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Dedication

For Sami Lee, Jess Dee and Rhian Cahill. My friends, my support, and quite often my sanity.


Chapter One

“Are you going to tell me what’s bugging you?”

Levi Levistan dragged his stare from the crystal glass in his hand, currently a quarter full of Chivas Regal scotch whiskey, the same liquid currently burning a path down his throat. He grimaced at the man sitting opposite him. “Not much to say. Corbin hasn’t said a word to me for over a month. We haven’t slept together since the funeral. Haven’t touched since then either. To be honest, I don’t even know where he is at this very moment in time. Could be back in the States.” He shrugged, raised the whiskey to his mouth and swallowed the last of it in a single gulp.

He grimaced again. Yep, there’s the burn all right.

Nick Blackthorne raised his own glass and drained it with equal speed before wiping at his lips with the back of his hand. “The funeral messed you both up, Levi.”

Levi stared at his now empty glass. “You can say that again.”

In the background, Nick’s baby daughter—now a healthy two-month-old and well on her way to emulating her daddy’s phenomenal voice if the protests she made at having her nappy changed earlier were anything to go by—cooed happily.

The sound tore at Levi’s heart. He knew Nick was doing his best to keep Chloe away from him. Knew Lauren, Nick’s wife, had taken the babe into the back guest room of Nick’s sprawling home to spare Levi the pain of seeing her, but at every healthy, happy gurgle he heard—no matter how faint—his gut clenched. It seemed he was a masochist in his grief. Every time little Chloe made a sound, he strained to hear more.

Ached to hear more.

Ached for what should have been.

Levi placed his glass on the coffee table between him and the man once considered the greatest rock star in the world and then reached for the bottle of Chivas. He didn’t drink in excess. Hadn’t done for years. Not since the band’s wild days. But with the way life had fucked him over these last two months…

Burn the pain away, mate. Burn it away.

A heavy prickling sensation on the top of his head told him Nick watched him. Silently. It was the singer’s way. Not say much, observe. Take it all in. Levi was the same. It was one of the reasons he and Nick had connected when they’d first been introduced by Walter Winchester, Nick’s long-time record producer in a recording studio in Melbourne close to twenty years ago. Levi was never meant to be Nick’s permanent bass player, but they’d clicked straight away. From that point onward, Nick had refused to perform with anyone else on bass.

“You think I’ve had enough?” he asked, pouring himself another drink. His third? Or fourth? He didn’t really know.

“I didn’t say that.”

Nick’s calm response scraped at Levi’s frayed state of mind. He picked his glass up and settled back in the armchair, staring at the amber liquid within in. “Didn’t have to.”

Silence greeted his response.

Levi let his head fall back against the chair, moving his gaze to the window behind Nick. “Remember when Jax cracked his head open the night he fell off the stage? In London?”

The sound of ice settling in his glass punctuated the silence. “Strings called me a coldhearted bastard, remember that?”

“Because you told us to continue the show without him.”

“Yeah. We sent Brutal and Aslin to the hospital with him.” Levi scratched at his beard. It was due for a trim. He’d let it go since the funeral. Hell, now he thought of it, when was the last time he’d combed his hair? His gut twisted. “Do you think Strings was right?” he asked, looking at Nick once more. “About me? Do you think I’m a coldhearted bastard?”

“I think you deal with things differently than most. That’s all. This isn’t about Jax or Samuel though, is it?”

Levi snorted. Nick Blackthorne always did have a way of cutting straight through the bullshit.

“Is it, Levi?” the singer repeated.

Closing his eyes, Levi let out a ragged sigh. “He called me an unfeeling bastard.”

“Corbin?”

He nodded, raising his dry eyes to Nick. “The morning of the funeral. I was fixing his tie—he always gets it crooked—and he told me I was an unfeeling bastard.”

“Grief.”

Levi’s chest squeezed. Leave it to Nick to put the weight of the world in one damn word.

Swallowing, he opened his eyes and looked at his friend over the rim of his scotch glass. “It wasn’t the first time he’d called me that since we’ve been together.”

But it might be the last. The bleak thought cut at Levi like a rusted blade.

Nick remained silent.

Levi returned his stare to his scotch. “I know he was hurting. Fuck, I was hurting, and Corbin always feels everything so much more than I do. I knew he was grieving, but I told him crying about the situation wasn’t going to help.” He swirled the glass, watching the liquid move around its interior like a wave. “On reflection, it wasn’t the right thing to say.”

“You haven’t cried yet?”

Cold guilt sheared through Levi like a blunt blade. “You know me, Nick. I don’t…letting emotions out…I’m not good with letting people see how I’m feeling.”

“Corbin isn’t just people, Levi.” Nick’s voice was calm. “He’s your partner. The one person you never hide anything from.”

Levi flicked a glare at his friend. “I hid who I was for so many years it’s second nature to me.”

“And I told you years ago hiding who you are is a fucked-up way to live a life.”

It was Nick that Levi had first come out to a billion years ago, long before telling his own family and the rest of the band. Somehow, the singer had known Levi was denying who he really was and, backstage during their last performance in Berlin, he’d asked Levi if there was something he wanted to tell him. But telling Nick he was bi was different to admitting he may have hurt the man he loved more than anything.

Sitting opposite Nick now, in the comfort of the singer’s home, with the faint sounds of Lauren moving around in other parts of the house, Levi both hated and appreciated the man’s uncanny sixth sense.

“So…” Nick studied him, his gaze unwavering, “…do you think Corbin’s got a point?”

Levi moved his glare to the glass in his hand, raised it to his mouth and drained the scotch in it with a single swallow.

It was Nick he’d confided in when he and Corbin had decided three years back they wanted to expand their family. It was Nick Levi had emailed first when they’d finally found a suitable surrogate mother.

Nine weeks ago, it was Nick Levi had called when the mother—a lovely young woman from Sydney called Connie—died in a horrific car accident as she sped to the hospital in heavy labor, moments away from giving birth.

“Do I think I should have let Corbin see my pain?” Levi asked, willing the burn of the scotch to find his numb soul. It didn’t.

For an answer, Nick watched him.

Levi twisted the empty glass in his hand, the memory of the funeral haunting him. Corbin hadn’t uttered a word to him. Wouldn’t even stand beside him.

When the reverend had thrown the switch to cremate the bodies of the young woman and the stillborn babe lying in the flower-covered mahogany coffins before him, Levi had wanted nothing more than to feel Corbin’s hand in his. Instead, his lover had stood apart from everyone else there, staring at his feet.

Not at the tiny coffin in which the baby who was meant to be Levi’s and Corbin’s daughter lay—the baby who was meant to be their life, their love. Their future.

A little girl they were going to call Isabella Mae Levistan.

“Do the rest of the guys know what’s going on?”

Levi shook his head at Nick’s low question. “Not about Corbin. They think…they think I’m messed up about Bella’s death. I…” He swallowed, cold pain constricting his chest. He couldn’t bring himself to tell them he was also tormented by the loss of Corbin as well. It would seem so…selfish.

But he’d needed to talk to someone. Someone who wouldn’t judge him, or try to help him heal, or pity him, so he’d driven to Murriundah. Had walked out of his Sydney waterfront apartment six hours ago, climbed into his car and driven to Nick’s home. After all, he couldn’t talk to Corbin. Corbin wasn’t there. Since the funeral, Corbin hadn’t wanted to be with him.

At least that was the only conclusion Levi could draw, seeing as his partner had withdrawn from his life.

It had been the right thing to do, coming to Nick’s, and yet here he sat, aching for a baby he’d never hold as Nick’s beautiful, perfect baby lived and breathed and…and…

Shutting out the bleak rage, Levi splashed a double shot of Chivas into his glass. Without looking up at Nick, he closed his eyes, drew a slow breath and then swallowed the liquor in two gulps.

Somewhere in the house, Nick’s baby daughter giggled, like a faint ghost teasing him.

Levi’s heart twisted. His throat clamped tight.

Scowling, he opened his eyes and reached for the bottle again. The alcoholic heat in his belly was doing fuck all to ease the empty ice in his soul. Or dull the angry roar in his head.

“I think that’s enough, Levi.”

He flicked Nick a glance. He thought about pouring another glass—fuck, did he think about it—and then slumped back in his chair. Dropping his head to the cushion, he stared at the ceiling instead. “I miss him, Nick. It’s like someone yanked my heart out and left a gaping wound in my chest. And I’m ripped apart over Bella’s death—and Connie’s—and the only person I want to turn to about it isn’t there anymore. And in amongst all this…all this shit, we’re meant to finding someone to replace you and record a fucking song for a movie and the director’s calling me every damn day asking where it is, and my reputation’s on the line and I…and I…”

Levi stopped, scrunched up his face and balled his fists in his hair.

Hell, he was a mess. Empty, wretched, miserable and pathetic.

“Nigel McQueen can bloody well wait for the song,” Nick said, his voice calm. “I know for a fact filming is months behind schedule, so McQueen can fuck off for a while. And there’s no way the rest of the guys are going to expect you to be doing anything at the moment but grieve. Where are they now?”

Opening his eyes, Levi stared at the ceiling again. “Noah and Pepper are in New York dealing with a situation concerning his bar. Samuel and Lily are in Paris for the week on their honeymoon and Jax is probably in bed somewhere with someone.”

“Good.”

With a frown, Levi looked back at Nick.

The singer leant forward, curled his fingers around the bottle of Chivas and filled Levi’s glass. “Gives us a chance to get shitfaced together. Then tomorrow—after we’ve thrown up a time or two—we can track Corbin down and you can tell him—”

“Dad, have you seen my… Oh shit, sorry. Hi, Levi.”

Levi swung to the twenty-one-year-old carbon copy of Nick currently hobbling into the living room on crutches. “Hi, Josh,” he said, forcing relaxed composure to his voice. “How goes the knee?”

Nick’s son threw a disgruntled glower at the metal pins and plaster surrounding his right knee. “Yeah, not good. Even worse when you play soccer for a living.”

“You out for the season?”

Josh didn’t answer, his stare fixed on his knee for a long moment. Long enough for Levi to notice the knuckles of his hands turn white as he gripped the crutches tighter. Long enough for Nick to catch Levi’s eye, expression worried.

“Out for good most likely,” Josh finally answered. “At least that’s what the doc says.” He raised his head and gave Levi a lop-sided smile, part self-deprecating, part angry and more like his father’s than Levi could believe possible. “Twenty-one years old and my pro-soccer career is already shot, ’eh. Thank God, Dad’s rolling in it.”

Nick chuckled. Levi didn’t miss the concern in the good-natured sound. “You’re not getting any pocket money, boy, until you take out the trash.”

Josh rolled his eyes, adjusted his armpits on his crutches and shook his head. “You’re a sick man, Dad. Sick.”

Nick pulled a wounded expression. “What? I can’t do it. I’m too famous.”

Josh smirked. “You’re an old fart.”

“Oi.”

Josh grinned at his father. “Yeah, yeah. You know it’s true, old man. Now shut up and tell me where my guitar is. I feel the need for some mindless time wasting.”

Nick snorted, tossing Levi a disgruntled glower. “The kid plays guitar better than anyone I know and he considers it time wasting.”

Josh shrugged. “Hey, if I can’t kick a ball around may as well do something, right?”

“I told you what you can do.” Nick waved a hand toward the kitchen on his left. “Take out the trash.”

Josh flipped his father off. “Bit early to be drinking, isn’t it?”

With a grunt, Nick snatched up Levi’s glass and held it aloft, a melodramatic pout on his face. “This is what you do to me, son. Drive me to drink. Why couldn’t you have been a musician like your old man? There’s no chance of getting your knee-cap kicked off in a recording studio. I wouldn’t be drinking myself to an early grave if you’d followed in my footsteps.”

“Huh!” Josh laughed, shooting Levi a grin. “Early grave my arse. And watch it. I just might show the world you’re not the only Blackthorne who can hold a tune. What else am I going to do with my life now?”

Nick burst out laughing. “Yeah, yeah. Whatever you reckon. Your guitar’s in the nursery. You left it there this morning when you were singing to Chloe.”

“Crap, that’s right. Thanks, Dad.” Josh’s smile for his father was so open and happy for a moment Levi couldn’t breathe. Fresh pain and grief flooded over him again, raw and empty and gutting.

Christ, would he ever get to experience that? His child smiling at him with such obvious love? Or was that future lost to him now? The way Corbin was?

“You hanging around for a while, Levi?”

The question dragged Levi from his bleak torment. He looked up at Nick’s son, a heavy pressure wrapping his chest. “Nope,” he said with a shake of his head. “Heading back to Sydney in a moment.”

Nick raised his eyebrows.

“Take care then,” Josh said, giving Levi a nod of farewell. “And say hello to Corbin for me.”

“I will,” Levi answered, amazed how relaxed he sounded. How…unbroken.

The sound of Josh’s crutches tapping on the tiled floor faded to silence as he hobbled from the living room.

Levi didn’t allow himself to look at Nick. He knew the disapproval would be there in his friend’s face without visual confirmation.

“Heading back now, ’eh?”

He pulled a face at Nick’s level question. Yeah, there it is.

Nodding, he scrubbed at the back of his neck with a shaky hand. Whether it was shaking due to the excess amount of scotch in his system or because of the heartache devouring him, he wasn’t certain. Possibly both. Fuck, he hadn’t drunk so much alcohol in one sitting for ages. “Heading back now.” He dropped his hand to his leg and rubbed at the top of his thigh. “I can’t stay here, Nick. It’s too…”

He stopped. Rubbed at his thigh again. Ground his teeth.

“Too hard to be near a baby?”

Throat tight, Levi raised his stare to Nick. “Every time I hear her make a sound my heart tears apart more. And it’s not just Chloe. The love you and Josh have, the relationship…fuck, it kills me. You have no idea how happy I am for you. You deserve this, mate, you really do, but watching it and knowing I might never get to experience it. It…” He stopped again, swiped at his mouth with his hand and then scraped his fingers through his hair. The roar in his head was back, faint but there all the same. Would he ever escape it?

“Hurts too much?” Nick finished the wretched sentence for him.

Levi nodded again. An invisible band of crushing pressure strapped his chest. His gut churned. “It does.”

“So you’re heading back to Sydney? To do what? Drink some more?”

The snort that escaped Levi was wry. “No, I think I’ve had enough for the year.” He let out a ragged breath. “First, I’m going to trim my beard, then brush my hair. Then I’m going to call Corbin. And if he doesn’t answer, I’ll send him a text telling him to get his arse home. And if he doesn’t answer that…” He trailed off. Swallowed. “Hey, maybe I’ll hit a few karaoke bars. See if I can find your replacement there.”

Nick chuckled. “I like my plan better, but as far as Plan Bs go, it’s okay.”

Levi smiled, a pitiful one, but a smile all the same. When had he last done so? Before the funeral? “Thanks.”

Gaze unwavering, Nick regarded him for a moment. “You sure?”

Off in the distance, the sound of a strumming guitar wafted on the silence, Josh’s singing accompanying the sweet notes: Dire Straits’s “Why Worry”. Levi pulled in a breath. Christ, Nick was right—the young man could sing.

Fixing Nick with an equally steady look, Levi nodded once more. “I’m sure.” He grimaced. “Probably shouldn’t have drunk so much. There’s no way I can drive.”

With a grunt, Nick shoved himself to his feet. A detached part of Levi’s mind noted the guy still looked fucking hot. Tall, lean and fit, despite the years piling on top of him. “I’ll fire up the chopper,” he said, capping the bottle of Chivas. “It’s been a while since I flew.”

Levi cocked an eyebrow. “You’re going to take me home, Blackthorne? In that helicopter of yours? After you’ve been drinking?”

Nick grinned at him. “I had one. And yeah, I am. Give me a sec to tell Lauren where I’m going.” He began walking toward the direction of Josh’s singing and then stopped and threw Levi a smirk. “There’s no loo in the thing, Levistan, so I suggest you empty out now. We’ve got a forty-five minute flight ahead of us.”

Levi rolled his eyes. “Jesus, I forgot how twisted you are. Josh is right, you’re a sick man.”

Nick’s laughter trailed him as he walked from the living room.

Levi stared at the bottle of scotch, his heart thumping fast in his ears. What would he do if Corbin didn’t answer his call? Or reply to his text?

Raking his hands through his hair once more, he huffed out a slow breath. “Then I’ll hit the karaoke bars,” he muttered, turning from the Chivas. “What else have I got to do?”

Thirty minutes later, after Lauren told him he wasn’t allowed to go numerous times, disapproval warring with worry on her beautiful face, Levi climbed up into Nick’s private helicopter and buckled himself in.

He really wasn’t a good flyer. The rest of the band gave him a hard time about it often. Still, letting Nick take him home was better than paying a cab for the six-hour drive to Sydney.

The flight back was a quiet one. They discussed the band’s so-far futile search for a replacement lead singer, the country’s current prime minister, Josh’s knee injury and the woeful state of the economy. Normal, run-of-the mill conversation. It wasn’t until they’d landed on Sydney’s domestic airport helipad that Levi realized Nick hadn’t mentioned Chloe once, nor Lauren.

The deliberate omission touched him. Damn, he missed the guy being a regular part of his life.

“Okay.” Nick killed the chopper’s engine, removed his headphones and turned to Levi. “I’m going to get us a car and see you—”

Levi shook his head. “No. It’s all good. I’ll grab a taxi from here.”

Nick frowned. “You sure?”

“Yeah. You need to get back to your family.” Levi unbuckled his seat harness. “You have no idea how grateful I am for your ear, Blackthorne. And while I’m probably going to have the biggest fucking hangover tomorrow, and quite possibly the worst headache later this evening, I don’t regret driving up to see you. I couldn’t bear to stay a minute longer, but I’m glad I got to experience that one brief moment in your home, with your family. They are awesome, and Chloe is gorgeous, and when my stupid heart finally heals—whether Corbin is with me or not—I’ll come back to get my car in a few days and bounce her on my knee then, okay? Cuddle her and breathe in her baby smell and be the best damn pseudo uncle an aging rock star can be. Deal?”

For an answer, Nick reached out and wrapped him in a tight hug. “Deal.”

Levi allowed himself a stolen moment of just being held by his friend. Nick’s heat warmed the chill in his soul, and then—with a chuckled grunt—Levi disengaged. “All right, Blackthorne. That’s enough. You’ll get me all hard.”

Nick thumped his fist against Levi’s shoulder, his grin playful. “I got you all hard years ago, Levistan. You just couldn’t deal with being my bitch.”

“True. True.” Levi smirked. “But holy fuck, mate, could you imagine the sex?”

“Get out of here, you demented bastard.” Nick shook his head as he flicked a switch on the helicopter’s control deck marked Radio Comm. “Before I take you back to Murriundah with me and hook you up with the school’s new principal. He’d be perfect for—”

With a laugh, Levi flung open his door. “I’m outta here.”

He leapt down from the helicopter’s cabin. “Take care, Nick,” he said. “And hug your baby daughter every chance you get, okay?”

Nick nodded. “Shall do, mate. Kick Corbin in the arse for me.”

Levi let out a wry snort. “You better believe I will.”

With a smile, he slammed the door shut, gave it a short, sharp rap and then hurried away from the chopper.

He felt better. The pain and empty grief still filled his chest, but the familiar roar in his head had gone. He felt better. Ready to confront Corbin, to talk to his lover, to fix the growing chasm between them.

Two hours later, the chasm remained.

Corbin didn’t answer his phone. Nor did he reply to Levi’s text.

Levi paced their waterfront apartment, ignoring the view of the sinking sun over Sydney’s famous harbour, a sight that usually helped him find his calm. When he’d called Corbin, the dial tone had sounded twice, only to be diverted to Corbin’s voice service.

Levi listened to the man he loved tell him in a recorded message he wasn’t able to take the call right now, but to leave his details and Corbin would get back to him ASAP.

Staring at his feet, Levi scrubbed at the back of his neck. The phone had run long enough for Corbin to see who was calling before rejecting the connection.

Before rejecting him.

At the voice message’s beep, Levi opened his mouth.

And closed it. What did he say that hadn’t already been said? How many times did he have to leave an unanswered message before he accepted the life he’d had, the best life, was over?

Killing the call without uttering a sound, he tossed his phone onto the low black leather sofa he and Corbin fucked each other on every damn weekend.

Fuck this.

Head roaring, he stormed into the apartment’s main bathroom and yanked his beard trimmer from the bottom drawer.

Fuck this sitting at home wallowing in self-pity.

Fuck walking around his home where everything made him think of Corbin, their life together and the plans they’d made.

Fuck it all.

Ten minutes later, the dark blond growth covering his jaw and chin and upper lip clipped closer to his skin, his hair combed back off his face, his teeth cleaned, he strode from the bathroom, snatched up his leather jacket from the hook on the back of the door and left the apartment.

There was a new karaoke bar three blocks away. He hadn’t checked it out yet, but the Sydney Morning Herald had given it a really good write-up a few months ago. He’d go take a look, maybe order a burger, another drink and scope out the talent. Maybe, if the mood took him, he’d get up on the stage and belt out a song or two. It had been a while since he’d sung just for the hell of it. If the bar had Bon Jovi’s “You Give Love A Bad Name”, he’d let it rip. What better song to punish the man you loved when he wasn’t there with you?

His regular disguise of a New York Yankees baseball cap and blue-lens sunglasses firmly in place, he strode the short distance to the bar, hands shoved in his pockets. He was never mobbed like Nick or Samuel when out on the streets, but Sydney still loved its famous residents and he knew a few of the local paparazzi were out and about in the city at the moment, hunting prey. The worst of them, an unethical prick called Carl Holston, had already hounded him a few times. Thank God, Ryan Gosling was in town at the moment promoting his latest film. Gave the rest of the celebs breathing room.

The chilly autumn wind bit at his face as he pushed the karaoke bar’s entry door open, a last-ditch effort to make its presence known. Behind him someone shouted, a faint noise lost to both the wind and the atrocious rendition of “Sex on Fire” coming from within the bar.

A smile pulled at Levi’s lips. Everyone in the world loved singing, whether they could do it or not. And for tonight, he was going to hear some of them. Lose himself in their warbles, their off-pitch notes and cracking croons.

He highly doubted he’d find a replacement for Nick tonight—hell, he was beginning to think it really was impossible to find a new lead singer for the band—but that wasn’t why he was here. He was here to escape his grief and pain. To escape the angry roar in his head.

Finding a seat in the deep shadows of a booth, he ordered a drink from a passing waitress—hair of the dog—and then settled in, ready to listen to those losing themselves in song.

He sat up straighter, his mouth falling open a little, when a petite woman with long blonde hair and a mischievous grin on her full lips stepped up onto the stage. A woman who nodded at the karaoke controller, raised the mic to those lush lips and started singing Nick Blackthorne’s “Glass Houses” in a voice not quite amazing but damn near close.

A woman who wore her snug denim jeans, thigh-high black boots and black satin corset like she meant it.

Levi blinked, his stare fixed on the woman on the stage.

Holy shit, she was his high school girlfriend.


Chapter Two

Sonja Stone was a fan of old-school hard-rock power ballads. The kind that made you throw back your head and belt out the lyrics in spectacular fashion. The kind that made you pour your every damn emotion into those sung words. The kind that never went out of fashion, no matter what the DJs tried to say.

Old-school rock sung by sexy-arsed rockers. Rockers, not kids in skinny jeans and pastels. Rockers. Men. The kind whose balls had dropped years ago. The kind that sang about love and sex because they’d actually experienced it. None of these pubescent boy bands who wouldn’t know what real heartache was if it bit them in the arse. None of these volatile rappers who sang about beating women and shooting cops. Rockers who sang rock music. Real music.

Of course, this taste in music had nothing to do with the fact she’d dated a bass player for the last few years of her high school life, a bass player who’d gone on to become one of the best in the world. Her love of rock had started long before then. Her twenty-two-month turbulent relationship with Levi Levistan had just kind of…cemented it, that was all.

It wasn’t like she pined for him. Not really. And the reason she always selected Nick Blackthorne songs when she hit the karaoke bars had nothing to do with the amazing bass line throbbing through them and everything to do with the fact Nick Blackthorne’s music was incredible rock full of raw simmering emotions on a volcanic-eruption scale.

Which was handy, given the only time she did do karaoke was when she needed to blow off some serious steam. Like she did tonight. Holy fuck, she wanted to kill her boss.

Big time.

