.

“If I give up baseball, I can come out of the closet.” Trevor finally gave him the puzzle piece to link it all together. “I can come out. I can be gay. Openly. But it doesn’t mean I have to be linked to you. It’s going to be a shitshow since I’ve lied for so long, and I don’t want to drag you into my mess. It isn’t fair to you.”

Cruz softened, cupping Trevor’s cheek. “You silly, ridiculous man. I love you. If you come out, you’re damn sure going to be linked to me. I’m not giving anyone else a shot at you. You aren’t dragging me into anything. I’m walking in with my eyes wide open.”

“You saw the shitshow Trent went through when he came out. He thought he was ready for it, but he wasn’t and Lance…”

“They made it through. So will we.”

Trevor stared at him for a long moment. Brows furrowed. Jaw tense. He slid his fingers through Cruz’s hair again and again. He cuddled closer, into the touch, trying to prove to this man he wasn’t going anywhere. Not now. Not ever.

“We won’t be teammates anymore,” Trevor finally said.

“I don’t care about that.”

“Don’t dismiss it so lightly. It’ll change things. We won’t be on the same schedule. No more sharing rooms. Locker rooms or hotel rooms. No more sharing headphones on the bus or a plane. If we’re not teammates, we won’t be able to be together 24/7 like we’re used to.”

Cruz felt his own brows furrow. Trevor was right. He hadn’t thought that far ahead.

“We’ll figure it out.”

“We’ll be in different states and—”

“What if you came with me? To Chicago?” He cut Trevor off and then bit his lip. “I mean, if you’re retiring then…why not? What’s stopping us from being together other than ourselves?”

Trevor’s lip pursed again. “I’m not just going to follow you around like a lost puppy with no purpose.”

“That’s not what I meant either… I mean, I can get you a job with the Skylines if they think that highly of me right? I can—”

“Cruz.” There was a warning tone in Trevor’s tone, and Cruz instantly winced because he knew he was only making it worse.

“Sorry. Shit. That sounded like—”

“Like you want me to be your kept man.” Trevor grinned suddenly, laughter in his voice. “You’re usually better with words than this, baby.”

Cruz chuckled in return. “You’re right. I am. But I’m also good with actions so… How about you let me show you how much I love you right now? I’ll show you why no matter where we go or what happens next, we’ll make it work because we’re right for each other.”

Trevor bit his lip and groaned when Cruz slid a hand down his stomach and toyed with his cock. “Yeah?”

“Yeah. We were made for each other.”

“Show me.” Trevor bucked his hips gently into Cruz’s touch. “Show me.”

Cruz licked his lips and slid down the bed, kissing every inch of skin he could reach on his way down. Trevor’s skin. Warm and golden and perfect. And his, all his.


Epilogue

“FUCK. FUCK. FUCK.” Trevor ground his erection up against Cruz as he swerved his hips, pressing them together as they dry-humped in the front seat of the expensive car in the empty driveway of the large, fully lit house. “Gonna make me come.”

“No coming.” Cruz bit his bottom lip, dragging it between his teeth to the point of pain before releasing him and lessening the pressure. “Not until we have time to be alone.”

Trevor all but growled, “Fuckin’ tease.”

“You know it.” Cruz chuckled as he trailed his lips down Trevor’s clean-shaven jaw. “I haven’t seen you in almost a month, and you choose to spend our night off having dinner with your family instead of fucking me into the mattress in our hotel room.”

“Screw dinner. I’d rather eat you.”

“Little late for that.” Cruz smirked. “Seeing as how we’re already here.”

Trevor groaned as his boyfriend took advantage of their position to press their cocks together through their clothes. Cruz was right of course. The least Trevor deserved was a little bit of torture. He would expect nothing less.

It had been a long month. Hell, it had been a long year. For the both of them.

He’d been busy with training camp for the Titans. He’d taken a job offer as the assistant manager from Upton the same day he retired from playing. He’d told Upton he was gay, and the older man had told him what happened in his bedroom was his own business. If the rest of the world had gotten that memo, it would’ve been easier, but either way, Trevor wouldn’t change a thing about his life. Except, his job had meant staying in Texas even when Cruz got called up to the majors.

They’d sworn they would make it work, and for the last year, they had.

Sometimes their schedules were crazy. Sometimes they were on opposite coasts bridging impossible time zones. Sometimes getting off with each other on a late-night Skype session was the last thing on either of their minds because their bodies were too damn tired and downright exhausted from a day of playing nine innings. But they talked every day, saw each other when they could, and always made time to say “I love you” and “I miss you.”