So instead of running the risk of spending the rest of her natural life behind bars, she’d stormed out of her office at Hot Nights Publications, Australia’s most successful publisher of scorching-hot erotic romance, gone home, donned her karaoke gear and made her way to her new favourite singing haunt, Do Re Me.

Which was where she was now, singing a Nick Blackthorne song—her fourth of the evening—singing away all the frustration of having her git of a boss tell her the only way he’d offer a contract to the amazing submission she’d read that day was if she submitted to him. In the bedroom.

God, he was never ever going to let her forget that one stupid office Christmas party where she’d had one drink too many and let him kiss her under the mistletoe. With tongue. Urgh.

Following the words of “Glass Houses” on the large screen behind her, she began the chorus. Damn, she loved this song. Loved belting it out, uncaring of what the rest of the bar’s crowd thought of her voice—which wasn’t too bad. Loved the meaning behind the song—trust is hard to repair when shattered by hypocrisy and communication is vital in any relationship. How many boyfriends in her past had broken her heart because they went berserk when she checked out another guy nearby, or commented on a bicycle rider’s lycra-clad butt as he rode past them, even though said boyfriend was constantly eyeing out other women?

The chorus swung into the last verse and, closing her eyes, Sonja pulled out all stops. The last verse was the most powerful, a wretched pleading for understanding when all love was lost.

She didn’t need to watch the lyrics change colour on the screen to know what to sing. She knew the words to this song off by heart.

Knew them. Lived them.

And as always, when she sang her whole body thrummed with an elemental charge. It was the closest she ever got to arousal these days. Too many men had left her wanting. Only singing good rock seemed to do it for her now. When she finished this song, she’d hurry home, fire up her vibrator and bring herself to orgasm. Two if she was lucky.

The words of the song tore from her throat, slid over her tongue. She gripped the mic, moved in time to the music, pressed her thighs together and lost herself to the moment. Fuck, that was an incredible bass riff, right there. Levi Levistan had always known how to give a song a throbbing vein.

When the last of the music faded away, the bar broke into raucous applause. Sonja opened her eyes, grinned at her audience and flipped out a cheeky curtsey. The karaoke crowd in Sydney was a tightknit community who supported each other’s escape in singing. Sonja was one of their own and their response to her rendition of “Glass Houses” added to the carnal ache in the pit of her belly.

Awesome rock, an appreciative crowd and quality sound. Sonja’s idea of—

A man stepped up to the stage, trim beard, blue-lens sunglasses and a baseball cap doing nothing to hide who he was. “Care to do a duet with me?” he asked, smiling up at her.

“Holy fuck.” The expletive fell from Sonja louder than she’d intended, caught by the mic and amplified around the bar.

Levi Levistan chuckled. “I’m pretty certain those were the same words you said to me the last time we spoke.”

Sonja stared down at him. Words refused to form in her mind.

“When you dumped me?” he offered with a smile. “The night before the year-twelve formal?”

As if she could forget. She’d cried for close to a week after she’d walked away from him and spent the time she wasn’t crying taking it out on her mum, her dad, her brothers, her best friend. Almost two years of on-again-off-again dating, the hottest sex she’d ever had—ever—combined with the most conflicted arguing about damn near everything, and finally she’d had enough. Levi was every girl at school’s fantasy, quite a few of the teachers’ as well, going by the looks they gave him when they didn’t think anyone was watching, but she couldn’t take not knowing what was in his head or his heart any more. She’d called it quits the night before he was to graduate and all he’d done was clench his jaw and give her a silent nod.

A nod.

She’d shoved his chest with all the strength in her body and demanded he show her some kind of emotion. When he hadn’t, when he’d just looked at her with those dark, dark eyes of his, she’d thrown up her hands, cursed at him and stormed away.

Relationship over. For good.

And now here he was. Looking at her once more, blue lenses not even close to diminishing the impact of his direct dark gaze.

“What the fuck are you doing here?”

“Who is it, Sonja?”

The shout from the shadows of the bar jerked Sonja’s stare up from Levi.

“No one,” she shouted back, shielding her eyes with a steady hand from the bright lights illuminating the stage. “Old boyfriend, is all.”

“Is all?” Levi’s humoured echo of her dismal drew her attention down to him again. Lips twitching, he cocked an eyebrow. “Is all?”

Sonja nodded. “Is—”

“Shit, that’s Levi Levistan!” The instant the stunned shout filled the bar, a scowl fell over Levi’s face. He tensed. His jaw bunched and his nostrils flared.

Sonja remembered how much he’d hated being the focus of attention back at high school. She’d often suspected that was why he’d become a bass player rather than lead guitarist, why he’d let Billy Collins be the front man of the garage band the two of them formed at sixteen. As a rebellious, pimply fourteen-year-old girl with tissues in her bra—oh, the naive innocence of youth, believing bigger boobs would solve all her problems—it had puzzled her why such an amazing guitarist who looked so fucking hot hung behind a lesser performer. And then, a year later, she’d met his parents and understood.

Well, as much as a young teenage girl with a happy family life could. It would take another ten years or so for her to fully appreciate what living with such passive-aggressive criticism did to a person’s psyche, why he’d never been capable of truly opening up to her. By then Levi Levistan was Nick Blackthorne’s famous bass player, dating models and actresses and other performers, and Sonja was a broke university student looking for any kind of job to pay back the debt her degree in English Lit had accrued.

“Levi Levistan?” a different voice called from the other side of the bar. “Really?”

“Is that really Levi Levistan?”

“That’s Levi Levistan, right? The guy that just won an Oscar for that DiCaprio movie?”

“Levi Levistan?”

“Who’s Levi Levistan?”

“Do you really think it’s Levi Levistan? Wanna get his autograph?”

“Quick, get a photo!”

“Reckon I should kiss him?”

“Are you sure it’s Levistan?”

The excited whispers in the bar grew to a rumble louder than a chorus in less than a heartbeat. A flash fired somewhere nearby. So did another one. The tension in Levi’s body grew absolute. Sonja stared down at him, remembering the ache in her chest she’d experienced at the breakup. Remembering the explosive rapture of their sex, his kisses. Remembering the way he used to make her come, over and over again, with the mastery of his hands, his tongue.

She let out a wobbly breath, extended her right hand to him and grimaced. She was going to regret this. She could tell right now. “Come up here and sing with me, Stan,” she murmured, using the name she’d called him throughout their entire relationship.

He gazed up at her, gratitude and relief pulling at the discomfort in his face. He wrapped his fingers around hers and, as it had the very first time he took her hand in his, in the school yard during lunch when she’d been fifteen and he’d just turned seventeen, her pussy constricted and throbbed with instant, impatient need.

Sonja scowled. God, she really was going to be giving her vibrator a workout when she got home from this.

Without a word to Levi, she gave his hand a sharp tug.

He vaulted up onto the stage with minimal fuss, his movements fluid and far too sexy for Sonja’s peace of mind. Straightening beside her, he brushed down the fronts of his thighs with two slow swipes, his dark eyes never releasing hers.

“Old boyfriend, is all?” he repeated on a whisper, teasing her earlier dismal.

Sonja let her lips curl into a mocking smile. “You’re lucky I even remember you.”

He grinned, plucked the mic from her left hand and tugged her closer to his body. “Levi—” his voice caressed her wildly unstable lust, “—Levi Levistan. I think we dated once, right?”

Before she could answer, he twisted a look over his shoulder toward the karaoke MC standing openmouthed at the control deck on the side of the stage. “Anything by Nick Blackthorne?”

The MC’s head bobbed up and down. Fast. Frenzied almost.

Levi swung back to face Sonja. “Ready?”

She shook her head.

He laughed. And right there and then Sonja knew he was going to break her heart again. It might very well happen the second their duet finished and he went back to his famous life. It might happen before the sun rose if she was lucky enough to buy him a drink. But at some point, she was going to be crying over him again. Because Levi Levistan had never been one for laughing often, or aloud. When he did, when he truly gave himself to the happy response, his laugh was aural Viagra.

Long before she’d fallen in love with his sexual prowess or his musical talent, she’d fallen in love with his laugh.

The very laugh he was giving her now.

Sonja closed her eyes, ground her teeth and, with the same sense of fatality she’d existed in every day of their teenage romance, threw herself into the moment.

Fighting what she’d felt for Levi was never, ever an option.

Opening her eyes, she fixed him with a steady gaze. “All right, let’s—”

The music for Nick Blackthorne’s “Whispers in the Night” began before she could finish. And before she could steal herself against what was to come, prepare herself, shield herself, Levi opened his mouth and began to sing.

Her knees buckled. They always had when he’d sung back in their dating days. His voice was husky and a little scratchy, like he was always recovering from a sore throat. But damn, when it flowed from him in song that rough quality gave the words a rawness unlike any other.

Like most bass players, he rarely sang solo. It was a fucking shame, in Sonja’s opinion. She knew why it was the case—Levi wanted it that way—but the rock world needed to hear more of his voice. She wasn’t just being biased. That was the way it was.

A soft nudge in her ribs made her blink.

Levi grinned at her, mirth dancing in his eyes, music throbbing about them in a tempestuous beat. Music. Just music.

Heat flooded Sonja’s cheeks as the realization she’d yet to sing a note slammed into her. Jerking her mic up to her mouth, she opened her lips and damn near spat out the lyrics…from two lines ago.

Levi laughed incredulously while singing the correct lyrics, making the words sound far more devilish than Sonja suspected Nick Blackthorne had ever intended.

The audience laughed along with him and by the next line, also sung with jovial perfection by Levi, Sonja finally caught up and joined in, losing herself to the music. And Levi’s company. When compared to being with Levi, rock didn’t stand a chance.

Oh yeah, you’re about to get your heart broken again, aren’t you, woman?

Five minutes later, the last note of “Whispers in the Night” faded away. A split second of silence filled the bar and then, like the first clap of thunder in a storm, the patrons of Do Re Me erupted in wild applause and cheers.

Flushed with sheer happiness, Sonja turned to Levi and grinned. “You still got it, Stan.”

An unreadable expression flittered across his face, as if her statement shocked him. “I do, don’t I?” And before she could answer him, he spun to the karaoke control. “Mind if we do another, my good man?”

The crowd’s cheers and woops of delight grew louder.

He turned back to Sonja. “Ready to go again?”

She cocked an eyebrow, her heart fast in her throat. “With you?”

Warm, strong fingers laced through hers, yanking her stare to her hand and then up to Levi’s face. He was holding her hand. Holding her hand and smiling at her. Oh God, he was smiling at her. “C’mon, Sonny,” he said, and Sonja didn’t miss the hope in his voice. She’d heard it before. When he’d introduced her to his parents. Before they scoffed at him and told him he was lucky to get a girl, considering how scruffy and moody he was.

She stared into his dark eyes, his fingers firm on hers as if he feared she was going to bolt and leave him up there on the stage alone.

“Please?”

His request wrenched at her heart and, mustering all the feisty spunk left over in her jaded well, she smirked. “Only if you reckon you can keep up with me.”

He laughed. “Never could before, but I always loved trying.”

Fresh heat flooded Sonja’s cheeks. And her pussy. God help her, she had to stop thinking about sex with him. Singing, yes. Sex? No. She didn’t have the correct appendages for Levi’s known tastes. Once upon a time, a lifetime ago, yes, but not anymore. And come to think of it, wasn’t he in a relationship? With an American screenwriter or something? A guy American screenwriter?

She swallowed, but before she could question what exactly he was doing there with her, he twisted around to nod at the waiting controller behind him. “‘A Woman Called Heartbreak’?”

The karaoke controller nodded, turned to the computer that housed a thousand songs waiting to be sung and keyed in a command. A second later, the carnal sounds of Nick Blackthorne’s tormented, angry song filled the room.

This time Sonja didn’t miss a word or beat. The music claimed her, owned her. She’d never sung with Levi during their wild teenage dating years. She’d been happy to indulge herself by just watching him play and listening to the throb of his guitar. Singing with him now, in a club full of people, as he threaded his fingers with hers…

The words to the song flowed from her lips, ripe with harrowing pain and lust. She sang with Levi, her stare locked with his, her heart racing.

Their voices harmonized with perfection. She could hear it. Fuck, what a rush. She tore into the words, let their broken contempt wring her soul, surrendered to the power of the music and the force of Levi’s unwavering gaze.

Charged energy thrummed through her, crashed over her and swept her along. She belted out the final verse, giving herself over to the sheer exultation of the song, the music, the man holding her hand. The man who’d been the first to enter her a lifetime ago. The man who’d moved her soul not just with his guitar but with his laugh.

She gave herself over to the absolute perfection of them singing together.

The rightness of it.

And then, with a crescendo of drums, “A Woman Called Heartbreak” ended.

Sonja lowered her mic, her breathing nothing more than rapid, shallow pants. Her pulse pounded in her ears at way Levi looked at her—with dawning amazement and something else, something familiar but new.

“Not too bad,” she quipped, although it sounded more like a raspy croak. Because she could barely draw breath. Not when Levi was tugging her closer to his body. Not when he was sliding his hand around her hips to the small of her back, her hand still clasped in his. Not when he pressed the very hard, long ridge in his jeans to her belly. Oh crap, she remembered that ridge. It was totally unexpected now, and yet totally right. So right.

Fuck, was she really going to lose her heart to him again? Was she really going to—

“Not too bad at all,” he murmured, a second before his lips captured hers and he swiped his tongue into her mouth.

Sonja froze. For a second. No, not even that. Half a second. Half of half a second, and then she dropped her mic to the floor, tangled her hands in his hair and kissed him back.

A deafening roar splintered her stunned disbelief as the bar’s patrons burst into cheering approval.

She could understand that. She approved of it as well. Fuck, it was everything she remembered and more. Familiar and oh so different. His lips and tongue and teeth explored her mouth with the same aggression they’d always had, but this time there was a frantic urgency that had never been there before. As if her very lips offered the answer to a question she knew nothing about.

Whatever it was, it turned Levi’s kiss raw. Almost animalistic.

It was incredible.

His hands pressed to her arse, one squeezing and cupping her butt cheek, the other still gripping the mic. The knuckles of that hand dug into her, but Sonja didn’t care about the pain. Didn’t care about the wild cheers of their audience either. Didn’t even care they were in public and Levi was gay and famous and no longer hers to kiss.

How could she, when he was taking possession of her mouth so thoroughly and forcefully and…and…

Oh crap, he was now squeezing her boob. Levi Levistan was squeezing her boob on a stage in front of who knew how many people. He flattened it with his palm as he dragged his thumb over her rock-hard nipple and swiped his tongue against hers.

Exquisite heat blasted through Sonja’s core, tight and wet and ready. Oh so ready. He’d been the first guy to ever have sex with her and her body had never forgotten him. Never forgotten him and ached for his touch again. And here it was, right now. Right now in front of every smart phone in the bar, which pretty much meant right now in front of the entire freaking world.

How had this happened? She’d come here to pour out her agitated frustration with her tosser of a boss via singing, and instead she was now on fire with a long-denied desire for a man way too famous for her.

And way too gay.

The last thought chilled Sonja’s ardor. She pulled away from him, her heart in her throat, her breath stuck there as well. “What the fuck?” she snarled. Or maybe she panted it? Most likely panted, what with how her breath didn’t seem capable of escaping her.

Levi stared at her, his nostrils flaring. Confusion swam in his eyes. And there was that damn question again, the one Sonja had felt in his kiss.

“What the fuck is going on, Stan?” she asked again, with far more gusto than the first time.

He sucked in a swift breath. Without a word, he laced his fingers through hers, turned to the crowd still cheering and clapping and stamping their feet—the flashes of their phones like a hundred detonating stars in the dim light—and raised his hand above his head, taking hers with it.

The crowd erupted in fresh excitement, obviously overcome by the unexpected awesomeness of the moment. At least, that’s what Sonja figured they were thinking. All she could do was stand beside Levi, arm above her head, and wonder what the fuck was going on.

Seriously, what in the hell was going on?

“Thanks, everyone,” Levi called to the enthusiastic patrons, finally lowering her hand. But not letting it go. “Now we’re letting someone else take the stage, right, Sonny?”

Sonja gaped at him. And then frowned.

He gave her a grin, one that told her straight away there was far more going on than just a stolen kiss.

Her heart clenched, preparing for pain.

He tugged at her hand. “Let’s go.”

She raised her eyebrows, refusing to let him move her. “Where?”

His dark gaze locked on hers, the question in them again. And like a blow from a wrecking ball, Sonja realized the question wasn’t for her. “My apartment,” he said, his voice a husky murmur.

The wrecking ball smashed into her again, this time bringing with it a whole new realization. One that she couldn’t do a single thing about. She was going to go with him.

Back to his apartment.

It didn’t matter he was gay. Or famous. It didn’t matter he was in a relationship. Or that her heart was never going to survive the minutes and hours that came after their arrival. He was Levi, the guy who took her virginity when she was barely sixteen, the only guy she ever truly believed in. She was going back to his apartment and even if they only sat and talked shit, she would never be the same again.

Geez, was she messed up.

And a masochist.

He tugged her hand again, the question gone from his eyes. In its place was a dark urgency Sonja felt all the way to the centre of her soul.

“Coming?”

She licked her lips, studied him for a split second and then nodded. “Yeah.”

His Adam’s apple jerked up and down his throat once at her acquiescence. His jaw bunched, his nostrils flared. “Good.”

With just that word, he turned and leapt down from the stage, pulling her along with him.

The bar’s patrons clapped and whistled. Some called encouragement to Sonja. She stumbled behind Levi, her fingers threaded through his, wondering what the fuck the people witnessing the moment thought they were encouraging her to do. It wasn’t like she didn’t know how to screw. Did they think she needed advice on how to make a famous rock star blow his load? Did they think she was going to suffer stage fright?

They’d made it to the exit door before reality smacked into her. “Crap,” she burst out, grinding to a halt. “My bag.”

Before Levi could utter a sound, she pulled her hand from his and hurried to the booth where she’d sat before taking the stage. Apparently she could have tugged her hand free of his minutes ago if she’d really wanted to, given how easy it was to do it now.

Ha. You’re already under his spell, aren’t you?

Smiling at the enthusiastic cheers around her, she arrived at the dark alcove and snatched up her handbag from where it lay on the bench seat. Heart pounding way too fast, she took a moment to flatten her palms to the table, close her eyes and pull five deep, slow breaths, counting to ten on each exhale.

What was she doing?

Going back to Levi’s apartment.

Why? To what end?

To get your heart broken, why else?

“Well,” she muttered, opening her eyes to stare at the tabletop between her hands, “as long as we’ve cleared that up.”

“Cleared what up?”

She jumped at Levi’s voice—a deep caress on her sanity—behind her.

Biting back a curse, she spun around and perched her butt on the edge of the table, fixing him with a narrowed-eyed gaze. “If I’m going to sleep with you or not.”

The muscles in his jaw clenched. She could see them doing their thing beneath the dark growth of his beard. Christ, the beard suited him. Made him look so fucking male and untamed and—

He closed the minute distance between them and wedged himself between her thighs until their groins touched. It seemed he didn’t give a flying fart they were being watched by damn near everyone in the bar. “And what did you decide?”

She swallowed. “That’s for me to know and you to find out.”

He chuckled, rolling his eyes even as he smoothed his palms up the outside of her thighs to her hips. “You are exactly what I need right now, Sonja Stone.”

“I am? Why?”

He tugged on her hips, drawing their groins harder together. “That’s for me to know—”

“And me to find out?”

He shook his head at her question.

Sonja didn’t stop her frown. “And there we have the secretive Levi Levistan. Seems things never change, ’eh?”

He didn’t answer. Not with words.

Instead, he lifted his hands from her hips, cupped her face in his palms and lowered his head to hers. “You can hate me as much as you want later, Sonny,” he whispered against her lips. “I’ll let you, but please, for tonight just let me forget…just let me…”

He stopped speaking, his lips on hers finishing the request for him.

The kiss was just as hungry and fierce and aggressive as the one he’d surprised her with on the stage. This time however, the bulge of his crotch was nudged with tight perfection against the curve of her sex. As he plundered her mouth, Sonja felt his erection pulse in his jeans.

It was too much.

It wasn’t enough.

Pulling her mouth free of the kiss, she pressed her hands to his chest and pushed him back a little. “Levi,” she shook her head. “What’s going on?”

“Y’know,” a new voice said to Sonja’s left. A deep male voice with a distinct American accent. “I’m asking myself the same question.”

Levi tensed. Jerked his head toward the speaker. Sonja did the same, biting back a groan at the man standing not even a foot away. A man she’d seen in more than one celebrity mag.

Corbin Smith, award-winning screenwriter and Levi’s long-term partner, cocked an eyebrow at them both, and it was only then that Sonja realized the bar was thrumming with excited whispers. “So tell us, Levi,” he said, his gaze sliding from Levi to Sonja and back to Levi again. “Just what is going on?”


Chapter Three

Corbin had never hurt as much as he did the morning he and Levi had buried their baby daughter and her mother. All he’d wanted was to look into his lover’s eyes and find something to ease the hurt, some solace.

Instead—as so many times before—Levi had shut his emotions away, locked them from the world. It was too much for Corbin.

Too much.

Unable to cope with not only the loss of a family almost his, but also Levi’s inability to share his pain and grief, Corbin had withdrawn. Pulled away.

It was meant to make it easier for them both. It had seemed Levi didn’t want to grieve, and Corbin couldn’t look at him without needing to do so.

It had been a stupid decision.

One he regretted every goddamn day.

And yet, as those days had rolled into nights, as those nights had turned into weeks, Corbin hadn’t know how to find his way back to Levi. Hadn’t know if he could. How could he find the solace he needed when Levi refused to share his grief?

Which meant Corbin was more fucked up than he could ever imagine, because the only person in the world he wanted to spend the rest of his life with was the bass guitarist.

Fucked up beyond measure. Because not only had Corbin’s ridiculous behaviour driven Levi into the arms of someone else, watching them kiss had affected Corbin in a way he’d never believed possible.

Jesus H. Christ, he was hard.

The last time he’d been hard over a woman he’d been in elementary school. Mrs. Pegg, the librarian who always wore stockings with seams that ran up the backs of her legs. He’d been eleven.

But now, after watching his lover, his partner and his life kiss the corset-wearing woman with the incredible rack and the defiant eyes, his cock was the hardest it had been for months.

What the hell was going on with him?

How could he be turned on by the sight of Levi kissing anyone else, let alone a woman?

“Err…” the woman said, her voice as throaty now as it had been while singing with Levi. “I think this is my cue to leave.”

To Corbin’s dismay, Levi reached for one of her hands and tugged her to his body. “No, Sonny. You’re not going anywhere. Corbin on the other hand…”

Levi’s glare clashed with Corbin’s. Corbin didn’t need the dim lights of the bar to see the hurt and anger in his lover’s eyes. He was responsible for them being there.

The woman—Sonny?—shook her head. “Don’t no me, Stan. And don’t drag me into the middle of this. You think you can tell me what to do after not seeing me for this long? Fuck that.”

Corbin couldn’t stop the admiration at Sonny’s feisty ire. Was it wrong to like her already? Even though not a second ago her tongue had been firmly in Levi’s mouth? A mouth, in Corbin’s opinion, that was strictly his to worship?

“In fact,” Sonny went on, the steel in her voice growing stronger, “take a look around you. Remember where you are. You’re giving everyone here a great show. The kind that will end up on Twitter. Do you want that?”

Levi’s jaw bunched. And still he didn’t move. Or release Sonny’s hand.

Corbin shot a glance at the dark shadows of the immediate vicinity. The music had started up again only a few moments after Levi and Sonny had left the stage. Someone else was now singing their heart out to an old boy-band song, but the bar’s patrons weren’t paying much attention. Most watched the little show he and Levi and the woman in Levi’s arms were putting on with avid interest. More than one, Corbin noticed, held their smartphones up in the unmistakable I’m-recording-this-for-prosperity position.

He bit back a groan. Damn it, when he’d followed Levi into the karaoke bar he hadn’t planned on this.

He’d come home after spending too many days mourning in L.A., with the intention of telling Levi he was sorry. Of asking the man to please tell him of the grief in his heart. To begin the healing process with him, where Corbin wanted to be.

But the apartment had been empty.

And then, from the large living room window, Corbin had spied Levi walking along the wharf their home was built on and had run after him.

Chased him. As he always would.

Followed him into the bar.

Found him on the stage, microphone in hand.

At the sight, Corbin’s heart had clenched. Levi’s voice always turned Corbin into a puddle of desire and need. He’d slipped into a booth to watch him sing, knowing the mellifluous sound would ease the ache in his soul. And it had. Right up until the point where Levi and Sonny had kissed.

From that point onward, Corbin’s body and emotions had fought a fucked-up battle. One not intended to be witnessed by a curious audience armed with iPhones and Galaxies and whatever the hell the cool kids were using these days.

Which made him approaching Levi and Sonny when they’d come off stage stupid.

Fucked-up.

Which is what he was.

Turning his attention back to Levi, he took a step towards him. “I messed up, Levi,” he said, keeping his voice low. Private. For Levi’s—and Sonny’s—ears only. “I know that. And I want to sort it out, but Sonny—”

“Sonja,” Levi and the woman both said at the same time, Levi’s tone flat and angry, hers strangely…broken.

“Sonja—” Corbin emphasized her name, holding Levi’s glare, “—is correct. This isn’t the place for it. We’re both public figures, Levi. I know you Australians are a little more laidback with celebrities than us Americans, but if a scene is being made…” He left the implication hanging on the air between them.

“Your boyfriend is a wise man, Stan,” Sonja muttered. “You should listen to him. Go with him now. Fix up whatever it is you both screwed up and forget about what happened between you and I.”

Levi didn’t utter a word. Nor did he move. Not until a white light flashed close by. A camera. Or a phone.

At the blinding intrusion, he flinched. He swung his stare to Sonja.

Corbin saw his Adam’s apple slide up and down his throat before he turned back to him.

“Please, babe?” Corbin whispered. Fuck, whispered. Here he was, begging. A renowned Hollywood screenwriter capable of making the likes of Gosling and Tatum do exactly what he wanted with just a few words on paper, and he was begging.

Love truly did take a guy by the balls and squeeze.

“Get out of here, Stan,” Sonja ordered, slipping away from Levi with a smooth sideways step. “Go be with who you should be with.”

And before Levi—or Corbin, for that matter—could say a word, she strode away, her petite, black-clad form devoured by the darkness of the bar with but a few steps.

Corbin swallowed, a lump roughly the size of the rock of Gibraltar suddenly lodged in his throat. He drove his nails—chewed to the quick since the funeral—into the palms of his hands and turned back to Levi.

Another smartphone flash detonated to Corbin’s left, one of the irritating kind that fired three times before blinding everyone in a five-mile radius. Levi flinched.

“Time to go,” Corbin ground out, closing the distance between him and Levi to shield Levi from the intrusive flash. It wasn’t often he took charge. Not when it came to this sort of thing. Both of them had a certain level of fame, but Levi’s far outstripped Corbin’s for public awareness. Usually, Corbin let his partner deal with the attention—it was the way Levi worked—but this, right now? Nope. Someone had to make the first move and it was going to be him.

Snaring Levi’s hand in a firm grip, he threw the surrounding people a quick smile. “Think I’m going to take the rock star home,” he chuckled.

The crowd chuckled back.

Without looking at Levi, he turned and walked through the bar, smiling at any flash that fired around them. A few steps from the door, Levi overtook him.

A few steps beyond it, out on the sidewalk, the brightest flash of the night fired.

“Oi! Levistan!” a male voice called. “Who’s the chick you were kissing inside?”

Corbin’s gut churned. Christ, that was all they needed. Carl Holston. The notorious Australian paparazzo. In their faces and asking questions.

Levi ignored the man. Corbin took his cue from his lover and did the same. It was tricky. What he wanted to do was swing around, grab Holston’s camera from his hand and break the guy’s nose with it. Instead, he tightened his fingers around Levi’s and quickened his pace, hurrying as fast as possible without jogging away from the paparazzo.

Who followed.

Of course.

“Hey, Levistan!” Holston called. “Are you and Smith still together if you’re kissing women? You still gay?”

At the sight of the taxi cruising along the street toward them, its vacant light bright in the dark night, Corbin let out a relieved breath. He may have followed Levi the few blocks it took to get to the karaoke bar on foot, but they were getting out of here by taxi.

Once again without consulting Levi, he flagged the cab down, hurried to its back passenger door—still without releasing Levi’s hand—and yanked it open.

Heart beating fast, he turned to his lover. Their stares connected for a split second, long enough for Corbin to see the angry pain in Levi’s dark eyes, and then, wordlessly, Levi climbed into the back seat.

White light flashed to Corbin’s right, Holston desperate to get that last shot of his target. “Cheers, fag.”

The sneered insult was so low Corbin could barely hear it over the noises on the busy street. But he did hear it. And it was the final straw of the night.

Spinning on his heel, utilizing all the reflexes ten years of playing competition beach volleyball had given him, he snatched the paparazzo’s massive SLR camera from his hands and smashed it against his jaw. “Cheers, bigot,” he shot back, tossing the camera to the sidewalk as Holston staggered sideways.

Fuck it. If the prick wanted to sue, he could give it his best shot. Corbin was done with swallowing Holston’s annoying shit.

Dropping into the seat beside Levi, he grinned at Holston, now snarling at him from the sidewalk. “Nice camera, by the way.”

And before the man could utter a word, Corbin pulled the door shut.

The silence in the cab wrapped around him, thick and stifling. He flicked Levi a quick glance, his pulse pounding faster at the unreadable expression on Levi’s face. He swallowed. “I—”

“Bourkenbac Wharf,” Levi said, leaning forward to speak to the taxi driver.

A shiver rippled up Corbin’s spine. Not just at the tempered anger in Levi’s voice, but at the latent control in it. That Corbin still found Levi’s Australian accent as sexy as hell didn’t help either.

The trip to their home lasted four minutes. Just four minutes. Never had four minutes of Corbin’s life been so heavy with tortured silence. He sat beside Levi, wanting to tell him everything. To say sorry.

To kiss him. To see if Levi’s lips tasted different after kissing Sonja. To see if her kiss lingered on them in any way.

But he didn’t say a word. Not one. And neither did Levi.

When the cab pulled up beside the wharf on which their apartment was built, Levi opened the door before Corbin could make a move.

“Fifteen fifty,” the driver mumbled over his shoulder.

Corbin dug at his back pocket for his wallet.

Levi thrust his hand through the driver’s open window, a hundred-dollar bill in his fingers. “Keep the change.”

“Thanks, mate.” The driver smiled up at him. “Always knew you were a good bloke. Let me know if that tosser back there gives you any grief. I’ll vouch for you.”

For a moment, Corbin thought the cab driver was referring to him, and then it dawned on him the man was talking about Holston. At least, he hoped he was.

“No worries,” Levi answered. He was at the locked gate at the beginning of the wharf by the time Corbin climbed out of the taxi and stepped onto the sidewalk.

Corbin’s throat tightened. His gut churned. He didn’t know what to do. Follow him? Life with Levi was amazing, incredible, but when the guy clamped up on his emotions…fuck.

He lingered on the sidewalk for a moment, willing the strength he’d felt back in the bar when he’d approached Levi and Sonja to return.

Damn it, man. Go after him. If you don’t, your relationship—

Levi turned to face him, his hand on the gate’s security lock, his stare unwavering. “Are you coming?”

Pricking heat flowed through Corbin’s body, swift and scouring. He let out a ragged breath, nodded once and damn near jogged to the gate.

Levi’s eyes held his. Neither moved for a second, just studied each other. Corbin swallowed. “Levi,” he began, his voice a cracked whisper.

Something dark, something…hot flickered in Levi’s eyes, there and gone in a heartbeat. His jaw bunched beneath his beard, his nostrils flared and then, without a word, he turned from Corbin and pulled the gate open.

Corbin closed his eyes and blew out another shaky breath. “Okay, this is going to be fun,” he muttered, following.

The walk to their home—an expansive apartment at the end of the Bourkenbac Wharf complex that offered breathtaking views of Sydney Harbour and the city skyline—was strained. Silent.

Corbin strode beside Levi, searching for something to say. Something to break the tormented void. He made a living from words. He’d written some of the most awarded movies and television shows ever filmed. He’d written scripts that caused critics to weep and politicians to praise him. So why the hell was he finding it so hard to find the right words now?

Because it’s not an award in jeopardy. It’s your heart. And your future. And your everything.

He ground his teeth. Damn, why weren’t they saying anything to each other?

Why weren’t they—

The soft clink of keys killed the frustrated thought. He started and then balled his fists when Levi opened the privacy gate at the top of the short flight of stairs leading up to their apartment’s door without a word.

Corbin dragged his hands through his hair and scowled up at his lover’s back. “Yeah,” he muttered. “Fun like a barrel of monkeys on crack.”

He climbed the stairs to Levi. Waited for him to unlock the door to their home. Followed him in. Closed the door behind him.

And let out a shout when Levi slammed him against the wall and pinned him there with his hips.

A shout Levi captured with his mouth.

The kiss was brutal. Savage. Levi bit down on Corbin’s bottom lip, sucked it into his mouth. He snared Corbin’s hands and rammed them to the wall, palm-to-palm, lacing their fingers together with a punishing grip. Corbin groaned into his mouth, the unexpected assault flooding him with molten heat and need.

Oh God, how had he walked away from this?

Levi drove his hips forward, grinding their groins together. The rigid length of his cock pushed against Corbin’s, a thick pole of undeniable lust. Fresh heat surged through Corbin’s body, pooling in his balls. He rolled his hips, needing to feel Levi’s cock on his.

It had been too long.

With a growl, Levi tore his mouth from Corbin’s, hooked his fingers beneath the open neck of Corbin’s shirt and ripped it apart.

Buttons popped and flung through the air. Bounced on the marble floor.

Corbin gasped.

Levi didn’t look into his face. He just snared another handful of Corbin’s shirt, lower down his body, and yanked it open. Completely exposing Corbin’s torso.

Corbin didn’t move.

When Levi’s nostrils flared, when his chest rose with a deep, ragged intake of air, Corbin’s cock throbbed, knowing what was to come.

And it did. Levi flattened his palm to the side of Corbin’ face, turned Corbin’s head and scored a line of fierce, sucking bites down the column of his throat, his chest, to his right nipple.

Corbin writhed against the wall, his knees weak. He reached for Levi’s hair, only to have his lover slap his hands away. He moaned, his hips thrusting upward of their own accord, his body wanting to fuck the man he loved even as that man reduced him to an object to be taken. Used.

“Fuck, babe,” Corbin groaned. The strength to keep his neck straight, to keep his knees locked had deserted him. As had the strength to form sounds beyond guttural words. But words still needed to be said. They needed to… “T-talk…we need…to…”

Levi sucked on his nipple, hard. Shards of tight pain speared through him, sinking into his engorged cock, making it spasm in his jeans. And then, oh fuck, yes, Levi was tugging at his belt, releasing the buckle. Lowering his zip. Shoving his hand into his—

He wrapped strong fingers around Corbin’s cock and squeezed. Corbin let out a shaky cry, eyes closing at the raw pleasure consuming him.

Levi squeezed his cock again, harder this time, dragging his thumb over its crown even as he returned his mouth to Corbin’s. He lashed at Corbin’s tongue with his own, one hand cupping Corbin’s chin as his other worked Corbin’s engorged erection. Fucking his mouth as he pumped his cock.

Brutal.

Savage.

Unrelenting.

The heat of a building orgasm tingled at the base of Corbin’s spine. He was going to come soon. Here, against the wall of their apartment. Without Levi uttering a word to him.

A groan of torment vibrated low in his chest. He shouldn’t let this happen. Not until they talked. About their loss, the funeral, the kiss at the karaoke bar.

Hungry desire flooded through Corbin at the thought of Levi kissing the woman and his cock stiffened more in Levi’s grip.

His lover growled into his mouth, and for a heartbeat the kiss became wilder, almost cruel, and then Levi was looking into his eyes, really looking at him, his breath a hot pant on Corbin’s lips.

Corbin stared back, his own breath shallow, rapid. Every fibre in his body craved Levi. And yet…

The memory of Levi kissing Sonja filled his head again, a vivid replay of a moment Corbin couldn’t shake. His cock responded to the memory, throbbing in Levi’s tight hold.

“What are you thinking about?” Levi’s voice rasped over his fraying sanity. “To make your cock spasm in my hand like that?”

Corbin’s throat constricted. His gut churned. He gazed into Levi’s dark eyes, thrust his hips forward, pumping his erection through Levi’s enveloping grip and said, “You.”

Once again, Levi’s nostrils flared. “Really?”

Corbin licked his lips. “Kissing the woman at the—”

Levi crushed his mouth with his. Punished his lips, his tongue. Nipped them, sucked them. Took utter possession of them, all the while pumping his fist up and down Corbin’s shaft.

It was too much. Too much and so good and so…so…dominating.

Corbin’s head spun. Trembles wracked his body. Dire need turned his balls to swollen globes of pressure. He raked his hands over Levi’s back, his shoulders, up into the hair at his nape. He fisted them there, desperate for something, anything to anchor himself to.

He was going to come. He couldn’t stop it. He was going to come, and when he did his sanity was going to be—

Levi pulled away from him. Staggered back a step, his face buried in his hands. “Fuck, what am I…”

The question—muffled by his palms—whispered on the suffocating silence. Corbin stared at him, his heart beating a wild tattoo in his ears, his body aching for release. “Levi?” He took a step toward his lover. “Tell me what’s going on. What are you thinking now? What are you—”

He didn’t get a chance to finish. Levi grabbed his wrist and hauled him to his body, taking possession of his lips once more.

Kissing him, spinning him around, driving him backward into the living room, stripping him of his shirt as they went. Corbin’s butt cheeks hit the back to the large leather sofa dissecting the room, halting their progression. But not Levi’s carnal assault.

He shoved Corbin’s jeans down his hips, pushing his boxers with them. He squeezed Corbin’s rigid cock, tugged on his balls. Corbin had no hope of holding back his surrendering cry when—without warning—Levi spun him around and bent him over the back of the sofa.

His feet tangled, enough to throw him off balance. Levi caught him, gripping his right hip with tight fingers as his other hand smoothed up his back, holding him trapped against the piece of furniture.

Corbin fought against the position, a weak struggle fueled not by resistance but by searing arousal. Fuck, he’d never been so turned on, and so fucking conflicted.

When Levi’s hand moved to cup and knead his sac, a raw plea slipped past his lips.

When Levi stroked a fierce path up to his anus, he hissed in capitulating need.

His ass clenched, anticipating the penetration. But it didn’t come. Instead, Levi returned his hand to Corbin’s groin and once again palmed his sac. Pumped his cock.

Corbin groaned, pushing his ass backward, desperate for Levi’s possession of his entry. “Yes,” he panted.

The sharp sting of Levi’s hand on the side of his right butt cheek made him cry out. A thick spasm claimed his cock. Raw pleasure and hungry surrender ruled his body.

Fingers stroked over his anus again, wet this time. Very wet.

Corbin pushed back once more, aching for those fingers to enter him.

Once again, they didn’t. And once again, Levi smacked Corbin’s ass instead.

Fresh need flooded him. Made his cock jerk. Levi wrapped his fingers around its length and pumped, each stroke a punishing force of animalistic power.

Colors bloomed in Corbin’s vision. His head swam. He drove his fingers into the edge of the sofa, his eyes shut tight.

And fuck, there was the image again—Levi kissing the woman. Kissing Sonja.

“I…I can’t…” he gasped, shaking his head. “Going to…going to come…soon.”

In response, Levi slid wet fingers over his anus. Over the puckered hole.

Into it.

“Yes,” he ground out, driving back into the invasion, trying to straighten as he did so.

Levi slammed him back over the sofa’s edge again with a firm hand. Held him there. Refusing to let him move. Fucking his ass with his fingers. Two? Three? Corbin couldn’t tell. Didn’t care. Fuck, he was going to explode soon. So good. So fucking—

Levi withdrew his fingers with a swift jerk. Corbin cried out in protest. “No!” He moved to straighten again, to turn to his lover.

And was shoved back down over the sofa.

Held there.

The sound of a zipper filled the room, incongruously loud amongst Corbin’s shallow pants and moans. The sound of material clumping to the floor followed.

Every nerve ending and fibre in Corbin’s body prepared for Levi’s cock. Strained for it. Ached for it. Craved it.

It didn’t matter it was rough. It didn’t matter it was going to hurt. He deserved the pain for what he’d done to Levi. For abandoning him when they both grieved. He deserved it. Welcomed it.

Wanted it.

Wanted Levi. Always would. Levi. Only Levi.

The image of Levi kissing Sonja on the stage slammed through Corbin’s head—hot, wild and more arousing than ever.

Fuck, he was going to come. Come. Any second. He needed…he needed Levi. Now. Now.

Levi slid his wet fingers into Corbin anus, spreading him wide. Withdrew.

And then nothing.

Nothing.

Corbin twisted on the sofa’s edge, staring over his shoulder up at Levi.

Anguished desire and tortured need etched his lover’s face, a face Corbin knew better than his own soul. Levi’s gaze jerked to him. His body seemed locked in frozen torment.

In an instant, Corbin understood. “Just spit on my ass, grab your cock and get to it,” he begged. “Now. Before I fucking come without you inside—”

Levi penetrated him. With one savage thrust, Levi impaled his cock deep into Corbin’s ass.

Excruciating pain tore through him, radiating from his stretched flesh. Levi was thick and large and Corbin’s hole was tight. Hot ribbons of pain threaded through the intense pleasure of the penetration and pushed it to something sublime.

He roared, arching at the exquisite sensations detonating through him. Slamming back into Levi’s wild thrusts, he met him in force and need with each one.

This was his punishment and his reward—Levi. Possessing him, dominating him. Loving him. God, he hoped he still loved him.

Fuck, what if he didn’t? What if he—

Levi pressed his stomach to Corbin’s back, grabbed Corbin’s cock in a tight fist and pumped. Up and down, up and down, in perfect harmony with his driving thrusts, his grip growing tighter with each stroke.

It was too much.

He could survive no more.

Surrendering himself completely to the elemental pleasure of it all, of Levi’s cock in his ass and his cock in Levi’s hand, Corbin gave himself over to his orgasm.

He came. Thick ropes of come spurted from him, splashing the back of the leather sofa. He moaned with each one, his knees trembling, his heart pounding in his ears. So fast. So loud.

And then Levi dug his fingers into his flesh, scraped over his hip, choked his cock and Corbin felt his lover’s seed fill his ass.

Felt Levi lose himself to his own orgasm.

For a lifetime, they came together, their bodies controlled only by pleasure and its release. A lifetime after that, Levi slumped onto Corbin, his heart thumping like a hammer against Corbin’s back.

Silence stretched between them.

Long. Heavy.

Finally, Levi moved. Not to step away, not to withdraw his length from Corbin’s ass, but to press his lips to the flesh between Corbin’s shoulder blades. “I’m sorry, my love,” he whispered against Corbin’s skin, his beard a tickling caress. “That was…that was wrong. I shouldn’t have…I shouldn’t have done that…punished you that way. I should…I should…fuck, I’m sorry, Corbin. Please don’t ever leave me again. Please. I’m sorry.”

Corbin closed his eyes, Levi’s outpouring shearing into his heart.

“Say something, Cor,” Levi pleaded, his voice a hoarse croak. “Tell me what’s in your head right now.”

His blood roaring in his ears, his gut a knotted mess, his whole body thrumming with charged energy, Corbin opened his eyes, twisted beneath Levi’s weight and gazed back at the man he loved more than any other. “I think,” he said, forcing calm to each word, “I would like to invite Sonja to our bed.”


Chapter Four

Standing under the shower for fifteen minutes didn’t help. Levi’s mind still roared with Corbin’s words, a hurricane of wretched shock. A maelstrom of dark thoughts.

Killing the water—icy cold and stingingly hard—he closed his eyes, clenched his fists and pressed his forehead to the tiles before him.

His body chilled, the cool air of the bathroom licking at his wet skin. His nipples pinched into tight tips, a perverse pleasure of physical sensation he closed his mind to.

With a strangled groan, Levi dragged his hand down his face. The excess water in his beard dribbled from his jaw and chin to his feet, each drop somehow a drilling echo in the oppressive silence. He opened his eyes and stared at his feet. A detached part of his mind—that part not whirling with Corbin’s request—studied the trickles of moisture running over his flesh before disappearing down the drain.

His blood pounded in his ears.

His stomach clenched.

His balls throbbed.

He closed his eyes again, drawing a deep slow breath.

Corbin waited for him somewhere in the house. Normally after sex they’d shower together, but this time his lover hadn’t followed him to the bathroom, leaving him to shower alone.

No doubt to give Levi the chance to think.

A dry snort tore at the back of Levi’s throat. To think? That was an understatement. He’d stood under the cold water, head down, hands flat to the wall and barely survived the assault on his mind. For a musician, Levi’s brain worked in a very left-sided way. He enjoyed the unquestionable reason of numbers, the comfort of logical thought. Throughout his childhood, until the age of fourteen when his high school music teacher had busted him doing his math homework in class and handed him a guitar—he’d always thought he was going to be a mathematician. When Mrs. Salvog handed him the school’s sole Stratacaster and told him he had lunch detention during which he had to figure out how to play it using math, the focus of his life shifted. But there was math in music, and Levi lost himself in both.

There was no answer to Corbin’s request in music, numbers or logic, however. In amongst the turbulence of his thoughts, Levi had tried his best to find the calm of numbers. He’d calculated the average rest beats in every song he’d recorded, he’d considered the time pattern Samuel had created in the lyrics of “Lily’s Song”, the song they were planning to record for Dead Even 2. He’d analysed the rhythm structure of the last soundtrack he’d written for Spielberg.

He’d done all those things and no answers to Corbin’s request presented themselves. None that made any sense at least.

Here they were, after two months of emotional separation, two months after the loss of their daughter before they even had the chance to cherish her, hold her, finally together again, and his lover was talking about bringing a woman into their bed. How did that make any logical sense?

It didn’t.

They should be addressing their issues. They should be approaching the situation of their loss with calm, modulated control.

Yeah, just like the calm, modulated way you fucked him out there, right? The way you punished him for how he’d made you feel? The way you punished yourself for being unable to show him your emotions. The way you punished yourself for the way Sonja made you—

A hot itch scratching at the back of his head told him he wasn’t alone.

Straightening from the wall, he turned.

Corbin stood at the mouth of the shower bay, fully dressed once again, his gaze fixed on the ceiling above Levi’s head.

The en-suite bathroom was large and opulent. One entire end of the room was dedicated to the shower, which comprised five separate showerheads that could be individually controlled. Along with the jets, there were two suspended stainless steel bars Levi would, when the mood took him, bind Corbin’s wrists to. Fucking his lover in the shower while Corbin could do nothing but beg for more had become a regular activity before the funeral.

Now…

An image of Sonja in the shower flashed through Levi’s head, her arms above her head, her breasts uplifted, Corbin’s lips circling one dusky nipple as Levi slowly sank his cock into her—

“Is this another one of those things we’re going to pretend didn’t happen?”

Levi drew a sharp breath at Corbin’s question, the implication behind the words smothering the wholly unexpected vision of Sonja at their mercy.

He scowled at his partner. “I never pretended Isabella didn’t die, Cor.”

“True. But if I recall correctly, this is the very place you spent the morning after we got the news. In this shower, with your head down, the water freezing. When you finally came out you’d shut whatever was in your heart, in your soul away.”

Levi narrowed his eyes. “And then you withdrew from me.”

Corbin’s jaw bunched. “What else was I meant to do? I wear my heart on my sleeve, Levi. You’ve known that from the moment we met. And your heart is locked in a fucking steel box guarded by a wall of impenetrable ice. For fuck’s sake, babe, we’d just lost our daughter. I needed to see you mourn. I needed to mourn with you. Fuck, I needed to know you were sharing your grief with me and I didn’t. Because you didn’t.”

Levi ground his teeth and turned his head away. That they were having this argument now, while Levi was naked and still dripping with water should have infuriated him. That it was happening while disturbing thoughts of his old high school girlfriend whispered through his head should have sickened him.

Neither was the case.

Because Corbin was correct. Levi had confessed as much to Nick only that very morning. He should have let Corbin see his pain instead of locking it away.

But that’s what Levi had always done. Lock away any emotions, any reactions that left him vulnerable. He kept them tightly controlled, constrained. Kept them from view and didn’t allow them to be used as a weapon by those who were meant to protect you.