Trevor couldn’t wait for the off-season. He wanted Cruz home. He wanted them in the same place, the same state and city and house and bed. He wanted Cruz all to himself. He was sick of sharing him with the world even if he was incredibly proud of the record-breaking rookie season his boyfriend had put together with the Skylines. Men and women throughout Chicago and the entire United States wore jerseys with Cruz’s name and number on the back. He was gorgeous, famous, and talented, and he was all Trevor’s.

Cruz had made it clear to everyone from the moment their relationship had begun. They were together. Even when they were apart.

And when his boyfriend had crawled over the console of the car and into his lap as soon as he slid the vehicle into Park, he’d been happy to see every inch of space between them disappear.

But Cruz was right too. It was too late to back out of dinner. They’d made plans. Driven all the way here, to the middle-of-nowhere Texas, just to have dinner with Trevor’s brother. They’d been parked in the large circle driveway for going on ten minutes now, and Trevor knew if they didn’t get it together and go inside soon someone would be out to give them hell eventually.

Since he didn’t want to be caught with his pants down when Trent got tired of waiting, he pulled back breathlessly. “Babe…”

“I know,” Cruz groaned and gave one last buck of his hips. “We have to go inside.”

“Now,” Trevor agreed. “Before I lose my head and fuck you in the backseat.”

“Mmm, maybe later?”

He chuckled. “Definitely later.”

Cruz gave him one last sweet, lingering kiss, and Trevor basked in the feel of having the man he loved in his arms. Sweet and spicy, he was addicted to the taste of Cruz. He couldn’t help himself. He tangled his hands in the unruly mess of Cruz’s curls and thrust his tongue deep. Cruz groaned and clung to him, giving back as good as he got. Finally, he was the one who pulled away with a gasp.

“Trevor…”

“Fuck, baby. Trent’s just going to have to deal with me sporting a boner through dinner. Either that or we’re going to have to sneak away for a quickie in the bathroom.”

That made Cruz laugh, and the tension finally lessened to a reasonable level in the car. Trevor kissed Cruz on the jaw as they began to disentangle themselves from each other. He helped his boyfriend back into the passenger seat of the car and righted their clothes. He blew out a rough breath and opened the door of the car to step out before he changed his mind and drove them back to the hotel.

Cruz followed suit on the other side, whistling as he came around the front of the car, “Nice house.”

“Ours will be nicer.”

“So competitive.” Cruz chuckled.

“I mean, maybe my brother is a multimillion-dollar recording artist, but my boyfriend is a multimillion-dollar professional athlete.” He took Cruz’s hand and pulled him into his side. “So ours will be better.”

Cruz let Trevor lead him up the pathway to the house. “I can’t believe I’m finally meeting the Trent Thorne.”

Trevor groaned. “No. Not you too. You’ve never mentioned you liked his music before now.”

“I haven’t?”

“No. You haven’t. Don’t tell me you’re some sort of Trent Thorne superfan.”

“The biggest,” Cruz teased, and Trevor grinned because he could hear the amusement in his voice.

“Liar.”

“No, it’s true. He’s the twin I’ve always wanted. I was just using you to get to Trent.”

The door clicked open, and a gorgeous, scowling dark-haired man glared at them both. “You’ll just have to settle for second best. Trent’s spoken for.”

“Hate to burst your bubble, beautiful, but you’re the one settling. I got the prize right here,” Cruz shot back without hesitation.

Trevor laughed at the interaction. He and Trent had a lot of things in common. Apparently, gorgeous brunets with possessive streaks were another of those things. He pulled Cruz tighter into his side and kissed the top of his head.

This was the first time he had brought his boyfriend home to meet his brother, or his brother’s fiancé for that matter. He didn’t want them fighting. Just like he didn’t want to fight with Trent. They were all family, or they were going to be, very soon.

He intended to make an honest man out of Cruz just as soon as they made it through this first phase of introductions to family. His side was easy. All he had left was his twin brother since his mother had disowned them both when they came out publicly.

Cruz’s family had been much more difficult. A large, loud, and expressive family, Trevor had met them over the holidays. Cruz’s three sisters had fawned all over him. His parents and grandparents had been more skeptical. But in the end he thought he’d won them all over.

Just like Cruz would no doubt win over Trent and Lance.

“Come on in.” Trent walked into view behind his lover. “It’s about time you two stopped steaming up the windows of the car and came inside.”

Trevor laughed again. Cruz blushed which only made him laugh harder. Trent took Lance by the hand and kissed him soundly before shutting the door behind them all. They joked and laughed as they made their way into the kitchen, retrieving drinks and making giant plates of food.

And Trevor couldn’t remember a time when he’d ever been happier, surrounded by friends, family, and love.
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