It was a lesson he’d learnt as a child. A child desperate to understand the world when the only thing he’d understood was numbers.

And then music.

Staring hard at the glass-tiled wall beside him, he balled his hands into fists. “I should have let you grieve with me,” he said, the words a raw pain in his chest. “I should have…I should have shared that with you. I know that. But what I don’t understand is why you now want us to…why you want to ask…”

He faltered. Not because the words ask Sonja into our bed were too disturbing to vocalize, but because his body reacted the second they formed in his head.

A heavy spasm claimed his cock. His balls tensed. His pulse quickened and his throat grew tight.

Fuck, how could this be more messed up? How could he—

“Because I’ve never seen you so open than when you were with her.”

Corbin’s low statement, uttered on a voice strained with confusion, scraped at Levi’s fraying control.

He returned his gaze to his lover. “I’m open with you,” he said, the claim ridiculous to his own ears.

Corbin laughed a harrowed chuckle that tore Levi’s heart. “You tell me you love me, babe, and I know you do—at least I hope you still do, but open?” He shook his head. “When I watched you sing with Sonja, when I watched you smile with her, laugh with her, Christ, I wanted to cry. And then I watched you kiss her on the stage and everything changed.”

Levi swallowed. “You saw it? Not just at the booth, but on the stage?”

Corbin dipped his head. “I’d come home to tell you I was sorry, to beg you to forgive me for deserting you. I saw you walking towards Do Re Me and followed you. When I finally caught up, you were on the stage singing with her.” He chuckled again, the sound less hollow this time. “You have an incredible voice, babe. I know why you don’t sing lead. I know you can’t bear that kind of attention, but fuck me, your voice is incredible. And I stood there listening to you, losing myself in the power of your voice, loving you, aching for you, hearing your grief in the words you sang even as I watched you come to life on the stage next to her… I stood there wanting you on every level possible, and then you kissed her and I wanted that as well.”

The words caressed Levi’s sanity. Not just because Corbin spoke them, but because they stroked Levi’s body with the memory of Sonja’s lips under his.

His cock pulsed.

Corbin’s gaze fell to the stirring organ. His nostrils flared at the sight greeting him—a dick only a moment ago flaccid, now semi-stiff. And growing harder.

“I want to feel that life in you, Levi,” he said, motionless. “I want to experience it with you, and if Sonja is what makes you alive…even if only for the moment…if Sonja—whoever she is—is what helps you find the way out of your numb refusal to feel anything with me, then I want her to help you. Just let me be there as she does. Let me be there when you finally live again. And then be alive with me.”

The knot in Levi’s gut was a twisted ball of torment. “I am alive with you, Cor,” he said, his voice a broken whisper.

Corbin shook his head. “No, you’re not. Not at the moment. But you were with her, so alive the world damn near shook with the force. Everyone in that bar could feel it, babe. They feasted on it, thrived on it. And I did too.”

He took a step forward, and Levi couldn’t help but notice that, even though pain swam in Corbin’s blue eyes, the crotch of his jeans was tented.

Corbin was aroused.

By the sight of Levi naked and wet before him? Or by the memory of Levi kissing Sonja?

Does it matter?

Tight pain strapped around Levi’s chest and he ground his teeth. It didn’t. At this point in time, it didn’t.

Letting out a long, slow breath, he met his lover’s stare. “You really want this? You want me to invite my old high school girlfriend into our bed?”

Corbin’s Adam’s apple slid up and down the smooth column of his throat. “I do.”

Levi’s heart thumped fast at the answer. “So you can watch me fuck her?”

When Corbin shook his head, Levi’s breath caught. “You want us both…” He stopped. Stared at the man he loved.

“Yes.”

Levi felt hot, eager blood flood into his already stiffening cock. “You want to fuck me while I’m fucking her?”

Corbin nodded. The bulge in his jeans twitched.

“You want to be inside my body while I’m inside hers?”

“Yes. And…more.”

A thick spasm claimed Levi’s dick at the assertion. “Do you want to fuck her as well, Cor? You’ve never been with a woman before. You told me so years ago. Do you want to feel your cock sink into her slick, wet pussy?”

The faintest groan fell from Corbin’s lips. But still, he didn’t move. Didn’t crumble.

Levi stared at him. He hungered for what Corbin suggested. No, not just hungered for it. Craved it.

Needed it.

“How is it possible,” he whispered, every molecule in his body aching for Corbin, “that the man I love more than life knew I was in such a numb state when I didn’t?”

Corbin’s lips stretched in a smile so haunted Levi damn near crumpled to the ground. “That’s what love is, Levi. Knowing the secrets of the soul even when they’re not spoken aloud.”

A hot lump filled Levi’s throat. “Is this how we move forward? Is this how we fix us?”

Corbin shrugged. “It’s how we begin, I think.”

“What happens if she says no?”

Corbin laughed again, the ironic, self-deprecating laugh that had drawn Levi to him in the first place all those years ago on a Hollywood set, when Corbin had been openly gay and Levi was still hiding in the depths of a closet. “What happens if she says no? Babe, what happens if she says yes?”

An image of Sonja straddling Corbin’s hips, his mouth feasting on her breast, his hands worshipping her body filled Levi’s head, hot, vivid and exquisitely arousing.

Levi let out a ragged breath.

Fuck, how would they ever recover from this?

How would they survive it?

He studied Corbin, every molecule in his body charged with conflicted desire. “Question?”

Corbin nodded. His gaze swept over Levi, lingering for a moment on his groin. Levi’s cock pulsed in response to the visual caress. He may be messed up emotionally and psychologically—there really was no point denying it any longer—but when it came to Corbin Smith, his body’s physical reaction worked exactly the way it was meant to.

Drawing in a slow breath, he forced his stare to stay on Corbin’s face. Not the increasing tent in his jeans. Not the long, corded length of his legs, legs that felt so good wrapped around Levi’s hips, or torso. Not the broad expanse of Corbin’s shoulders or the wide breadth of his chest. “What happens if Sonja says yes and we—you and I—still aren’t fixed? What if I’m still…broken? Will you…”

Turning his head, he scrunched up his face and balled his fists.

He couldn’t bring himself to say the words leave me. Just thinking about those two simple, monumental words ripped his heart raw.

How could he exist without Corbin? Fate had torn the future they’d planned away from them, but they still had each other. Yet who knew for how long? If Levi couldn’t allow himself…couldn’t let what was in his soul be free…

A roaring anger filled his ears only to fade away as two warm, dry hands cupped his jaw.

With the faintest of pressure, Corbin made Levi look at him. “I love you, Levi,” he said. “Nothing will ever change that. Do you understand?”

Levi nodded.

A nod Corbin halted with a kiss. He moved his lips over Levi’s, soft, almost apologetic. He nipped at Levi’s bottom lip with gentle teeth before dipping his tongue into Levi’s mouth.

Levi groaned, smoothing his hands over Corbin’s hips to haul him to his body.

The course denim of Corbin’s jeans scratched Levi’s engorged erection, the rough friction on his taut flesh undoing his control.

He took control of the kiss, spinning Corbin to the side to ram him against the wall. He drove his hips forward, grinding his cock against the steely bulge of Corbin’s groin even as he shoved his hands under the hem of Corbin’s polo shirt.

Finding his lover’s nipples, he pinched them. Hard. Scraped his thumbnails over each one. Levi’s nails were longer than the average man’s—most bass players’ were—and Corbin reacted to their fierce swipe. He moaned into Levi’s mouth, raking his hands up Levi’s damp back, over his shoulders and into Levi’s hair.

Levi shook his head, refusing Corbin the contact. He was in control now. And he knew what he wanted.

Tearing his lips from the kiss, he grabbed Corbin’s belt buckle, undid it with a brutal yank, lowered Corbin’s fly with the same aggressive force and pushed his lover’s jeans down over his hips.

Corbin stared into his eyes, offering no resistance to the ungentle move, his breath shallow.

For a moment, Levi toyed with the idea of binding Corbin’s wrists together with the long length of leather. It wouldn’t be the first time. Nor the first time in this very room.

His cock throbbed at the memories of doing just that. And then those memories were awash with other ones, memories of the time Levi had tied Sonja to her bed with belts when her parents were out of state and he’d spent the night.

His head swam. Black swirls of tortured need filled his vision.

He hadn’t thought about that night, his first foray into BDSM, for years. Decades. Hadn’t thought about how wet it had made the girl his parents declared too good for him. How she’d begged him to fuck her harder than he ever had.

And yet now he was thinking about it. Thinking about that night as his lover now stood before him, the tiny bead of Corbin’s pre-come a dark, wet spot blooming on the front of the Ralph Lauren boxer briefs Levi had given him for his birthday.

Thinking about it. Getting harder with each second.

What kind of person did that make him?

A broken one.

The thought whispered through Levi’s head, twisting through his familiar desire for Corbin, threading through the unsettling need for Sonja. It dawned on him that when he’d asked—almost asked—if Corbin would leave if this unhinged plan of inviting her to sleep with them both didn’t work, Corbin hadn’t answered. Had told him he loved him instead. Was that enough? To save them?

Lifting his gaze from Corbin’s trapped erection, he stared into his lover’s eyes. Searched them for something. Surrender? Hatred?

What he found was honest, open desire.

Open.

As always, Corbin was letting Levi see exactly what he wanted and needed.

Stabbing heat and need pierced into Levi’s groin at the realization. A thick spasm claimed his cock. His balls drew closer to his body.

“Levi…” Corbin breathed, urgent want in his voice.

Chest tight, Levi closed the distance between them, hooked his thumbs into the waistband of Corbin’s briefs and pulled them down.

Corbin’s raw gasp filled the bathroom. A shudder wracked his body as his cock sprung free. “Fuck, yes.”

With a low growl, Levi wrapped his fingers around its wide girth and squeezed, heady lust and pleasure flooding him. The solid pole of Corbin’s dick in his hand always affected him this way—turned any doubt, any confusion into primitive, possessive control. Increasing his grip, he pumped up and down his lover’s massive erection. Once. Twice.

Corbin groaned. Closed his eyes. Trembled. “Do it again.”

Levi dragged his thumb across the tip of Corbin’s cock, smeared the drops of moisture forming there in a slow swipe before encircling the bulbous head with his fingers and squeezing. Hard.

Corbin sucked in a hissing breath. “Oh yeah…fuck, yeah.”

The unrestrained pleasure in Corbin’s face ignited fresh need in Levi’s core. He sucked in a slow breath, pumping Corbin’s length once more. Faster this time.

“Fuck, babe,” Corbin gasped, writhing against the wall. “That feels so—”

Levi sank to his knees and plunged his mouth over Corbin’s dick, sucking it deep into his throat.

“Fuck!” Corbin slammed his hips forward, a violent bucking motion Levi reveled in. “Oh fuck, yeah.”

Growling around his lover’s shaft, Levi grabbed Corbin’s hips and pressed his arse back to the wall. Another shudder rocked through Corbin. He groaned. Pushed his cock deeper into Levi’s mouth.

With another growl, Levi dug his fingers into Corbin’s hips and shoved them harder to the bathroom wall. Holding him pinned to the spot, refusing to let him move, Levi slowly withdrew his mouth up Corbin’s quivering shaft. The velvet steel of Corbin’s flesh against his tongue drove him wild. Made his balls ache and his heart pound. He sucked a tight journey up to the distended brim of Corbin’s cockhead and then, with equal ferocity, plunged back down again, deeper this time. So deep Corbin’s balls pressed to Levi’s lips. So deep the tip of Corbin’s pole pushed beyond the back of Levi’s throat.

Wild fingers scraped at Levi’s scalp. “F-fuck, that…” Corbin panted. “Feels…so good. So…”

Levi cupped Corbin’s balls in a tight grip, tugged at their heavy, swollen weight and slid his mouth up Corbin’s length, sucking the entire way.

Corbin bucked. Groaned. Fisted Levi’s hair.

Levi took him back into his mouth, his throat once again. Controlling Corbin’s pleasure as much as he controlled his own actions. He worked his lover’s flesh, listened to his groans, felt the shaking in his muscles.

He played Corbin’s body with growing need until his own urgency overwhelmed him, his own greed to taste Corbin’s release consumed him.

Controlled him.

He lashed the underside of Corbin’s cock with his tongue, kneaded his lover’s balls, palmed them, and then slid his fingers between the crevice of Corbin’s arse cheeks and pressed against his anus.

“Fuck!”

Corbin erupted in Levi’s mouth. Hot, thick wads splashed the back of Levi’s throat, fast and never-ending.

Levi swallowed each with greedy groans, massaging Corbin’s entry with the pad of his index finger as he did so. He milked his lover of his release even as he increased the pleasure of it.

Corbin’s hands scored at Levi’s shoulders, fisted in his hair. His panted gasps and strangled moans filled the bathroom. Echoed off the tiles and glass. Reverberated through Levi, into his heart, his soul. And then, with a violent thrust, Corbin froze, his cock deep in Levi’s mouth, his seed pumping from him in one final gush.

A heartbeat later, Levi slid his lips from Corbin’s shaft, his body thrumming with pleasure. He leant forward, wrapped his arms around Corbin’s hip, pressed his face to the flat plane of Corbin’s stomach—still hitching with Corbin’s rapid pants—and held him. Held him and ached for him.

Incapable of doing anything else but.


Chapter Five

Sonja huffed an angry breath at the tangled mess of her hair hanging in her eyes.

Push-ups. She was resorting to pushups. Pushups at six a.m. in the bloody morning. Bloody hell, surely a vibrator would be better?

Blowing at her hair again, she lowered her body—balanced stiff like a plank on her toes and palms—to the floor. The muscles of her arms and shoulders burned. Which wasn’t surprising, given she was about to count off fifty.

Fifty punishing pushups designed to get Levi bloody Levistan out of her head.

It didn’t help every time she lowered her stiff, sweaty, hot body to the ground her nipples brushed the cool granite flooring of her living room.

The fact she was doing push-ups—fifty-one now—stark naked also contributed to her flustered state. It meant every time her nipples did kiss the floor, even for the micro-second she quivered an inch above it before straightening her arms again, her hot flesh came into direct contact with the cold stone, sending licks of depraved pleasure through her. Depraved licks of pleasure that headed without delay to the junction of her thighs.

In other words, she was doing push-ups to try and stop being horny over her old gay boyfriend and was getting hornier with every pushup she did.

“Fuck this,” she snarled, bringing her knees up to her belly and propelling herself to her feet in a wonky burpee. Raking her hair from her face with a frustrated swipe, she stormed into the kitchen.

She was meant to be at work in an hour. Work. Like she was in any state to go to work and deal with her boss and his sexual innuendoes. Ha. After spending the night either wide awake and thinking things she shouldn’t about her gay ex-boyfriend, or fitfully asleep and dreaming debauched dreams involving her gay ex-boyfriend, his too-damn-sexy American boyfriend and herself, the last thing she needed was to go in to work and read submission after submission of erotic writing from the slush pile, which was what she had to do today.

Being an editor at an erotic-romance publishing house was all very well and good, until you found yourself tormented by thoroughly erotic and disturbing dreams and fantasies. When that happened, there, their, they’re and split-bloody-infinitives became less important than how quickly you could lock your office door and ride your hand to a climax.

It wasn’t often Sonja found herself turned on at work—thank God, given her boss’s habit of checking out her boobs every time he was near her—but after the dreams she’d had last night, reading erotic romance was going to push her to that very state.

The first dream had been about Levi kissing her on stage. And then stripping her in front of the crowd. And then eating her out while everyone watched and cheered. For some strange reason, a Justin Bieber song had been playing in the background, the words to “Baby Baby Baby” flashing green on the screen behind her.

She’d woken from that one shuddering with an orgasm. Until that point, she hadn’t known women could even have wet dreams, let alone ones that made her moan and groan and shake all over.

The next hour had been spent replaying the scene with Levi in Do Re Me over and over, trying to figure out what was going on with him. It had been so long since she’d had anything to do with him, and yet the moment he’d taken her hand—bam, all those years had vanished and it was like he’d never been gone from her heart.

Even though his kisses had driven her wild, she’d spent those long minutes awake worried about his state of mind. Levi rarely showed his emotions, but when he’d been holding her, trying to convince her to come back to his apartment, an anguished need and torment had shone in his eyes. Why? And how did he possibly think being with her, sexually or otherwise, would help?

At some point, she’d fallen asleep and into another dream, this one not quite so exhibitionistic but equally arousing. She and Levi were making love in a room with a massive window through which a gentle summer breeze wafted, turning the sheer gauze curtains into a billowing cloud above them. In the background, Nick Blackthorne sang. Not a Blackthorne song playing on an iPod, but Nick Blackthorne himself, wearing a T-shirt that said Rock Hard And Ready. His presence didn’t worry Sonja at all in the dream. It only intensified the pleasure consuming her at Levi’s every touch and thrust and bite. Except somewhere in the dream, Blackthorne became Levi’s boyfriend. And he wasn’t in the background. He was on the side of the bed, perched there, naked. Saying things to them both she couldn’t remember now, his American accent so sexy she’d begged him over and over to say her name, to tell her…

She didn’t know what woke her at that point, but by the way her heart was hammering and the way her pussy was throbbing, she suspected it was another orgasm.

A cold shower had followed that dream. A cold shower and a stern talking to. She’d called herself a perverted lunatic, scolded her ridiculous sexual imagination—perhaps being an erotic book editor was doing things to her mind?—and deemed all thoughts of Levi and his boyfriend off-limits.

Her ridiculous sexual imagination didn’t listen however. For the last dream of the night, the one that had seen her propel herself from her bed and pound out fifty-one naked pushups, involved her and Levi’s boyfriend. Doing…stuff together. Naughty stuff. Stuff a gay guy never did with a woman. Stuff her authors wrote about. Stuff involving lots of lube and sweat. And while he was doing that stuff to her, Levi had been doing stuff to him.

A flash of the dream whispered through Sonja’s frazzled mind, utterly vivid and detailed. Her knees buckled and she grabbed at the refrigerator’s handle, desperate to keep herself upright. Another flash of the dream taunted her—Levi behind his lover as his lover buried his head between Sonja’s spread thighs—and she bit back a groan. Damn it, her sex was constricting and pulsing like a...like a…fuck, whatever pulsed and constricted a lot. This was why she was an editor and not a writer. Maybe she should call up one of her authors and ask for the appropriate noun?

She shook her head at the insane notion. Yeah, like she was going to share any of this with anyone.

Sucking in a slow breath, she straightened her spine, squared her shoulders and yanked open the fridge. The chilly air from the open refrigerator slipped over her flushed, perspiration-slicked skin, turning her nipples to aching pebbles. She shook off the urge to touch them. Coffee was what she needed. Coffee would clear her head. Coffee, followed by eggs and toast and then more coffee and a shower. By the time that was done and she was dressed for work, she would be completely back in control of her body and mind.

Easy peasy—

Her doorbell rang.

Sonja frowned in the direction of her foyer. “Who the fuck?”

The doorbell chimed again.

She shot a look at the clock hanging on the wall above the kitchen sink. Who the hell would be ringing her doorbell at five-minutes past six in the morning?

The soft ding dong sounded again.

Letting out an exasperated sigh, Sonja swung the fridge door shut and ran to her bedroom, shouting, “I’m coming!” over her shoulder as she did so.

Her robe was nowhere to be found. Not surprising really, given how long overdue she was to attack the growing pile of laundry waiting for her. Scanning the room, she spied her old AC/DC Farewell Tour T-shirt crumpled on the chair under the window. She’d worn it to bed but had stripped it off and flung it aside after only a few minutes under the sheets, its soft restriction as she tossed and turned driving her mental.

Dragging it over her head, she yanked it down as low as it would go—just past her hoo-haa combed her fingers through the tangled mess of her hair and hurried to the front door. Just as whoever was on the other side knocked. Twice. “Okay, okay,” she muttered, unlocking the door and pulling it open, “keep your pants on.”

“Good advice, Sonny,” Levi deadpanned at her, his dark eyes raking over her bare legs. “Do you always answer the door like this?”

Sonja’s heart didn’t just jump into her throat. It rammed up there in an explosive beat and tried to pound its way from her body. She gaped at him. Then she caught herself gaping at him and scowled instead. “What the hell are you doing here? Are you stalking me?”

He laughed, a wry chuckle she’d never forgotten. It had been the kind of chuckle he gave anyone foolish enough to tell him he was good at something. The kind that said he didn’t think he was, but thank you for the thought. “No,” he said, the corners of his eyes crinkling. For the first time, Sonja noticed the wrinkles there. It made her realize he wasn’t an eighteen-year-old boy anymore. Nor was she sixteen.

Scowling some more, she leant her elbow on the side of the doorframe. And then realized the action—designed to look sarcastically indifferent—raised the hem of her T-shirt.

Dropping her arm, she pressed her thighs together. She wanted to tug at the hem of her shirt but didn’t. She was ninety-nine percent certain there was nothing peeking out down there. God, when was the last time she’d trimmed? “How’d you know where I lived?” she asked, mentally cringing at the blush heating her cheeks. Christ, why was she thinking about her pubic hair now? “And more to the point, what the hell are you doing here?”

A small smile pulled at Levi’s lips. Sonja pressed her thighs harder together, her heart fast. She remembered all too easily how wonderful those lips felt on hers. And thanks to her dreams, how exquisite they felt sealed around her nipples. And down on her—

“I called my agent,” Levi said. There was no apology in his voice, nor boast. Just a simple statement of fact. “Told him to get your address.”

Sonja gave him a mocking face. “Oh, of course, why didn’t I think of that?”

He gave her one back. The kind that said duh. But his smile curled a little wider, and the playful light she remembered just as well as the feel of his lips danced in his eyes. For a moment.

A heartbeat of silence stretched between them, all the more absurd, in Sonja’s opinion, by the fact she was half-naked and he was stupidly famous and on her doorstep to begin with.

Huffing out a sigh, she crossed her arms over her breasts. Someone had to make the first move, may as well be her. “Why did you tell your agent to get my address, Stan? Why are you here?”

Tension stole over him at her question. The small smile on his lips and in his eyes faded. He balled his hands into fists at his side. His gaze flicked around the air above her head. “I need to ask…there’s something I want…something I’m hoping you…”

Sonja cocked an eyebrow. Levi Levistan visibly flustered? This was a first. “Something your agent can’t procure for you?” She knew she wasn’t being easy on him. Why that was the case, she wasn’t sure. Maybe because he’d swooped back into her life from out the blue, kissing her when he had no right to do so. Making her have horny dreams about him and his boyfriend. Maybe because he was famous and had forgotten all about her.

A cool autumn wind swirled around her bare legs, making her nipples pinch into pointed tips. Narrowing her eyes, she wriggled her arms closer to her breasts. She didn’t want him seeing her hard nipples and thinking they were that way because of him.

But they are that way because of him. The breeze isn’t that cool, woman, and you know it.

“Maybe you need to pay him more?” she suggested. “Isn’t that what agents are meant to be for? I know the literary agents I have to deal with all seem hell bent on getting whatever their clients want, and none of my authors are as famous as you.”

“Your authors?”

“Oh, that’s right. We haven’t spoken for over two decades, have we?” She didn’t hide her mocking tone. “All we’ve done is sing together, snog in public and then had some weird threesome-argument thing in a crowded bar.”

She wanted to sound scathing. Instead, her voice cracked on the word threesome. Heat flooded her cheeks and she had to fight the urge to fidget. The second the word rolled off her tongue a memory of her dream involving her, Levi and his boyfriend doing…stuff…popped into her head.

Ignoring the unsettling image—yeah, right—she jutted out her chin. “So, a quick catch up, what do you say? I’m an editor for an erotic romance publisher here in Sydney. I read smut for a living. I don’t have a boyfriend at the moment, not even a gay one. My last steady relationship was eight months ago with my old personal trainer until I discovered he was actually married—should have known something was sus when the only place we went to eat was McDonald’s. I love karaoke, I discovered my first grey hair last week and my goldfish died the day after.” She cocked an eyebrow. “And you’re famous. And gay. And in a relationship. So mind telling me why you’re here now? Because frankly, Stan, I can’t for the life of me figure it out and my legs are starting to get cold.”

Levi regarded her in typical Levi fashion. Without a sound, revealing nothing.

She blew out a breath. She could stand here for the rest of the morning letting his presence torment her if she allowed herself. And torment her it was. Because for all her feisty mocking, a part of her brain, the part still completely affected by the arousing power of her dreams, wanted Levi to tell her he was on her doorstep because he wanted her.

Sexually. Emotionally. Physically. Wanted to continue what they’d started last night.

And that want was just asking for trouble. And heartache. Sonja would rather let her gropey boss feel her up again then let herself in for that kind of heartache. She may be a sexual deviant, if her dreams were anything to judge, but she wasn’t a masochist, not when it came to her heart. And Levi could wreak utter havoc on her heart if she let him. He already had a lifetime ago when teenage hormones had ruled their bodies and minds and he’d been her first everything.

She stared at him, frustrated and exasperated and something else she didn’t want to examine.

Hope? Foolish, stupid, deluded—

“I want you to sleep with me.”

Sonja’s stomach dropped at Levi’s declaration. Prickling heat razed her entire body. Her nipples puckered. Her pussy throbbed. She blinked. “Sorry?”

Surely she’d misheard him?

He took a step closer to her, his gaze holding her frozen to the spot. “I want you to sleep with me. And Corbin.”

Sonja burst out laughing. She stumbled back a step, holding her arms to her belly. “Oh boy, Stan. I see your sense of humour is still messed up.”

Levi crossed the threshold in one step and closed the door behind her. “I’m not joking, Sonny.”

The bubbling guffaws died in Sonja’s chest. She frowned, her brain refusing to comprehend the words coming out of Levi’s mouth. Holding up a hand, she backed another step away from him. “Wait, wait, wait.” She shook her head, staring up at him. “You’re serious?”

He leant his back—broader than it used to be at school, she noticed—against the door and nodded. Sonja didn’t know if it was the beard, the tousled waves of dark honey-blonde hair or his unreadable eyes, but for the first time since he’d appeared back in her life it really truly dawned on her they were grownups now. Adults existing in a world of adult rules. And adult Levi was most likely used to getting whatever he wanted.

She drew in a wobbly breath, her mouth dry. Unfortunately, the same state couldn’t be said for her sex. Already it was growing heavy and damp at the notion of doing stuff with Levi and his boyfriend.

Corbin. Corbin Smith. He’s a famous, successful Hollywood screenwriter. And gay. Openly and proudly gay. Think about that, woman.

Gnawing on her bottom lip, she folded her arms again and fixed Levi with an unwavering stare. “So you’re telling me you want me to have sex with you and your boyfriend.”

“Partner. And yes.”

“Your gay partner. I just need to make sure I’ve got all the facts straight here before we go on.”

Levi crossed his ankles and nodded. “My gay partner. Yes.”

Sonja’s pulse thumped hard in her ears. “You, Levi Levistan, want me to have sex with you and your gay partner? The man who came into Do Re Me last night and busted you kissing me. The one who seemed pretty bloody miffed about it. That gay partner?”

Levi nodded once again.

“And how does your gay partner feel about this? Can’t imagine he’s a fan.”

Something hungry glinted in Levi’s eyes. “Corbin was the one who suggested it.”

Sonja raised her eyebrows. “He what?”

“He suggested it. After we made—” A haunted expression twisted Levi’s face. “After we fucked. After I fucked him.”

For a split second, Sonja forgot how to breathe. Every cell in her brain deserted its normal function to process Levi’s ludicrous claim. A heavy weight strapped around Sonja’s chest. Her stomach clenched. Her throat tightened. Words failed her. No, not just words. Thoughts. There was no way in hell she had the ability to comprehend what Levi Levistan was telling her.

It was too…too unbelievable.

She opened her mouth. Closed it again.

Nope. Not a single word.

At the door, Levi watched her. Waited.

She remembered this side of him well. It was one of the sides that had driven her crazy when they’d been hot and heavy at school. The side that let nothing show. No hint of what was going on in his head. Or his heart.

Experiencing it again, she remembered all too easily how much it pissed her off.

Pricking anger crashed over her. Suffocating her shocked stupor. “So this is how famous rock stars do things, is it? You just open your mouth and expect whatever it is you say to happen? You just make a call, get an address and turn up at your old girlfriend’s home and suggest a threesome? This is you now, is it?”

Levi didn’t say anything. Just watched her.

She threw up her hands. “Of course it is. Money, fame, groupies. Why wouldn’t you expect it? And I didn’t exactly fight you off in the bar, did I? So yeah, I can see exactly how that equals, ‘hey, Sonny, I know it’s been a while, but wanna be in a threesome with me and Corbin?’” She stopped her rant. Folded her arms over her breasts and glared at him.

“You know,” he said, expression unreadable, “when you wave your hands around like that I can see your—”

“Fuck you, Levistan,” she snarled, spinning on her heel and storming away from him.

Her heart felt like a sledgehammer in her throat.

She stomped into her living room, fighting to calm the charged energy thrumming through her.

The nerve of the guy. Coming to her home and suggesting something so…so…

Enticing?

An image shot through her head from her last dream, the one responsible for all the pushups. Levi tracing his tongue up Corbin’s spine as Corbin’s tongue teased her right nipple.

Her feet tripped over themselves. She stumbled a step, careened off the arm of her couch and plonked down with a grunt on the armchair situated beside it.

“Damn you, Stan,” she muttered, scrubbing at her face with trembling hands. She knew he’d followed her into the living room. She could feel him. It was like he was a big, annoying magnet, an undeniable force that pulled on every fibre and molecule in her body.

She didn’t lift her head when warm, long-fingered hands smoothed over her shoulders. “I’m sorry, Sonny,” he murmured, his breath warm on the back of her head.

Letting out a huff—she was going hyper-ventilate soon with all the ragged, shaky, huffy breathing she’d been doing since he arrived—she shrugged off his touch. She didn’t want to. She’d always loved the feel of his warm palms on her body, even when she was too inexperienced to truly understand the significance of the response.

Hell, the first time they’d spoken in the schoolyard he’d helped her up after she’d walked straight into a pole while staring at him. He’d been sitting outside the music block, plucking out a rhythm on one of the school’s acoustic guitars, his focus on the strings, his shaggy blonde hair hanging around his face, and she’d walked past him—an enthralled fifteen-year-old with an all-encompassing crush—unable to look away. Until she’d hit the pole and landed on her arse.

He’d hurried over to her and smoothed his hands around her upper arms, worry in his eyes even as a friendly smile played with his lips.

From that moment onward, she’d been defenseless against his hands.

Did he remember that now?

“Seriously, Stan.” She finally raised her head and glared at him. “What you’re doing, what you’re asking me to do, it’s a bit fucked up.”

He sat perched on the edge of the coffee table in front of her, looking at her, so close his knees brushed hers. The faint caress of denim on Sonja’s bare skin sent a ripple of wanton sensations through her.

Levi, the perceptive bastard, didn’t miss her body’s reaction. A knowing light danced in his eyes and he leant forward, holding her gaze with his. “And yet, you’re turned on by the request.”

“I’m not going to sleep with you and your boyfriend, Levistan.”

“But you want to.”

Her belly clenched. Not just at the calm confidence of his statement, but at the truth in it. Heat bloomed in the junction of her thighs and she turned her head aside, not wanting him to see how flustered he’d made her. “It’s fucked up,” she muttered.

Warm hands stroked her knees, smoothed up her legs. He skimmed the tips of his fingers high over her inner thighs, so close to her pussy she hissed in a swift breath.

But she didn’t move. Couldn’t move. Not even when Levi’s fingertips trailed a soft, slow path over the lips of her sex.

A low whimper vibrated deep in her chest. She closed her eyes. Swallowed. She should close her legs.

Should. But couldn’t. Not when the feel of Levi’s fingers…there, felt so right.

“Do you remember when you didn’t wear underwear to school for a whole day?”

Sonja’s breath quickened at his murmured question.

“On the day I had to deliver a speech in Mrs. Campbell’s English class. You told me just before you left for your class—Modern History, it was. With Mr. Boulis. You whispered it in my ear as I was about to walk into English to tell Mrs. Campbell to stick the speech in her ear.”

The pad of his finger brushed the hood of Sonja’s clit. The deep timbre of his voice stroked her thinning control. “You knew I was going to fail English if I didn’t do the speech. It was my final assessment task and if I failed it my dad was going to beat the shit out of me. You knew that. You also knew telling me you weren’t wearing undies would distract me from my fear of public speaking.”

He rolled his fingers over the sensitive button of her flesh between her thighs.

“You helped me when I needed it the most, Sonny. I got a C plus, a passing grade. I don’t know if I ever thanked you for that.”

“I’m pretty certain you did,” she said, her voice a shaky breath, her eyes still closed. “I remember coming so hard in the backseat of your car down by the river after school.”

Levi didn’t laugh. Didn’t say a word.

Opening her eyes, Sonja turned her gaze back to him. Their stares clashed, melded, and for a moment Sonja glimpsed something like wretched sorrow in his eyes. There and gone in a blink. Hidden from her. “Is that what you want me to do now, Levi? Help you?”

He didn’t answer. Just returned his hands to the tops of her thighs.

She let out a sigh. “I bet you haven’t thought about me at all until you walked into Do Re Me, have you?”

His Adam’s apple jerked up and down the strong column of his throat. “What does it mean that I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since?”

The urge to lean forward and comb her fingernails through the dark-blond growth on his jaw damn near overwhelmed her. She’d had a thing for facial hair since she was a teenager. What were the odds Levi would wear a beard now?

Letting out another sigh, she shook her head. “I’m not going to sleep with you and your boyfriend, Levi. I don’t know what you’re looking for, but I’m not it.”

“Life.” The word left him in a low breath. “I’m looking for life. And Corbin was right. I felt more alive when I was with you, singing and laughing with you, holding you, kissing you, than I have in a long time.”

His confession sheared into Sonja’s tenuous resolve. All too easily, images of the three of them together assaulted her. She swallowed, staring hard at the rock star before her. What woman with a healthy libido didn’t fantasize about two men giving her sexual pleasure? Two mouths worshipping her body, two sets of hands, two tongues. Two—

“Do you love him?” she asked, killing the arousing thought.

A slow smile lit up Levi’s face, turning him from good looking to drop-dead-make-you-weep gorgeous. “More than I could ever express,” he whispered, his gaze unfocused.

Unable to stop herself, Sonja surrendered to the need to trail her fingers through the glossy hair on his jaw, cupping the side of his face in her hand. “Then go home to him and tell him that.”

He closed his eyes, his shoulders slumping.

“I’d just be a band-aid,” she said. “And eventually band-aids have to be ripped off.” With a little chuckle, she traced her thumb along the velvet-soft line of his bottom lip. “But hey, if you ever feel like karaoke again, just give me a call.”

With a nod, he turned his head and pressed his lips to the centre of her palm.

Sonja’s body reacted instantly to the intimate contact. A shiver raced up her spine. Her nipples pinched tight. She sucked in a swift breath, her belly a tight knot, her pussy warm with want. “Levi,” she moaned before she could stop herself.

Levi turned back to her, his gaze capturing hers. A second before he snared a handful of her hair and crushed her lips with his.

Raw and hungry lust erupted in Sonja’s core. Tight, hot and wet. Her heart smashed against her breastbone. Every other part of her body froze, lost to the sudden power of Levi’s kiss. To the invasion of his masterful tongue in her mouth and the fierce greed in his nips on her bottom lip.

And then it was over. With an animalistic growl, Levi tore his lips from hers and rose to his feet. He stared down at her, desire burning in his eyes. “Karaoke it is, Sonny,” he said, his voice strained. Hoarse. “I’ll pick you up at five tonight.”

And before she could respond, he left, striding through her home and closing the door behind him. Leaving her aching for more. Aching for release.

Aching for his touch.

The fucking bastard.


Chapter Six

Closing his laptop with a grunt, Corbin slumped low in his favourite armchair.

Three and a half weeks ago, The Dead Even 2’s director, Nigel McQueen, had requested rewrites on the screenplay’s third act, wanting to amp up the sexual tension between Chris Huntley’s rogue marine and his double-agent femme-fatale partner. McQueen had emailed Corbin, apologizing for the intrusion during Corbin’s mourning. Corbin had emailed back immediately, assuring Nigel it was no problem and he’d get to it straight away. The work on the script couldn’t have come at a better time. It was something to keep his mind from lingering on the pain of his crumbling relationship with Levi. The tension between them had increased to an unbearable point, a point where they had not only not spoken any more, they’d no longer slept in the same room.

Getting away from that had seemed like a good idea. The only sane idea.

But the second he’d flown to New York and tried to work on the screenplay, locked up in a hotel room overlooking Central Park West, as far from the pain of Levi’s emotional barrier as he could be, he’d realized he had to go home. Home, where Levi was. Back to Sydney, to the apartment built on a historic wharf jutting into the harbour, the place they’d made love every night.

He’d come home—he never should have left in the first place—needing Levi, needing to fix their relationship, followed him into Do Re Me and the rest was history.

Not the history Corbin had envisioned or planned, it was fair to say, but history all the same.

He’d watched Levi kiss Sonja. He’d grown harder than he’d ever been before and he’d made that suggestion.

When he’d woken that morning—the morning after falling asleep in Levi’s arms with an ache in his soul rivaling the sated pleasure in his body—Levi was gone, leaving a fresh pod in the Nespresso machine and a note resting against Corbin’s favourite coffee mug.

Gone to speak to Sonja.

L.

Corbin had read those five words five times, a strange mix of apprehension, confusion and excitement spearing down his spine like a hot wire.

After the fifth reading, he’d showered, relieved the morning wood in his cock and opened his laptop, determined to do what he’d planned to do six days ago—distract his mind.

But still the words didn’t come.

After three hours of staring at his screen, scrolling up and down through pages of direction cues, character dialogue and setting info, he’d written nothing.

Added nothing.

Amped up nothing.

Because all his mind could focus on was Levi and how alive he’d been with Sonja.

Corbin knew it should tear out his heart, but it didn’t. It gave him…hope.

Leaning forward, he slid his laptop onto the coffee table and then raked his hands through his hair.

“Fuck it,” he ground out, digging his cell phone from his back pocket. With a quick jab on the screen, he dialed his brother.

“Baby brother!” Martin Smith crowed into Corbin’s ear the second the call connected, the thousands of miles between Sydney and Connecticut disappearing straight away. “Where the hell are you? Still in New York? Or back in Australia?”

“Back in Australia,” Corbin answered with a small smile.

“Good.” Corbin could hear the nod in Martin’s approval. “Did you work it all out with Levi?”

The heavy lump in Corbin’s throat, the one that had been there since he’d made the suggestion to Levi about Sonja, turned hot. “Honestly, Marty, I don’t know.”

“What’s that mean?”

Corbin pinched the bridge of his nose and closed his eyes. Oh man, what did he say?

Martin had been the first to know what Corbin was. The first to hear the truth from Corbin himself. Back in high school, when Martin had been a senior and Corbin a freshman, Martin had witnessed the school quarterback pantsing Corbin in the hallway and calling him a fag. Martin—a grease monkey who rarely interacted with the jocks—had cornered the quarterback in the student parking area after school and begun turning the douchebag’s nose to mush with his fist, demanding he apologise for calling Corbin a fag with each crunching punch. The only way Corbin had been able to get his brother to stop was to confess to his homosexuality right there and then, with a crowd of frenzied, scared and excited teenagers looking on. Martin had studied Corbin with a contemplative gaze for a moment and then nodded. “In that case, this fuckwit needs to be taught not to be a bigot.” And he’d KO’d the quarterback with a single, powerful punch before walking over to Corbin and hugging him for everyone to see.

Corbin would love his brother forever for that one moment, that one moment where Martin had made it obvious not only to the school, but to Corbin himself that he didn’t give a flying fuck that Corbin was gay, he’d always be his brother. He’d always be there for him.

In the twenty-three years since that afternoon, Martin—three years older, a mechanic with a fondness for old muscle cars and as straight as they came—never judged Corbin for his lifestyle. For Martin, and the rest of the Smith family for that matter, three older brothers and one younger sister, Corbin was who he was and that was that. It meant fuck all to them Corbin was gay. He was still their brother, their son, still loved beyond measure.

But how would Martin react to what Corbin was about to say?

“You gonna tell me, baby brother?”

Corbin flattened his palm to his forehead, dug his fingertips into his scalp and let out a slow sigh. “I watched Levi kiss a woman, Marty.”

“He’s dead,” Martin declared. “I’ll rip his balls off and shove them down his cheating—”

“And it turned me on,” Corbin cut over his brother’s snarl. “A lot.”

Silence greeted the confession. Stretched between the connection for a few moment.

“Okay.” Once again, Corbin heard the single nod of the head in his brother’s voice. “What happened next?”

Corbin let out a why chuckle, still shocked himself. “Levi and I went home, fucked like rabbits and then I asked him to invite her into our bed.”

Silence returned. Longer this time. Long enough for Corbin to count his rapid heartbeats.

“I gotta say,” Martin finally said, “I wasn’t expecting that.”

Corbin snorted, dropping his hand from his head and staring up at the ceiling. “Me either.”

“And you suggested this because…”

“Because Levi is wounded, and I think this woman, Sonja, can help heal him. Heal us both.”

“Heal?” The question in Martin’s voice made the lump in Corbin’s throat thicker. “Correct me if I’m wrong, baby brother, but you’ve never been with a woman before, have you?”

“No.”

“Never been turned on by one?”

“No. Well, not if you don’t include Mrs. Pegg back in grade school.”

“Never had a wet dream about one? Fantasied about one? Not even Mrs. Pegg?”

“No.”

“And yet watching Levi kiss one turned you on?”

“Yes.”

“And made you want to have sex with her? I’m assuming you’re planning on doing the deed with her as well? Or is she just going to be doing things with Levi while you watch?”

Corbin’s gut clenched. He pictured Sonja as he’d seen her at the karaoke bar, her toned legs covered in snug black denim, her breasts full and lush and so very noticeable in the black corset she wore. Pictured her walking toward Levi, straddling Levi’s lap, rolling her sex over Levi’s erection. Pictured himself in Levi’s place, his hands palming her breasts…

A tight spasm claimed his cock and he drew in a ragged breath, his pulse rapid. “No.” He shook his head. “I’m not just going to watch.”

“Okay then.” Martin cleared his throat. “Can I ask a question?”

Corbin smiled. “I wouldn’t have called you if I didn’t want you to.”

“Ha. But point taken. Tell me what happens after the threesome. What happens after you’ve both had sex with the same woman? What happens if neither of you are healed?”

Corbin closed his eyes. His breath caught in his throat, imprisoned by the invisible band of pressure wrapping around his chest.

“Had you thought of that?”

Corbin swallowed. “No.”

“Really?”

Opening his eyes, Corbin stared at nothing. Saw Levi laughing with Sonja. Saw him smiling at her. Singing with her. Kissing her. “He just looked so alive with her. I wanted to give him that again.”

“Is that what you want though, Corbin?” Concern hung heavy in Martin’s voice. “For your partner to need someone else, a woman, to bring him to life?”

Corbin couldn’t answer him.

“I know you both went through hell just recently, baby brother,” Martin went on, concern replaced with sympathy. “I know the death of your baby and the woman that was going to give birth to her messed you both up. Neither of you would be human if it didn’t. I’ve also known Levi long enough to know he wouldn’t have let you see much of his grief, but he’s not an emotionless robot. You know that much better than I do. You wouldn’t have fallen in love with someone who was. I’ve seen you two together, and I can honestly say I’ve never seen two people more in love.”

He stopped. Corbin didn’t need to be standing next to Martin in the old Smith home in Connecticut, the one Martin now called his own since their parents had decided to fulfill the cliché and retire to Florida, to know his brother was kicking the skirting board in a soft repetitive rhythm, head down, stare fixed on the toe of his boot. “What I’m trying to say, Cor…” the words were husky, as if speaking was difficult, “…is I think what you and Levi have is incredible and special and you need to do whatever you have to do to help each other find it again. And if that means…well, you know…then do it.”

Corbin closed his eyes. A calm peace flowed through him even as his heart thumped harder. “Thanks, Marty,” he murmured.

“But brother?”

“Yeah?”

“If Levi decides this woman is who he wants to be with and breaks your heart, I will rip his balls off and shove them down his throat. Famous musician or no, no one hurts my family. Understand?”

Corbin chuckled. “Understood.”

Marty laughed on the other side of the world. “Good. Now go be a pervert. Tell Levi I said hi, okay?”

“I will.” Smiling, he lowered the phone from his ear and ended the connection with a jab of his thumb.

“Will what?”

He jumped at the deep voice behind him. Pulsing pounding, he twisted in his armchair, shooting a look over his shoulder to find Levi walking into the room. “Say hi from Marty.”

The corners of Levi’s mouth twitched. The sight sent a wave of happiness through Corbin. Martin and Levi had always got along. The pair had partaken in various pranks and jokes at Smith family events, most ending somehow with Martin only in his underwear and Levi laughing so hard tears spilled from his eyes. “Tell him g’day from me when you’re talking to him next.”

Corbin watched Levi cross to the sofa, the snug jeans he wore emphasizing the corded strength of his legs and the size of his crotch. It had been an ongoing joke between them since the day they’d met at the Dead Even wrap party five years ago, that Levi’s bulge was enhanced by a balled-up sock. Corbin had broken the ice with the wisecrack, already half in lust with the quiet, secretive rock star now writing film scores and soundtracks so incredible one could forget to breathe while listening to them. He’d approached Levi at the poolside, popped a canapé in his mouth to hide his nerves, extended his hand in the universal invitation to shake and then said the first thing that formed into his head. “So is it true rock stars use socks to fill out their pants?”

He’d frozen, stricken with stunned embarrassment. And then Levi had laughed, taken his hand and given it a warm shake. “Only when they’re touring in Iceland. And Russia. Have you been there? It’s bloody freezing.”

Five years later, the thought of that night, that joke, that meet cute as those in his line of work called it, still had the power to make Corbin’s soul sing. They were meant to be together. Levi had come out for him. He’d moved to Australia for Levi.

They were forever.

And now he was asking them to change everything.

So they could be forever again.

“What else did Martin say?”

Corbin studied Levi where he sat deep in the sofa’s cushioned luxury. There was no mistaking the bulge of his groin when he was sitting down. Nor was Corbin able to miss the flat planes of his six-pack beneath the black polo shirt he wore. Or the tension in his exquisitely sculpted body.

Or the way Levi watched him back, his gaze unreadable.

Licking his bottom lip with a quick swipe of his tongue, Corbin rested his ankle on top of his knee. Calm. Relaxed. That’s what he needed to look. Calm and relaxed. So he didn’t spook his lover and send him running.

He said he would rip your balls off and shove them down your throat if you picked Sonja over me.

“Not much,” he said, fighting the urge to fidget.

Levi regarded him. Silent.

Corbin licked his lips again. “Are you going to tell me what Sonja said?”

One side of Levi’s lips curled. “You going to tell me what Marty said?”

Releasing a strangled laugh, Corbin scrubbed the centre of his forehead with his fingertips. “He told me he’ll do you bodily harm if you leave me for Sonja.”

Levi chuckled. “That’s more like the Marty I know.”

Corbin swallowed. Didn’t say anything else. Waited.

With a soft sigh, Levi snared up the old acoustic guitar always leaning against the sofa’s arm and plucked out a tune. Corbin had heard it before. It was, if all went to plan, the closing credit track for Dead Even 2. Samuel Gibson, the lead guitarist of Nick Blackthorne’s old band had written it three months ago. Levi had played what had been written of the piece of music to Corbin via a FaceTime chat one night while he’d been in San Francisco and Corbin had been in LA. It was good. Haunting.

Powerful.

A few days after that, Isabella had died and Corbin hadn’t heard Levi play it again. Or any other music for that matter.

And now here he was after returning from who knows how long with Sonja, his fingers moving over the strings, music filling the silence.

Corbin drew a slow breath. He should be unsettled by the fact but wasn’t. As always, watching his lover play the guitar turned him on. If they weren’t in such a fucked-up holding pattern, he’d do what he normally did when Levi played—slowly strip off his clothes and work his cock with his hand until Levi finished, offering himself to his lover to be taken however Levi wanted him.

Did he dare do that now? Was that why Levi played the guitar? Or was it because he’d been to see Sonja?

The notes, plucked from the strings with gentle mastery, caressed his senses. If Corbin could do anything in the world, anything, it would be write music.

Bullshit. If you could do anything in the world it would be to make Levi make love to you right this very second.

“We’ll be seeing Sonja tonight.”

Corbin drew in a swift breath at Levi’s low declaration. He swallowed. Licked his lips. “Okay.”

Haunted eyes found his. Torment pulled at Levi’s face. “That’s still what you want?”

Hot fingers of something close to anticipation stroked down Corbin’s spine. Over his crotch, his balls. “I think it’s what we need.”

Levi returned his attention to his fingers moving over the guitar strings.

Corbin remained silent. On edge. Straining for him. Hating himself for the suggestion he’d made, even as he craved it. Fuck, he really was a pervert. Just like Marty said. If Levi left him for Sonja, he deserved it.

No, you don’t. And he won’t. He won’t.

“Levi,” he said, his lover’s name nothing more than a whispered breath as he lowered his foot to the ground and leant forward.

“I’ve got to call Strings.” Levi straightened to his feet, his gaze flicking around the room. “About the…”

Whatever he had to call Samuel about, he didn’t vocalize. Instead, with a molten look at Corbin that made Corbin’s balls throb, he returned the guitar to its place beside the sofa and strode from the living room, heading toward the other side of the apartment where his music studio was located. Where the spare room they’d turned into Isabella’s nursery was as well.

The sound of a door closing punctured the oppressive silence.

Corbin sat motionless, staring at the empty sofa. His blood roared in his ears.

What did he do now? For a brief moment, they’d almost connected again. Levi had smiled at the mention of Martin and his over-protective bluff, had played the guitar while Corbin listened.

For a moment, one wonderful moment, everything that had happened, everything that was happening and may happen, faded to the background.

Only to be lost again behind Levi’s walls.

Corbin scrunched up his face, pinched the bridge of his nose and dragged his hands through his hair. If he was writing this scene, if this was a screenplay, he’d have the character—the emotionally wrought hero—say something witty. Something to break the tension for the audience.

But this wasn’t a screenplay, and Corbin couldn’t, no matter how much he tried, find a single droll thing to mutter.

“Damn it, man,” he ground out, scoring his blunt nails across his scalp. “Do something.”

He looked at the guitar. He thought of Levi’s long-fingered hand sliding up and down its neck. Thought of the troubled light in Levi’s eyes. Thought of the tension in his body.

Rising to his feet, Corbin removed his shirt. Toed off his boots. Unzipped his fly and lowered his jeans to the floor.

He stood naked save for his socks. Christ, he hoped Levi would get the joke. Hoped it would make him laugh.

Walking from the living room, he made his way to the far side of the apartment.

The door to Isabella’s room was closed, as was Levi’s studio. Corbin stood and studied both, his heart fast in his throat. If Levi was in their daughter’s nursery, this…approach…was going to destroy them completely.

He crossed the short distance to the studio door and knocked. Twice.

A lifetime later, or maybe only a few seconds, Corbin wasn’t sure, the door opened.

Levi’s gaze raked down Corbin’s naked body, a slow, lingering caress that made Corbin’s cock spasm with urgent anticipation. He didn’t move. Didn’t say anything. He waited for his lover to take control.

Nostrils flaring, Levi slid his gaze past Corbin’s stiffening dick down to Corbin’s feet.

Corbin held his breath.

The sides of Levi’s mouth twitched. A little.

But it was enough. Corbin’s heart sang. Even if Levi didn’t take him in his arms and find heat in Corbin’s body, Corbin had helped him find his smile, no matter how small it was.

“Nice socks,” Levi murmured.

“I heard rock stars have a thing for them.”

Levi returned his gaze to Corbin’s face, raw need a dark fire in his eyes.

Corbin swallowed, every molecule in his body straining for Levi’s touch, a touch that didn’t seem to be coming. “Do you want me to go?”

Without answering, Levi turned and walked back into his studio.

Numb rejection crashed over Corbin. He let out a ragged breath and froze when Levi opened the cupboard next to the grand piano and withdrew a set of suede-lined black leather cuffs from the top shelf. “No,” Levi said, half-turning toward Corbin, his attention fixed on the wide restraints in his hand. Restraints he had fixed around Corbin’s wrists more than once in their time together. He lifted his stare to Corbin’s face. “I don’t.”

Corbin’s pulse slammed fast in his neck. His mouth grew dry. His balls rose up. His cock throbbed. Fuck, did his cock throb.

Nodding, he entered the room.

On silent, sock-covered feet.


Chapter Seven

“To be honest—” Sonja cast the sign above the entry door to the rowdy bar a curious look, “—I thought it was going to be a private session.”

Levi ran a slow gaze over her profile, a silent chuckle vibrating in his throat at her reaction to their destination. “Sonny, if you wanted a private session you shouldn’t have suggested karaoke.”

Sonja threw him a sideways glance full of contempt. “You’re not doing yourself any favours, Stan.”

He shrugged, placed his palm on the small of her back and guided her into the bar. Mizuku was, according to Google, Sydney’s best karaoke bar. Established only a few years ago, it was the perfect blend of Japanese kitsch, technology and high-end dining. Expensive to eat at, its clientele were rich, discerning and discreet. In other words, exactly what Levi wanted for their first date.

When Sonja and Corbin came face-to-face in a proper introduction, Levi didn’t want a horde of onlookers gawking the whole time.

Guiding her through the crowded bar, he noted more than one local celebrity. A news anchor and a shamed former model once known as the “face of Australia” sat huddled together in a shadowy-lit booth, their fingers laced, their stares locked. Levi wondered if he should remind both of them they were currently in relationships—the news anchor was married to a senior politician and the model-cum-gossip target was engaged to the lead singer of an ARIA-winning rock band.

“Is that—”

Hurrying up his pace, he moved Sonja along before she could name names. Truly, it wasn’t his place to be the morals police. After all, he was here with a woman he was eighty-percent certain he wanted to fuck. The fact his partner had instigated the date didn’t seem to dull the edge on his guilt. Nor his desire.

Damn, he wished Corbin were here.

The ache for his partner—strong and undeniable—pulled at his gut. They’d spent the afternoon in his studio, rarely speaking. He’d dominated Corbin in every sexual way, binding him bent over the piano stool, fucking his arse and sucking on his balls until Corbin broke the rules and begged Levi to let him come.

Which Levi finally did—close to thirty minutes later. After he’d punished him for his pleading, firstly with a suede flogger and secondly with a glass dildo.

Only then did Levi bury himself deep in Corbin’s arse and lose himself in their simultaneous orgasms.

The sex was powerful and raw and carnal. And still, Levi felt…disconnected. And Corbin could tell. No matter how hard Levi tried to hide it from his lover, Corbin could tell. The pain in his eyes when he looked at Levi as they wordlessly showered together, cleaning each other’s bodies with hands too steady not to be controlled, told Levi his lover knew.

Which tore at Levi’s heart.

When the time had come to collect Sonja, Corbin had suggested he meet Levi and her there. “Better we ease her into this, don’t you think? Otherwise she’s going to feel like a rabbit trapped in the headlights of an approaching semi.”

Levi had agreed, taking the seventy-four minutes needed to get from their apartment to Sonja’s home in Sydney’s western suburbs to figure out what the fuck was wrong with him.

The answer had still eluded him when he’d pulled to a halt outside Sonja’s neat, gum-tree surrounded Victorian-era house in the ’burb.

He’d deliberately kept the conversation neutral during the trip to Mizuku, Corbin’s description of Sonja as a petrified rabbit playing on his mind. And yet, by the time they’d arrived at The Rocks, the trendy, historical suburb right on the water’s edge where Mizuku was located, the tension in his body had begun to ease.

What did that mean? That the sex he shared with Corbin was so amazing it stole his ability to think and breathe, but finding joy seemed to be an impossible task unless his old high school girlfriend was with him?

Had he always been this fucked up? Or was he just stuck in some fucked-up time warp where his subconscious had decided his past was safer than his present? Because if that was the case, his subconscious was more deluded than he was, given how horrific his childhood and past—

“Perfect timing,” Corbin’s deep voice with its sinfully sexy American accent yanked Levi from his bleak reverie. “I’ve just ordered fries.”

Levi blinked, drawing his attention to his lover now moving with that awkward sideways shuffle everyone employed when trying to exit a booth while semi-standing up. That Corbin—normally super smooth and graceful in all physical motion—was so awkward filled Levi with a deep lick of warmth. The only reason for such comical inelegance was to put Sonja at ease.

Levi shot her a quick glance. It seemed to be working. Her lips were dancing, mirth lighting up her eyes.

Christ, he’d forgotten just how beautiful she was under all that rough-diamond façade. Her eyes were the most exquisite blue. She had such expressive eyes. He’d always known what she was thinking, how she was feeling back at school.

While she’d complained she never knew what was in his mind.

Just like Corbin.

“I’ll never get use to calling them chips, I’m afraid.”

At the sound of Corbin’s chuckled statement, Levi swung his gaze to his partner, his heart tripping a beat at Corbin’s warm smile. Hell, when was the last time he’d truly seen his lover smile?

At Levi’s side, Sonja laughed. “You can call them fries all you like, as long as I’m allowed to make fun of you.”

Corbin grinned at her. “Deal.”

If they were nervous, neither showed it. They both looked relaxed, at ease. Of course, Sonja was the girl who’d spent a whole day at school without wearing underwear beneath her short school skirt and Corbin was the guy who’d accepted an Oscar for Best Original Screenplay in front of a tuxedo-donned crowd while wearing a pair of old denim jeans and Shaun of the Dead T-Shirt.

Shuffling back into the booth, just as comically clumsy as before, Corbin pulled a face and then dropped onto the seat and looked up at him.

To Levi’s right, Sonja studied him. He could feel her gaze on the side of his face.

A finger of terror stroked up his back. Where did he sit?

Sonja’s laugh caressed his indecision. “Yeah, you’re really ready for a threesome, Stan. You can’t even figure out which side of the table to sit at.”

Narrowing his eyes at her, he lowered himself onto the bench seat on which Corbin sat and slid closer to him.

Sonja chuckled, dropping onto the opposite bench and positioning herself right in the middle of the seat. “Thatta boy.”

Levi glared at her. Corbin chortled.

Almost drowned by the music throbbing from the speakers scattered everywhere in the bar, Levi heard his name as well as Corbin’s uttered on faint whispers more than once.

So much for the clientele of Mizuku being blasé to celebrities.

He pulled a slow breath in an effort to steady his heart.

Sonja kicked him under the table. “Okay, Stan, you’ve got me here. Maybe you should actually do the introduction.”

On Levi’s right, Corbin chuckled.

Levi leveled a steady look at her. “Sonja Stone, this is Corbin Smith. Corbin, Sonja.”

Sonja cocked a mocking eyebrow at him before turning a friendly smirk to Corbin. “Corbin. Can I just say, I love the screenplay for Occasional.”

“Screenplay? Don’t you mean movie?”

“No, screenplay. I have this weird thing where I read a movie rather than watch it. I think it has something to do with the movie The Last Samurai. A guy I knew sent me the screenplay for the movie for some reason. I read it and was blown away. Then I watched the film. And umm, well, sufficed to say, what I saw in my head based on the screenplay was much better than what I saw on the screen. Plus Nathan Algren in my head wasn’t Tom Cruise.”

Corbin chuckled. “He wasn’t my Nathan Algren either.” He shot Levi a grin. “I like her already.”

Levi smiled, his gut clenching. “I figured you might.”

A curious light flickered in Corbin’s eyes. A faint frown pulled at his forehead. And then he turned back to Sonja, fixing his attention on her. “So tell me what you do for a living, Sonja.”

She grinned. “I read smut and correct spelling.”

Corbin’s eyebrows rose. “Err…”

“I’m a senior editor at an erotic romance publisher.”

“Ahhh. I see. Which may also explain the screenplay-reading thing, yes? You’re skilled already at creating pictures in your head based on words?”

Sonja laughed, a relaxed snort Levi remembered well. “That’s one way of putting it.” Slouching back in her seat, she studied Corbin with open curiousity. “You know, you’re the first person I’ve met who doesn’t get all flustered and prudishly embarrassed when I tell them what my job is.”

Corbin shrugged. “You’ve read the screenplay for Occasional. I’m not adverse to writing detailed sex. Mind you, that scene didn’t make it onto the screen for some reason.”

“That scene made me as horny as all hell,” Sonja declared.

“Why, thank you.” Corbin nodded his head with a smirk, even as he shifted on the seat. His thigh brushed Levi’s and a searing current of want stabbed deep into Levi’s groin.

God, it would be so easy to flatten Corbin to the bench and make love to his gorgeous mouth with his tongue right now.

The desirous thought—raw and powerful—stole Levi’s breath. He stiffened on the seat. Ground his teeth together.

Beside him, Corbin moved his leg away. Because he’d felt Levi’s discomfort and misread it?

With a low growl at the absence of Corbin’s heat on his thigh, Levi reached below the table, dug his fingers into Corbin’s leg—high, right next to the bulge of his scrotum—and pulled it back.

His lover’s shaky exhalation told Levi he was just as unsettled as Levi was. Would he be as hard as well? Because holy fuck, Levi’s cock was a steel pole right now. Hard, engorged and trapped at a painful angle within the snug denim crotch of his jeans.

He swallowed, closed his eyes and opened them again, forcing himself to focus on Sonja. Who watched him with contemplative interest.

“You’re more than welcome, Corbin,” she said. “Thank you for writing it. There’s nothing I like more than a well-written f—”

“Here’s your appetizer.” A large bowl of steaming chips smothered in melted cheese appeared on the table, the waitress delivering them running an evocative inspection over Levi before smiling at Corbin. “Sake is on the way.”

She gave Levi another smoldering look—the kind that said, “I will let you do whatever you want to me”—and then walked away.

“And there it is.” Sonja reached forward, plucked a chip from the bowl and raised it high to stretch out the tendril of yellow cheese clinging to its tip. “The invisibility cloak that comes with sharing space with celebrities.” She flicked Levi a knowing grin. “The same thing used to happen when we dated, if I remember correctly. I’d follow you to a gig, you’d play, we’d be hanging out after and the girls would come throw themselves at you as if I weren’t there.”

“You’ve experienced that as well?” Corbin snagged a chip from the pile, giving Levi a sideways smirk. “I’ve lost count how many times I’ve had to point out I’m with Levi when we’re out and about. Especially at post-award ceremony parties. There’s something about those parties that makes women—and a lot of guys, to be honest—forget social etiquette dictates they wait until the boyfriend is out of ear shot before offering their bodies as objects of sexual slavery.”

The pit of Levi’s gut clenched. His balls tightened. He slid his stare to his lover, letting his lips pull into a slow smile as he smoothed his palm up Corbin’s thigh and cupped the rigid bulge in his trousers. “You know a good sexual slave is hard to find, right?”

A hitching groan fell from Corbin’s throat. His stare locked on Levi’s.

For a straining moment, silence enveloped them.

And then their waitress returned with a large black jug of sake and three white china cups, shattering the tension.

Levi jerked his hand from Corbin’s groin, his blood roaring in his ears. Loud enough to damn near drown out the atrocious singing coming from the karaoke stage a few feet away. God, someone was really murdering Bon Jovi.

“Here’s to living on a prayer,” Corbin murmured, raising the small sake-filled cup closest to him in mocking toast. “Well-written fucking and sexual slavery.”

He placed the china cup to his lips and threw back his head, downing the wine in one mouthful.

“Best toast ever,” Sonja chuckled, lifting her own cup to her lips.

Her gaze met Levi’s across the table, held it for a heartbeat and then she too swallowed the sake in a single gulp.

The tight need thrumming through Levi’s body intensified. He drew a slow breath, reached for the last cup and held it aloft. “To being alive.”

Without looking for either Sonja’s or Corbin’s reaction, he closed his eyes and drained his cup.

The sake slid down his throat like liquid fire and warmed his belly. His cock pulsed, a primitive urgency stirring its hardened length.

When he finally opened his eyes, he found both Corbin and Sonja watching him. Slamming his empty cup down on the table with dramatic force, he grinned as they both jumped. “Let’s see if we can do better.”

Puzzled confusion flickered over Sonja’s face.

Levi shucked himself from the booth and strode to the stage, finding the karaoke MC perched behind a state-of-the-art laptop. “I’d like to cue up a request please?”

The MC squinted at him. “Do I know you?”

Levi flashed him a smile. “Maybe.”

The guy squinted some more, chewed on his bottom lip and then shrugged. “Sure. Can’t be any worse than our current songbird.” He threw a look of sheer exasperation at the stage beside him.

Levi followed his glance to the woman wailing through Bon Jovi’s “Livin’ on a Prayer”. There was something familiar about her.

“Who is she?” he asked, raising his voice over a particularly woeful high C.

“Some journalist for one of those travel shows on the telly,” the MC said, adjusting his butt on his stool. “Apparently they’re thinking of doing a feature on the bar and she’s trying it out beforehand.”

Levi chuckled. “Excellent. Let’s give her something to get excited about.”

The MC fixed him with another narrow-eyed inspection. “I do know you. You used to be in a band. Umm…umm…” He clicked his fingers a few times, rolling his gaze skyward before jabbing his index finger in the same direction. “Levi Levistan. Bass player for Nick Blackthorne, right? I saw you guys perform here in Sydney six years ago when Blackthorne announced his retirement.”

“That’s me.”

“What are you doing in a karaoke joint? Don’t you write music for movies now?”

“I’m on a date.” Before the MC could say another word, Levi tapped his finger on the song list displayed on the iPad beside the laptop. “This one, please.”

By the time he’d made it back to the booth, he’d heard his name twenty times. For the first time ever, it didn’t bother him.

Sliding back onto the seat, he took Corbin’s hand and raised it to his mouth, pressing his lips to the centre of his lover’s palm.

“And this is because?” Corbin asked, a rough breath in his voice.

For an answer, Levi leant forward and brushed his lips over Corbin’s.

“Oh fuck.” Sonja’s wobbly groan caressed Levi’s ears. The undeniable desire in her voice sent fresh hot blood to his cock.

Lowering Corbin’s hand from his lips, he placed it squarely on his erection and smiled at her. “I’ve picked the song. Perfect for a duet.”

Sonja’s breasts rose and fell. “For you and Corbin?”

Corbin’s chuckle was as ragged as Sonja’s breathing. “I don’t do karaoke. Trust me, I’d clear the bar if I tried.”

Sonja studied Levi. She licked her lips. He couldn’t help but notice her nipples were puckered points beneath the tight AC/DC tank top she wore. He couldn’t miss how full and round and perfect her breasts were.

“You and me, Sonny,” he said, closing Corbin’s fingers over his cock. “Up there on stage together. Singing.”

“Fuck, Levi,” Corbin groaned beside him. “You’re so goddamn—”

“Up next,” the MC’s amplified voice sounded through the bar, and it was only then Levi realized the reporter from the travel show had finished, “we’ve got a special treat. Someone who knows how to do this singing gig right with a classic hit from the movie Grease.”

A haphazard applause bounced around the bar, followed by a flickering on the super-sized screen on the stage.

Summer Nights flashed on the screen in neon-green letters.

The applause intensified. Sonja raised her eyebrows at Levi. “Really?”

He dropped a wink at her. “Really.”

She rolled her eyes. “You have a twisted sense of humour.”

Throwing Corbin a grin, he shuffled sideways on the seat and out of the booth. “C’mon. Get your arse up on stage with me.”

Corbin chuckled. “This I can’t wait to see.”

Sonja snorted. “‘Summer Nights’ is hardly rock and roll, Stan.”

He shook his head, his body tingling. “No, it isn’t. No, it isn’t.” He grabbed her hand and pulled her from the booth. “Let’s go.”

He dragged her up to the stage, unable to keep his smile under control. She complained the whole way, a lump of resistant deliciousness. “‘Highway to Hell’,” she grumbled. “‘Sex on Fire’. ‘Born in the USA’. ‘Working Class Man’.” She continued to rattle off an impressive list of rock anthems as he pulled her to the stage.

Stopping at base of the stairs, he turned, hooked his fingertips between her belly and miniskirt waistband and yanked her to his body. “Shut up, Sonny. There’s a song to be sung.”

He kissed her before she could react, a quick crushing of her lips with his and then pivoted on his heel and jogged up the three stairs to the stage.

Scooping up the mics waiting on a stool beside the screen, he turned to the audience, most of whom—he noticed—weren’t remotely interested in who was about to start singing and nodded at the MC.

The opening note of ‘Summer Nights’ emanated from the bar’s speakers just as Sonja stepped onto the stage. He tossed her mic to her, grinned, raised his mic to his mouth and sang the first line. “Summer lovin’…”

Sonja glared at him, bringing the microphone in her hand up to her lips. She sang the next line, even as a twinkle began to dance in her eyes.

He wriggled his hips at her, continuing to sing the song.

Five minutes into the song, Mizuku’s customers were cheering, clapping and singing along with them, flash after flash from cameras and smartphones capturing Levi and Sonja’s performance.

Levi had never felt so charged, so happy and relaxed. Sonja played the part of Sandy with happy glee, the innocent lines of her part of the duet delightfully wicked given the short length of her micro-mini skirt, the thigh-high height of her black suede boots and the snugness of her AC/DC tank top. She flirted with him with every note she sang, her blue eyes devilish, her joy at singing evident in the way she moved to the music, the way she caressed his chest with her fingertips.

By the time the song reached its crescendo, by the time Levi squeezed his eyes tight and threw back his head, her fingers were threaded through his and his heart was thumping fast in his chest.

“Those summer…” he sang.

“Nights,” Sonja sang with him, her voice in perfect harmony with his.

The crowd erupted in wild applause, some singing the final coda of the song along with the backing track, some stamping their feet.

With a grin, Levi bowed deep at the waist. Sonja laughed beside him, and he hauled her into a rough embrace, flung her back in a dramatic dip and kissed her.

Ecstatic cheering filled the room.

He straightened with just as much flair, laughing into Sonja’s grinning mouth. “Thank you, ladies and gentlemen,” he called, dragging her off the stage. “Thank you.”

It took them much longer to return to their booth than it had to journey from it. They were stopped often, some of the other Mizuku diners asking for autographs and photos, others complimenting them on their singing, some asking Levi if the rumours were true that Nick Blackthorne was out of retirement and getting the band back together.

For the first time in his life as a rock star, Levi didn’t find the attention daunting or unnerving. He was sure it had something to do with Sonja.

Somehow she knew when he was getting antsy, when he wanted to move on. Somehow she knew how to end the social interaction with gentle but speedy ease. More than once, she stopped unwanted physical contact by putting herself between Levi and the excited person trying to hug, touch or maul him. More than once, she steered the questions away from Levi, mentioning Corbin with such subtle brilliance the person didn’t seem to notice the topic was longer Levi but movies.

When the reporter for the travel show planted herself in their path and asked for an exclusive, Sonja answered with a quick, “The chips and sake are fantastic,” as Levi stood behind her.

When the reporter ran a curious gaze over Sonja and asked who she was, Sonja laughed. “Oh, someone very important, I assure you.”

It was typical Sonja Stone—mirth-laced sarcasm.

If it weren’t for the fact at that very moment Levi caught a glance of Corbin at their booth, he would have introduced her. He wanted to world to know about her. But at the sight of Corbin shaking his head at a guy thrusting what looked like an iPhone at his face, all Levi wanted to do was get to his lover. Protect him.

Increasing his grip on Sonja’s hand, he gave the reporter a level gaze. “She’s the best editor of smut there is,” he said with a wink before continuing to their booth with Sonja in tow.

“The best editor of smut?” Sonja echoed, incredulous laughter in her voice.

He grinned at her. “True, isn’t it?”

Before she could answer, they arrived at their booth. He fixed the guy with the iPhone a pointed look, noticing on the screen a large graphic of an old-fashion microphone with an active recording bar at its base. “Personal time, mate. Do you mind taking off?”

The guy swung the phone toward Levi. “Don’t want to make a comment for the Sun Herald’s entertainment section, Mr. Levistan?”

Levi regarded the reporter without a word.

The guy snorted. “Figured as much.” He jabbed his phone at Sonja. “What about you?”

“The sake has some kick,” Sonja offered, her eyes twinkling.

Levi fell in love with her a little.

It was just like high school all over again. How many times had she diffused a tense situation when he was the centre of unwanted attention at lunch or recess with a sarcastic crack? How many times had she saved him from his father’s derision at the dinner table on weekends? How many times had her presence in his home on those Friday and Saturday evenings saved him from—

“So who’s the third wheel, Levistan?” a familiar male voice drawled from the shadows behind the man with the iPhone, a second before a blinding white flash bleached the immediate darkness.

Levi flinched.

Corbin lunged forward.

Sonja let out a stunned, “Fuck, who the hell—”

She didn’t finish the question. Another flash fired at the very second two massive men in Mizuku staff uniforms descended on the photographer and hauled him backward by the upper arms.

Someone at a table nearby captured the ruckus with a smartphone, the device’s inbuilt flash illuminating the situation for a brief moment.

Levi’s gut rolled.

Carl Holston.

The paparazzo bucked and thrashed against the Mizuku’s security team’s hold, spitting threats of lawsuits and retribution. No one seemed concerned. Probably because the guy was so notorious and reprehensible the word was most judges dismissed any case he brought before them out of sheer exasperation.

Levi watched him wave his arms about, still trying to take photos of Levi and Corbin even as he was dragged backwards from the bar.

“That was fun,” Sonja quipped at Levi’s side.

Corbin chuckled. “That was tame. Holston once tried to take a photo of me in the men’s room at the Sydney Opera House.”

Levi curled his lip. “He also turned up at Isabella’s funeral,” he murmured, tracking the pap’s less-than-dignified ejection from the bar.

“Mr. Levistan.” A man in an exquisitely cut suit appeared at the booth, shooing away the man with the iPhone with a dismissive hand motion. “Mr. Smith. I’m Marco Lee. Please accept my apologies for the invasion of your privacy this evening.”

Corbin waved his hand, a smile on his face. “No apologies necessary, Marc. We both know what Holston’s like.” He threw Levi a look loaded with wry pain. “And how tenacious.”

Marco Lee slipped his hand inside his jacket and withdrew a business card. “Still,” he said, passing the small rectangle to Corbin, “I am sorry he disturbed you. Rest assured you will not be harassed again. Your dinner and drinks are courtesy of Mizuku this evening.” He shot Sonja, still standing at Levi’s right, a curious glance. “And yours as well, Ms…?”

“Stone,” Sonja offered with a playful smile.

Marco Lee studied her for a brief second, flicked a look at Corbin and then returned his focus to Sonja. “Ah, Ms. Stone. I have loved all your movies, especially the one with Woody Harrelson.”

And with that, he gave a quick bow at the waist. “Enjoy the rest of your evening at Mizuku.” He pivoted on his heel and disappeared into the surrounding shadows.

Corbin cocked an eyebrow at Sonja. “Ms. Stone.”

Sonja snorted, dropping onto her side of the booth and wriggling to the middle of the seat. “Y’know, I almost said Portman.” She grinned. “Just for shits and giggles. Being mistaken for Emma Stone, though? That’s a first.”

“You’re right.” Levi lowered himself onto the other bench seat and slid over, making room for Corbin. “Emma is much hotter than you.”

Sonja threw a coaster at him ninja-style. “Screw you, Stan.”

Levi plucked the coaster from the air and spun it back at her with a grin. “And far more a lady. Isn’t that right, Cor?”

Corbin shook his head with a laugh. “I’m not taking sides on this one, lover. But I will say, Emma’s never given me a…well, you know.”

Levi’s cock jerked in his jeans, all too eager to resume its earlier rigid state. The talk of Corbin being aroused by Sonja was affecting him again, big time. As did the hope Sonja would agree to their request, despite her earlier refusal.

Sonja smirked, blew on her nails and polished them on her right boob. “There you go, Stan. I’m so hot I can make gay men horny.”

“That you can, Ms. Stone,” Corbin agreed, his smile wide. “It’s a first for me.”

Cocking her head to the side, Sonja fixed him with a direct stare. “Which leads me to ask, why?”

Corbin raised his eyebrows. “Why do I find myself aroused by you?”

She nodded.

Mouth dry, Levi poured them all fresh sake. In his jeans, his dick throbbed again. In his chest, his heart bashed against his ribs. What was his partner going to say?

“Because you bring Levi to life,” Corbin stated, his voice clear and calm.

Sonja narrowed her eyes at the simple response. “And that’s it? It has nothing to do with my tight arse? My eyes?” She cupped her round breasts, somehow even more incredible—in Levi’s opinion—in the snug AC/DC tank she wore. “My boobs?”

Corbin chuckled. “Well, here’s the thing, until last night, boobs have never really been on my radar. But I have to admit, watching Levi squeeze yours in the Do Re Me…well, I’ve been finding myself curious ever since.”

“And my arse?”

“Now your ass is a thing of beauty.”

Levi realized he was leaning slightly over the bench, trying to get a peek at Sonja’s butt when Corbin laughed beside him. “See what I mean? You bring him to life. I’ve never seen Levi openly check out anyone’s ass before.”

Sonja slid Levi a steady glance, a smile playing with her lips. Her gaze connected with his, the molten desire of their teenage romance burning in the blue depths of her eyes.

A thick spasm claimed his cock and he shifted on the seat, trying to get comfortable.

“What about you?” she asked, returning her attention to Corbin. “Doesn’t he openly check you out?”

Levi turned to Corbin. “Fucking oath I do,” he murmured. And before Corbin or Sonja could say a word, he leant forward and kissed Corbin’s parted lips. Thoroughly. Passionately.

Aggressively.

“Okay, okay,” Sonja grumbled. “Get a room, you two.”

The words were in jest, but there was no mistaking the shallow breaths Sonja pulled as she uttered them.

Breaking the kiss with a sucking nip on Corbin’s bottom lip, he swung back to face her. “We have a room, Sonny. We have a whole apartment. Come back to it with us.”

Corbin’s swift inhalation stoked Levi’s mounting need. As did the way Sonja’s pupils dilated. The way she swiped her tongue over her bottom lip.

His cock pulsed with fresh blood. “Now, Sonja. Before I fucking burst.”

“I think,” she said, her voice a raspy whisper, “dinner first. I still haven’t decided if I even like you anymore. It’s been a long time, after all. And I don’t know Mr. Hollywood over here at all. I mean, what’s his favourite book? Album? Movie? These are important things one must consider before committing to a threesome, don’t you think, Stan?”

“1984. The Beatle’s White Album. And Citizen Kane,” Corbin said, his voice as raspy and strained as hers. “All clichés, I know, but there you go.”

Levi waited for Sonja’s response. If she said, “Okay, let’s go,” he didn’t think he’d survive. The need to taste her lips again, as Corbin sucked on her full, soft breasts was an urge so powerful he could barely think.

If she didn’t though, if she said no to heading back to their apartment at that very second…well, he didn’t know if he could survive that either. There was something utterly arousing about their three-way flirting in such a public arena, one in which a member of the media was already present and from which a member of the paparazzi had been already ejected.

Swallowing the thick tension in his throat, he regarded her with an unwavering gaze.

“Perhaps,” she finally said, licking her lips and darting her stare between him and Corbin, “we should eat first. Food. Something to lessen the kick of the sake.”

Levi’s breath left him in a fierce stream through his nose. He bunched his jaw. His gut clenched.

“Good idea,” Corbin agreed. It was only because Levi knew him so well that he could hear the note of impatient disappointment in his lover’s voice. “Food. Some more sake, another song or two from you both, perhaps even coffee and dessert somewhere else after.”

“Fuck that,” Levi growled.

Sonja rolled her eyes. “You so haven’t changed, Stan.”

Surprisingly, the accusation made him smile. “Neither have you, Sonny.”

She smirked at him, no doubt proud of his declaration.

“But you will,” he promised. “I’m going to make sure of it.”

Her eyes widened. Her lips parted.

And then they were joined at the table by their waitress with fresh sake and tempura, compliments of the house. Which was lucky for them all, given how easy it would have been for Levi to unzip his fly and wrap Corbin’s hand around his dick as he gazed at Sonja while she watched it all.


Chapter Eight

Of course, the first three submissions from the slush pile would be ménages.

Sonja slammed her laptop shut and drummed her nails on its lid, staring hard at the morning sky stretching on forever over her backyard.

She still couldn’t believe she’d said no. No to coffee and dessert. No to Corbin and Levi’s invitation back to their apartment.

No to Levi’s suggestion.

She still couldn’t believe she’d even considered it all in the first place.

Goddamn it, could she be more confused?

Corbin had accepted her refusal with good grace. Christ, he was yummy. All tall, blonde and deliciously American, with broad, broad shoulders and a smile so sexy it was almost orgasm inducing. If it wasn’t for the fact she knew he was gay, she’d be all over him.

But the way he’d flirted with her during the course of their dinner at Mizuku… Oh boy. Was there such a thing as a hetro-for-you phenomenon?

She knew all about the gay-for-you trope in the erotic romance-writing world, where a previously heterosexual man found himself sexually attracted to another guy, but only that guy. She’d edited a few books that dealt with that very premise. Come to think of it, hadn’t some famous heterosexual Hollywood actor announced to the world a few years ago he was in love with an Australian body builder? Or bodyguard? Or firefighter? Something like that. Chris Huntley. That’s who it was. Hadn’t Huntley confessed to being in love with the guy when the entire world—and all the women he’d had sex with—had thought he was as straight as they came? Hadn’t that happened? She was sure it had.

So if that had actually happened, wasn’t it possible she could be currently living her very own fantasy and Levi’s gay lover was legitimately sexually attracted to her? That could happen, right? And if that was the case, why the fuck had she said no last night when Levi asked her—huh, commanded her, more like it—to return with them to their apartment so they could all fuck like bunnies?

She drummed her nails on her laptop again, her stare tracking a flock of birds heading who knew where above the stubborn gumtree growing—despite her utter failure to water it—on her back fence line.

She’d been stupidly horny at the end of the evening. She’d been as sober as they come, more nervous than she’d ever been and stupidly horny. As their dinner had slowly disappeared into their stomachs, Sonja’s erotic dreams from the previous night had started coming back to her, dreams of Corbin doing stuff to her while Levi did stuff to Corbin.

The closer it had come to ending their meals, the more she’d remembered how turned-on she was by the thought of both men sexually pleasuring her. And the more turned-on she was, the more nervous she grew.

So when they’d exited Mizuku, she’d damn near squealed when Corbin had taken her hand and drawn her close to his body. Had almost whimpered as he’d lowered his face to hers and brushed her lips in the softest, most exquisitely hesitant kiss ever. Fuck, she’d almost come there and then.

The fact Levi was holding her other hand to his mouth, his warm lips on the centre of her palm, tracing tiny circles on her flesh with the tip of his tongue, had only exacerbated her arousal.

If it hadn’t been for Marco Lee interrupting the moment with Corbin’s jacket, Sonja had no doubt the morning sun would have found her in an entirely different bed when it broke the horizon.

But Marco Lee had interrupted them, and the jarring intrusion had been enough to break the erotic spell Corbin and Levi had weaved around her.

She might fantasize about what they’d suggested, might dream about it, but do it? Different story altogether.

She’d said no. Had shaken her head. Disengaged herself from their enticing hands and caught a cab back to her own home. Had spent the night refusing to think about Corbin’s easy nature and sexy smile, and the shattered want and hunger in Levi’s.

She’d woken this morning, determined to put it all behind her.

She’d poured herself an extra-leaded cup of coffee, grabbed the half-empty packet of Tim Tams from the fridge—what all awesome editors of erotic romance ate for breakfast—collected her laptop from the living room and made her way out onto the back deck overlooking her neglect-resistant yard. She was going to read at least five submissions from the slush pile. That would get her mind on sentence structure, character arcs and possible best-sellers waiting to be discovered. Thinking about those elements of her job would dampen the hot need in her core.

Except the first three submissions she’d read were so well written and so evocatively sensual, they made her tummy flutter. And all ménages. Not male-male-female ménages, but ménages all the same. And now here she was, frustrated beyond measure with an itch her vibrator didn’t have a hope of scratching and a head full of Levi and Corbin doing wicked stuff to her. And each other. Often. Stuff that most likely would have happened if she’d only said yes last night.

Letting out a sigh, she pinched her bottom lip between thumb and forefinger and glared at the birds whooping it up way up high in the sky.

If she rang Levi now and told him she’d changed her mind, what would he say?

Have you? Changed your mind?

“Oh, for fuck’s sake, woman,” she grumbled, flipping open her laptop again. “Of course you haven’t. For starters, you don’t sleep with guys after only one date, even if he is the famous Hollywood screenwriter boyfriend of your ex-high school boyfriend.”

A wave of embarrassment flooded through her at how ludicrous the situation was when uttered aloud. Christ, why hadn’t she done this, vocalize her predicament hours ago when she’d been tossing and turning on the bed, aching for two sets of hands to relieve the thick, heavy need in the junction of her thighs? Craving two sets of mouths to suck on her tits. Yearning for two hard, big dicks to—

“Next submission,” she burst out, killing the desperate thought.

She clicked on the fourth submission down from the top of the email list and scanned the query letter:

When Gary Winslow spies the topless hunk striding out of the river carrying Gary’s lost dog in his perfectly sculpted arms, his body rippling with sublime muscles, Gary feels something he never expected. Arous—

“Oh, come on!” Sonja slammed her laptop shut, propelled herself to her feet and stormed inside. Screw this. She was going for a jog.

The jog didn’t help. With every footfall, her nipples rubbed against the cotton-lined cups of her sports bra. Weren’t sports bras meant to keep one’s boobs under control? Not become instruments of sexual torment during a simple run? And while she was in a complaining state of mind, just when did she become so fixated on a ménage she forgot all about the basic importance of checking the road before crossing it? She’d almost been run over. Twice.

Stripping off her sweaty clothes, she dumped them in the overflowing dirty-clothes hamper, showered—cold water—washed her hair and then, in a fit of impulsiveness, shaved her pubic area down to a thin line. She’d pay for it later with the grow-back stubble, but for now…

For now what? Who do you think is going to see it?

Her belly knotted. Her pussy contracted, willing and eager to be filled by a cock. Levi’s cock. Or Corbin’s. Either would suffice. Or both.

“Great,” Sonja muttered, drying herself off with savage force. “In the space of thirty-six hours I’ve become a nympho. Awesome.”

Ignoring underpants—as all good nymphos do—she pulled on a pair of loose, purple tracksuit pants and a snug Sex Pistols tank top.

It was time to let the slush pile kill her libido.

Except when she opened her laptop, she found herself scanning query letter after query letter looking for…what? Something that didn’t seem to be there.

Huffing a breath into the damp strands of her hair hanging over her face, she twisted her lips in exasperated resignation, picked up her mobile phone and dialed a number from memory.

“Red,” her boss answered on the first ring, a smirk in his voice. “To what do I owe the pleasure so early on a Sunday morning?”

Sonja scrunched up her face. She was going to regret this. She just knew it. “I’m in the mood for a male-male-female submission, Tony,” she said, ignoring his lame nickname for her. Seriously, she’d stopped being a redhead two years ago. “Do you have any in your inbox you’re thinking of reading?”

Tony’s responding chuckle was dirty. “I bet that’s what you’re in the mood for.”

She frowned. “Tony, if this is another lame attempt to flirt with me, you’re—”

“Oh, I think you’re way out of my league now, Red.”

“Of course I am,” Sonja snapped. And then blinked. “Wait. What do you mean by that?”

Tony chuckled his dirty laugh again. “You haven’t seen the news today, have you? You’re on the front page of the Sunday Telegraph. You and your famous boy—”

Sonja killed the connection. Her heart pounded. She jerked to her feet, her stare locked on her phone.

And then, with a furious swipe and jab of her thumb, she dialed Levi’s personal mobile number.

“Sonny.”

A shiver of carnal delight swept up her spine and into her nipples at the deep timbre of his voice. She ignored it. “Your address,” she said. “Give it to me.”

“Why?”

“Because I want it. Now give it to me.”

“There’s something I want, Sonny, but you aren’t very—”

“Give it to me, Levistan,” she ground out.

“One forty two Bourkenbac Wharf, Wharf Road, Woolloomooloo.”

Sonja couldn’t stop her wry snort. “Figures you’d live in one of the most expensive places in town.”

“What’s going on, Sonja?”

She ignored his flat question. “Are you home now?”

“Yes.”

She hung up, grabbed her keys and purse, shoved her feet into a pair of thongs and then stormed to her car. She was angry. Really angry.

Why? You don’t even know what Tony the Tool was talking about? Maybe it’s just you and Levi and Corbin walking together?

Grinding her teeth, she fired up her old Mazda’s engine and tore away from her home. She needed to get her hands on a paper.

Three blocks later, she pulled into a service station and, stealing herself for whatever revelation was to come, hurried into the counter and snatched up a copy of the Sunday Telegraph.

Staring at the image on the front page, her mouth turned dry.

But her pussy…damn it, her pussy grew damp instantly at what she saw.

The photo had obviously been snapped from a distance using a zoom lens. It was grainy and a little blurry, but not enough to cast any doubt on what had been photographed. Her, outside Mizuku, being kissed by Corbin, their hips and bellies pressed together, their eyes closed, even as Levi held her palm to his lips, watching them both with obvious, nay, undeniable desire.

Above the image, the headline asked, Ménage A Who?

The pun was neither funny nor clever nor linguistically accurate. A detached part of Sonja’s editor’s mind rebelled against the lazy play on the term ménage a trios. Another less detached part applauded whoever had decided the best way to point out to the paper’s readers the woman in the image was an unknown was to use the word who.

Who indeed? Holy fuck, just who was the woman being kissed by the famous Hollywood screenwriter while the even more famous rock star watched on as if waiting his turn? Surely not Sonja Stone? Simple editor of erotic romance and fan of karaoke?

Couldn’t be. Why would Sonja Stone be on the front page of a newspaper available all over the bloody country?

“Hey?” a male voice shattered her stunned stupor. “That’s you!”

She jerked her stare up from the image to the teenage boy gaping at her from behind the service counter. “No, it isn’t.”

He laughed, an expression of delighted awe on his acne-pocked face. “Yes, it is. Wow, what’s it like to kiss—”

Sonja turned and fled to her car as fast as she could.

“Keep the paper,” the teenager called at her back, laughter in the shout. “Nice arse, by the way.”

Grinding her teeth again—damn, she was going to crack a crown soon—Sonja yanked open her driver’s side door and tossed the stolen newspaper onto the front passenger seat.

“Oi!”

The laughing shout jerked her stare to the attendant watching her from the door of the service station.

He grinned at her from behind his raised phone. “Say cheese.”

Biting back a curse, Sonja dropped into her car, slammed the door, started the engine and tore off, heading for Woolloomooloo.

She didn’t answer her mobile when her boss rang. She didn’t answer it when her best friend rang. She definitely didn’t answer it when her mum, followed by her dad only a few minutes later, rang. After the sixth call—this one from a distant relative she hadn’t spoken to in years—she turned the damn thing off, flung it on top of the paper and floored the accelerator.

Finding an empty parking space close to the luxurious apartments only the super-rich could afford, Sonja flung her car into it. Clenching her jaw, she snatched up the paper and her phone, climbed out of her car and slammed the door shut. Her old clunker of a car, with its dented back bumper and faded paint, looked out of place amongst the Jags, Porsches, Audis and—God help her, was that an Aston Martin?

She looked out of place just as much as her car did. Which only hammered home the fact the fantasy her deluded mind kept taunting her with was exactly that—a deluded fantasy.

That didn’t slow her down however. Nor did the curious looks from the people in their designer-label attire entering and exiting the wharf’s gated walkway.

In fact, not even the alarmed shout from one of them impacted on her pace as she slipped through the opening.

She was on a mission.

To confront Levi.

She didn’t rightly know what about yet, but she’d be damned if she ended up on the front page of a nationwide newspaper without making her ex squirm along with her.

The bastard showed up in her life out of the blue, sang a few songs with her, threw her for a fucking loop, made a fucking unbelievable suggestion to her and she ended up being on the front page of the Sunday Telegraph for the whole country to see? Oh yeah, there wasn’t a hope in hell she wasn’t going to make him pay.

Storming up to apartment forty-two, she balled her fist and rapped her knuckles on its brushed-steel door.

She refused to turn and admire the breathtaking views of the Sydney skyline and its harbour while she waited.

Nope. Not ever. Not happening.

The door swung open to reveal Levi, dressed in nothing but a pair of black denim jeans, unbuttoned but not unzipped. His hair hung about his head in tousled, damp strands. His skin damn near glowed with bronzed health.

Sonja’s breath caught in her throat. Fuck, she remembered all too easily how much she loved raking her fingers through the fine dark-blond hair on his broad chest. The hair that traversed the sculpted muscles of his pecs from nipple to nipple. How she loved to follow that hair as it trailed down his torso, over the six-pack of his abs to the shallow dip of his navel. And lower. Right down to his—

“Have you seen this?” she burst out, thrusting the newspaper at him. Damn, she wished her heart would slow down.

Without a word, Levi took the folded newspaper. Flipped it open. Studied the front page.

Sonja waited for a reaction. One that didn’t come.

She looked past him into his home. Holy shit, was it gorgeous. “Where’s Corbin?”

“Working.”

She narrowed her eyes, not just at his ambiguous tone, but at what she’d noticed tucked under his other arm. “I didn’t think famous rock stars did their own laundry,” she said, indicating the stack of folded clothes. Damn, his biceps were the perfect size and shape. The tat of a stylized dragon curled around its sculpted bulge only emphasized that.

“I’m packing.”

She jerked her stare up to his face. “To go where?”

With a soft sigh, one she assumed she wasn’t meant to hear, he turned and walked into his living room.

Rolling her eyes, Sonja followed, closing the door with a pointed thud before catching up with him as he entered what was obviously his and Corbin’s bedroom. A massive king-size bed dominated the middle of the room, constructed of brushed steel and black leather. One entire wall of the room was glass, providing a view of the calm water beyond. On the other walls were framed movie posters and Nick Blackthorne tour posters.

On the bed was an open suitcase, half filled with neatly folded clothes. Beside the suitcase was…

Sonja frowned. What was that? A riding crop?

“I’ve got to fly to Seattle,” Levi’s statement jerked her stare from the long, thin black object. “There’s a singer we need to check out.” He placed the clothes in his arms into the suitcase and then smoothed his hands over them.

Sonja’s heart thumped into her throat. A hot lick of disbelief joined her simmering anger. “Really? Just like that? Our photo’s on the front page of the Tele, my photo is on the front page of the Tele, along with the lamest headline pun ever written, and you’re just heading off? Out of the country?”

He didn’t raise his attention from his suitcase.

She glared at him, ignoring the sublime way the muscles in his back and arms and shoulders rippled with his slightest move. “What would have happened if I’d said yes last night? If I’d spent the night screwing you both? Would you still be—”

He turned from the suitcase so fast Sonja forgot how to speak. Or maybe it was the molten need in his eyes as he grabbed her wrist that stole her words? Or the way he hauled her hard to his body? His hard, hot, half-naked body?

Or maybe it was the way his lips brushed hers in a taunting caress as he murmured, “Guess we’ll never know, will we, Sonny?”

He let her go with the same abrupt speed he’d grabbed her with.

She stumbled back a step, her breath short. Shallow. She stared at him, the wanton throb in her sex awoken by his manhandling tempered by the dark shadow of desolate conflict in his eyes. “Levi.” She caught her bottom lip with her teeth. “Don’t…”

She stopped, her pulse rapid. Don’t what? Don’t go? Don’t stop roughing her up? Don’t not kiss her?

He cocked an eyebrow, his gaze unreadable again. “Don’t tell me not to go, Sonja, unless you intend to strip naked right now, climb onto that bed and spread your—”

The sharp slap of Sonja’s palm striking Levi’s cheek silenced him.

Their stares clashed. His nostrils flared. He opened his mouth, but before he could utter a word, Sonja spun on her heel and strode from the room.

Only to collide with Corbin as he walked into it.

“Whoa,” he laughed, steadying her with a gentle grip on her upper arms. “I didn’t know you were here, Sonja. What’s going on?”

She flicked a scowl over her shoulder at Levi, who stood at the foot of the bed watching them both. “I forgot how big a jerk your boyfriend can be.”

“Ahh, that.” Corbin slid a quick look toward Levi who, Sonja noticed, had resumed packing his suitcase. “Yeah.” Turning back to her, he gave her a warm smile. “Hey, my muse is being a bitch. Want to come brainstorm with me over coffee so I can pick that editor’s brain of yours? My treat.”

“My taxi gets here in ten minutes, Corbin,” Levi’s low voice came from the bed.

Sonja’s stomach clenched at the ambivalent tone in the statement. She knew that tone. It was the same tone he’d use after his father would spend the night beating him. Or worse. The kind that said, I’m fucking hurting but there’s no way I’m going to let anyone know. “You okay, Stan?”

His shoulders tensed. A muscle in his jaw ticked. He didn’t lift his stare from his suitcase. “Yeah, just peachy, Stone.”

She caught her bottom lip. If she weren’t so angry with him, she’d walk over to him and hug him, whether he wanted her to or not.

But she was angry with him. Not just because she was suddenly famous because of him, but because he’d reduced her position in his life to just a sexual partner with a few choice words. The Levi Levistan she’d fallen in love with at school would never have been so cutting or crude. This new Levi, the famous one…he was different. His brush-off of her concern only ticked her off more. Besides, it was no longer her place to comfort him when he was hurting. That was Corbin’s job now. She looked at the American beside her. Saw worry and pain etch his face as he regarded his lover.

“Then have a good flight,” Corbin said and took her hand in his.

Christ, Sonja thought. They’re more messed up than I am.

He looked at her, his smile…wobbly. “C’mon, Sonja. Let’s go.”

He led her from the apartment, his palm warm against hers. Sonja let him. She wasn’t sure why. Perhaps because there was something calming about Corbin, even in the midst of such insanity. Something nice.

They walked away from the wharf, Corbin not in the least concerned with the two members of the paparazzi who skulked along behind them, capturing their every move with furious clicking. Sonja wanted to grab both the men’s cameras and smash them on the ground, but she took Corbin’s lead and ignored them.

“Do you ever get used to it?” She threw the stalking photographers a dark scowl.

Corbin chuckled. “Hell, no. But you learn to deal with them. Australian paparazzi are a different breed to their US brethren. Your guys are much more dogged and sneaky. The British pap, however, now those guys are just plain maniacal.”

She gave him a sideways look, enjoying the morning autumn sun on her face. “So the image that was on the front page of the Sunday Telegraph today doesn’t stress you out?”

“Why? What was on the front page?”

“The photo of the three of us.” Sonja’s throat grew thick. “You haven’t seen it? You and me kissing outside the Do Re Me while Levi held my hand? The implication in the headline we are a threesome? Ménage a Who?”

He winced. “Damn, that’s a woeful pun.”

Despite her ire, Sonja laughed. “You’re damn right.”

He cast her a quizzical look even as he adjusted his hold on her hand. “How do you feel about it?”

Sonja frowned, digesting the question. “Pissed.”

“Because your privacy’s been invaded? Or because you were caught doing something you didn’t want to be caught doing?”

She gnawed on her bottom lip.

“Or was it because what you saw on the front page turned you on?”

The last option sent a sizzling tingle of tight heat into the pit of her belly. She swallowed, unsettled by Corbin’s insight. “All three,” she confessed, watching her feet move beneath her.

“Good thing the café we’re going to has complimentary copies of the Sunday Telegraph.”

She raised her head and cocked an eyebrow at him.

He grinned. “Hey, I’m just telling the truth. I want to see you aroused again like you were last night.”

“Do you now?”

“Hell, yeah. Something tells me I’m going to be affected the same way.”

She shot him a sideways look. “I honestly have no idea if you’re flirting with me or if you’re genuinely just this upbeat and cheerful.”

He winked. “Both.”

Sonja laughed. And rolled her eyes.

A few minutes later, they were seated at a back corner table of an intimate coffee shop overlooking the harbour. Corbin and Levi obviously went there often, given all the staff seemed to know Corbin’s name. Their waiter—a hipster wannabe in black horn-rims—asked Corbin if he wanted just the usual before beaming at Sonja. “And for you, ma’am?”

Her stomach chose that very second to rumble and it dawned on her she hadn’t eaten breakfast. She peered askew at Corbin. “You said it was your shout, right?”

He nodded. “Yep.”

Turning back to their waiter, she gave her order. “Eggs, scrambled. Multigrain toast, no butter. Bacon. Tomatoes and do you have those funky little sausages?”

Their waiter smiled. “We do. Both chicken and pork varieties.”

She licked her lips. “Can I some of those as well, please? And the biggest flat white you have.”

Lips twitching, their waiter nodded at them both, took their menus and hurried away.

“Flat white,” Corbin echoed, reaching for his glass of ice water. “Y’know, I’ve been living here in Australia with Levi for almost three years and I still can’t get my head around a flat white.”

Sonja reached for her own water, sipped, and then licked the leftover moisture from her lips. “It’s simple. It’s a coffee made with milk, without the extraneous foam of a cappuccino. There’s a thin layer of dense foam at the top but it must never rise above the rim of the cup and never be dusted with chocolate powder. Flat. White. See? A true flat white is made with lightly roasted coffee beans, not dark roast, and the milk is folded through the coffee to give it a rich, velvety texture.”

Corbin grinned. “Do I detect the faint stirrings of a coffee snob?”

“Fuck, no.” She slumped back in her seat and hooked her elbow over the back of the chair. “I just want to know everything I can about things I like.”

Leaning his elbows on the table, Corbin fixed her with a laughing stare. “That means you want to know everything about me?”

“Who says I like you? I thought we were here for the brainstorming?” She narrowed her eyes in a melodramatic squint. “Did you trick me?”

Corbin took a sip of his water and then chuckled. “You like me. I can tell.”

“Oh, okay. A little. You did list The Beatle’s White Album as your favourite, after all.”

“I did. And it is. Want to know my second? AC/DC’s Back in Black. Followed by Imagine Dragons’ Night Visions. Oh, and my second favourite movie is Jaws. And my second favourite book is Catch-22.”

“Favourite food?”

“Grilled cheese.”

Sonja wriggled her finger at him in an admonishing side-to-side blur. “Uh-ah, you’re living in Australia now, Hollywood. We call it a toasted-cheese sandwich, or a toasty, not a grilled cheese. Did you know toasted-cheese sandwiches are Nick Blackthorne’s favourite meal, by the way?”

Corbin’s frown was puzzled. “Why on earth do you know that?”

She smirked. “Told you. I like to know everything about anything I like, and I like Nick Blackthorne’s music.”

“So, did you ever go see him in concert?”

She shook her head. “Never.”

“Why? Because of Levi?”

The question took her by surprise. She’d never really thought about it. She’d seen every major rock band she loved live in concert, some three or four times, but not once had she attended a Nick Blackthorne concert, not even his farewell concert in Sydney six years ago. There’d always been a reason, something stopping her. But now that she thought about it, she realized none of those reasons had ever been really serious. In fact, she was pretty certain she’d declined an invitation from her ex-personal trainer to attend the farewell concert, long before she’d discovered he was married, because she was dying her hair electric blue.

Which meant she’d stayed away from Nick Blackthorne concerts for an entirely different reason.

Levi.

Lifting her glass of ice water to her lips, she took another sip, her mouth dry. Wow, the realization was kind of…unnerving.

“How long were you and Levi boyfriend and girlfriend?”

She let her gaze move back to Corbin’s face.

It dawned on her she was in a swanky café surrounded by people in expensive clothes and she was wearing purple tracksuit pants, a Sex Pistols tank top and flip-flops. With, now she came to think of it, Kermit-green painted toenails. She should have felt uncomfortable, but she didn’t. Nor did she feel uncomfortable talking to Corbin. Which was both weird and lovely. He was her ex-boyfriend’s lover, after all. A gay man who’d been quite open in his interest to not only have sex with her, but to have sex with Levi at the same time. The whole thing should have made her uncomfortable. “On and off for two years,” she answered, ignoring the elephant in the room. “I was in year nine, he was in year eleven when we started”

“Which is…?”

She snorted. “You American.”

He grinned, accepting her jibe with a good-natured shrug. “True.”

“I was fifteen and he was seventeen when we first kissed. Out the back of the school soccer fields during the second half of lunch. Term Two, Tuesday, week seven.”

“Wow, you remember to that detail?”

She nodded. “We got busted by Mr. Edmonds, the school careers advisor. Levi was squeezing my right boob and I had my left leg wrapped around his hip. Mum grounded me for the rest of the term.”

Corbin whistled. “Tough mom. How long was that?”

“Three weeks. It was hell. I had to climb out my bedroom window every damn night after ten to see Stan.”

Corbin laughed, the corners of his eyes crinkling. “That I would have loved to see. What did Levi’s mom do?”

A numb pressure wrapped around Sonja’s chest at the question. She fiddled with the edge of her coaster, chewing on her bottom lip. Levi had never explained why he’d missed school for the rest of week seven, only saying he’d been needed at home, assuring her the fading bruise on his cheek had been the result of falling down the stairs. It wasn’t until a year later, when she’d walked in on his father dealing with him in the garage over a minute scratch on Neil Levistan’s car that she realized the reason for so many of Levi’s absences. And just what exactly punishment meant in his family. Fists, punches and kicks to the ribs.

It wasn’t until months after that that she’d grown to suspect there was even more to Neil’s wrong treatment of his son. So much more. And all of it beyond wrong.

“Sonja?”

She blinked at Corbin’s voice, aware she’d vagued out. “Sorry,” she said, reaching for her glass. She took a sip. Swallowed. Returned the glass to the table. “How much of Levi’s life do you know about? The stuff before he met you?”

Corbin shook his head. “Not much, to be honest. He doesn’t talk about it. Never meeting his parents, despite the fact they’re still alive tells me more than words can.”

A thick lump filled Sonja’s throat. She studied her water, unsure what to say. It wasn’t her place to tell Corbin what little she knew of Levi’s life. Levi had been a secretive teenager who guarded his wounds, his emotions and his heart like they were the only things of worth he had. In her naïve youth, she’d hated that secrecy, believing his inability to open up to her a slight on their relationship. It wasn’t until years later, when she’d found herself thinking about him one night while listening to a Nick Blackthorne album, that she’d understood it for what it was—protection. She only wished then, as she did now, she’d known how to help him.

Looking at Corbin, the man Levi loved, she wondered if Corbin had it in him to help Levi beat his demons. Did anyone?

Before she could contemplate the bleakness of that thought, their waiter arrived. “Parmesan and spinach egg-white omelet,” he said, placing a large white plate with a tiny green and white lump in the middle in front of Corbin. “And protein-overload with tomatoes for the lady.”

He placed a plate loaded with fluffy yellow eggs, fat sausages, a pile of toast, strips of bacon and a full tomato cut in half and grilled to juicy perfection in front of Sonja. “Enjoy.”

“Now that…” Corbin picked up his knife and fork as he nodded at Sonja’s meal, “…is a breakfast. Good to see you’re not afraid of calories.”

Sonja laughed, glad for the arrival of their food. She didn’t want to think about Levi’s childhood. If she thought of his childhood, it made her think of the pain in his eyes that morning in his bedroom. She didn’t want to think about that at all. She’d made up her mind about his suggestion of a threesome, which meant after this breakfast with Corbin she was going back to being a part of his history, not a part of his present or future. Besides, she didn’t like the idea of being on the front page of a paper again, which would most likely happen if she kept hanging around with them. “Calories don’t scare me,” she said, scooping up a forkful of eggs. “I went for a run this morning.”

“Did you know,” Corbin said around a mouthful of omelet, “twenty minutes of hard sex will burn off six-hundred calories.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Is this you flirting with me again? Or just typical breakfast conversation for you?”

He smirked at her. “Both.”

Sonja’s bucket of coffee arrived, saving her from an answer. Which was good, because she didn’t have one.

Thankfully, Corbin decided it was time to talk shop. “So,” he said, his attention on his omelet. “I need to add sexual tension to the last act of Dead Even 2 and my head just isn’t playing ball.”

“Have you thought of adding a third member to the sexual shenanigans?”

He laughed at her flippant suggestion. “I think the director may kill me if I did that. Still, it has merit. Sure as shit worked for us.”

Sonja studied him, unsure what to say.

He tapped his thumb against his fork as he flicked his gaze around the air to his right, his expression contemplative. “What do you think is the best way to show sexual tension between two people who’ve already had sex once on the screen?”

“Make one of them announce it was a mistake,” Sonja answered. “And that it can’t happen again.”

“While the other undresses them with their eyes?”

She nodded. “Definitely. And make sure they are constantly forced into situations where their bodies are brushing together.”

“And every time that happens one of them closes their eyes and sucks in a ragged breath.”

“It’s an action thriller movie, yes?”

“Yep.”

“In that case, you’ve got to have the hero somehow restrained and the heroine—are they the same actors from the first movie?”

Corbin nodded.

“Perfect. I loved the screenplay for Dead Even, by the way. Anyway, have her need to straddle him for some reason, maybe to release his wrists, but she can’t, and they are forced to face each other for a heartbeat or so, her astride his lap, her breasts almost at his mouth level, their stares locked.”

“And the audience can see all he wants to do is take her nipple, so tantalizingly close to his lips, into his mouth and suck on it,” Corbin said, picking up on her train of thought, “but just as he moves closer, they are interrupted and she has to slide off him. Close up shot of her thighs…slick with sweat, of course, sliding against his, cut to another close up of her parted lips…”

“Ooh, cut to another close up of his hitching belly just there,” Sonja interjected. “He should be bare-chested, of course. Stripped from the waist up.”

“Of course.”

“And as she finally straightens to go…go, I don’t know, hide in the room, cut to a shot of his face, his eyes closed, his nostrils flaring.”

“I can see that. I can see that.” Corbin tapped at his fork again, his omelet forgotten. “And then later in that scene, when he’s freed himself, he can use the same restrains…cuffs? Rope?”

“Oh, please make them cuffs.”

“Done. The same cuffs it is.”

Sonja closed her eyes, the scene unfolding in her mind in vivid detail. “Bingo. There’s a money shot right there. He’s pressed to her, hips to hips, belly to belly, cuffing her wrists behind her back. Her nipples are poking at her shirt—white would be perfect, and damp with sweat and clinging to her body like a second skin—and his chest, still bare, brushes against them. They both suck in a breath at the same time…”

“And the camera pans back to reveal someone watching them,” Corbin murmured, watching her.

Sonja stared at him for a moment. Her pulse thumped fast in her throat. Her pussy contracted. An image flashed through her head: Corbin binding her wrists at the small of her back, his hips and belly pressed to hers, his chest caressing her nipples, as Levi stood and watched.

Oh boy.

“And that someone is Huntley’s boss, the President of the United States,” he burst out, breaking the tension crackling in the air between them, his arms thrown wide, his grin even wider. “And the end credits roll. Boom!”

Sonja laughed. “Boom.”

Corbin winked. “I’m all about the boom. You’ve read Occasional.”

They spent the rest of the morning talking shop. Writing, scene setting, showing not telling. The power of the visual metaphor, reoccurring motifs, symbolism. They had an in-depth discussion about the cult-classic film Blue Velvet and a movie-line quote-off that Corbin won with an enthusiastic self-congratulatory cheering.

When their waiter deposited lunch menus in front of them and asked if they wanted to see a wine list, Sonja blinked. “Holy shit,” she said, louder than she’d intended when she looked at her watch. “We’ve been here for over three hours.”

Corbin dropped his stare to his own watch. “Well, I guess Levi is on the plane by now.”

Sonja didn’t miss the anguish cutting the calm statement. Nor the way his jaw bunched. Or the way his shoulders slumped. For a second. Just a second. And then he smiled at her, that sexy, orgasm-inducing smile of his, and opened the lunch menu before him. “So, what are we ordering?”


Chapter Nine

Who knew two weeks, or a fortnight, as Sonja called it, could go by so quickly and yet so slowly.

Corbin relaxed back in his seat, threaded his fingers behind his head and stared with blank melancholy out his office window. Two weeks of breakfast with Sonja every morning, each meal at a different café in a different suburb all over Sydney, each café stimulating a different topic of discussion.

Two weeks of afternoons spent at his laptop, intensifying the sexual tension between the Chris Huntley hero of Dead Even 2 and his duplicitous heroine. Sexual tension he was becoming more and more familiar with, given he was growing more and more…attracted to Sonja Stone.

Two weeks of evenings spent Skyping with Levi, where they discussed little, their every word weighted with unspoken want as they avoided any topic but the most neutral.

A fast fortnight of laughter, good food, stimulating conversation and stimulating glimpses of Sonja’s boobs. Who would have thought two full curves of flesh could cause such a stirring sensation in his groin? A dragging fortnight of yearning for Levi to come home. To hold him, undress him. Kiss him. Make love to him. Love him. Talk to him.

Christ, he wanted Levi to talk to him.

To open up and tell him how he was feeling. They’d rediscovered each other sexually—in the two days between Corbin finding Levi and Sonja together in the karaoke bar and Levi flying to Seattle they’d fucked more than Corbin believed possible—but sex didn’t a healthy relationship make. Not without communication beyond the mutual agreement of a safe word. The closest they’d come to being with each other again like they had before Isabella’s death was the date night with Sonja at Mizuku.

That night…

The beginning of the quickest and slowest fortnight in recorded history, during which Corbin had worked on Dead Even 2 with close to frenzied zeal before finally finishing the damn thing and emailing it off to Nigel McQueen.

Which he’d just done that very second.

So what did he do now?

Normally, he would celebrate with Levi. But with his partner still checking out Nick Blackthorne’s possible replacement in Seattle, he was now…adrift.

Glancing at his watch, he calculated the time.

His mind raced, thinking…thinking. Levi was going to Skype in a few hours, and he’d only seen Sonja but a few hours ago. If he called her now, asked her over for a celebratory drink, would she come? She enjoyed being with him, he knew that, but it was always out in public, never in his and Levi’s apartment. He suspected she didn’t trust being completely alone with him. Or perhaps, she didn’t trust herself?

Sexual tension and all that, as it were.

He scrubbed at the back of his scalp with his fingers, staring out his window.

His heart thumped faster. His cock throbbed.

“Fuck it,” he muttered, snatching up his cell and dialing her number. “I finally finished the fucker,” he said when she answered. “Want to celebrate with me?”

“Hello to you too, Hollywood.” She laughed. The sound was a throaty caress he was beginning to hear in his dreams threaded through Levi’s groans and murmured commands. “And congrats. Think McQueen is going to like what you’ve done?”

He laughed. “He better. It’s about as carnal and horny as I can make it without having them actually fuck.”

“Love it when you talk dirty.”

He grinned. In his jeans, his cock pulsed again. “I usually pop a bottle of Moët at this point and Levi and I get a little drunk together. Want to come over and take his place?”

The second the question left him, he cringed. Damn it, that didn’t sound the way it was meant to.

Sonja, however, just chuckled. “I’ll do the Moët. Everything else on your celebration list will have to be taken care of by your own hand.”

Heat flooded Corbin’s face. He shifted on his seat—a very expensive Hayworth Zody that for some reason was suddenly very uncomfortable to sit in. “Deal,” he said, forcing his voice to sound steady.

Why was he unsettled? Sonja had said no to his and Levi’s invitation. He’d accepted that. Besides, he was gay. The whole Sonja thing was strictly a Levi-Sonja-Corbin thing, not a Corbin-Sonja thing.

“See you in an hour, Cor.”

A tight ribbon of heat unfurled through his gut and into his groin at her parting farewell. He placed his cell on his desk beside his laptop, tapped his thumb on its thin edge and closed his eyes.

He was hung up on the concept of sexual tension, that was all. Two weeks of Levi’s absence, plus fourteen days of focusing on nothing but how two people could lust after each other without succumbing to it was messing with not just his head, but with his body too.

Sonja would come over, they’d drink a toast, maybe eat some peanuts—did he have any in the cupboard?—possibly order a pizza for an early supper, and then she’d return to her place and he’d Skype with Levi. Maybe, if Levi was receptive, Corbin would try and talk to him about Isabella. If nothing else, they had to decide when they were going to turn her nursery back into a guest room.

His chest clenched with tight grief and empty longing at the thought.

Letting out a sigh, he pushed himself to his feet and walked from his office. Wandered the apartment. Stopped and watched the yachts and motorboats moving on the harbour beyond the glass doors of his living room. Straightened the poster for Nick Blackthorne Live In Berlin hanging in the hallway.

He stopped at the closed door beside Levi’s studio.

He studied it.

It was a pale pink, unlike all the other doors in the apartment, with a tiny spray of delicate blue and lilac daisies painted at the bottom, rising up to the knob in a whimsical chain.

He touched a finger to a pale-blue petal. Nervous about the imminent arrival of their daughter, Levi had painted the flowers one night. Corbin had found him at three in the morning, squatting naked in front of the door, a paint brush in hand, one clenched in his teeth, his beard flecked with pink and blue and lilac splatters of paint. He’d been so intent on his artwork he hadn’t noticed Corbin was there,

Corbin had watched him for a long moment, loving him. Loving him so much his heart ached.

And then Levi had turned to face him. Had smiled. “Hey, lover. I couldn’t sleep. Do you like it?”

Corbin knew he’d meant the door. Levi had known Corbin meant everything when he’d said he did.

They’d made love in the silver moonlight streaming through the large windows of their apartment, Corbin kissing every drop of paint flecking Levi’s body, paying particular attention to the pink drops on his incredible cock.

It had been the last time they’d pleasured each other before Isabella’s death. Levi had flown to San Francisco the next morning, chasing a replacement for Blackthorne who’d turned out to be, in Noah Holden’s words, a bum steer. Isabella had died a few days later.

Corbin traced the flowers. Remembered the way Levi had looked while painting them. How happy his smile had been. How full of life and joy and nervous wonder.

He closed his eyes and pressed his forehead to the door. Isabella’s door.

Would life be that simple again?

A lifetime later, someone knocked on the front door of the apartment.

He straightened, rubbing at the numb patch on his forehead. Shit, how long had he stood there like that?

Dragging his fingers through his hair, he walked to the main entry door and opened it.

Sonja grinned at him. “You’ve got a red spot on your forehead.”

He pulled a face. “Think I just walked into a time warp.”

“Okay, obscure statement number one of the day. Did you open the Moët already?”

“Nope. Not even.” He stepped aside, waving her in with a bow. “M’lady.”

She laughed. “That was the worst Sean Connery accent ever.”

“Damn it, I was going for Hugh Jackman.”

“In that case, your Hugh Jackman makes a very good Sean Connery.”

He chuckled. “Get your ass inside, Ms. Stone. I feel the need for some celebrating.”

With a quick skip, she crossed the threshold.

He followed her as she walked through the apartment, surprised at how many times he found his gaze lingering on her butt. She wore tight faded-black jeans, tight enough for him to notice the distinct lack of a panty line.

A faint stirring of heat tingled in his groin, possibly at the idea of her wearing a thong, possibly at the subtle way her hips swayed as she walked. Confident. Almost cocky. Unabashed. In fact, everything about Sonja fit that description. He could see why Levi was drawn to her. There was an infectious energy about her.

“You checking out my arse back there?”

He started at her quip, jerking his stare up from her butt. “I was.”

She tossed him a look over her shoulder. “Well, this is awkward. I was actually kidding. How did you get that red spot on your head again?”

“Head-butted a ghost,” he answered, walking past her to head for the kitchen.

Pulling a face, she followed him. “And there’s obscure statement number two.”

He laughed, opening the refrigerator to extract a chilled bottle of Moët. “I like to be an enigma.”

She pursed her lips and shook her head. “Oh, please don’t. One enigmatic man in my life is enough, thank you very much. I like the idea of having a simple gay guy as a friend.”

He cocked an eyebrow. “I’m not sure how to take that.”

She smirked. “True. You’re not like any other gay guys I know. For starters, none of them have suggested I sleep with them and their boyfriends.”

Filling two crystal glasses with champagne, he slid one across the granite bench toward her. “Until you came along, I was pretty much as cut-and-dry gay as they come.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. Licked her lips. Picked up her glass. “To keeping things simple,” she said, her gaze meeting his over the crystal rim.

He tapped his glass to hers. “To sexual tension.”

Without waiting for Sonja’s response, he raised his glass to his lips, tipped back his head and swallowed the alcohol in a single gulp.

“To sexual tension,” he heard her murmur as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

Thirty minutes later, they were outside on the deck, soaking up the warm autumn sun as they gazed at the harbour, their second bottle of Moët resting in an ice bucket on the table behind them.

Forty minutes after that, after discussing what they thought of the latest Spielberg film and how it compared to his early stuff, Corbin found himself completely and utterly at ease. “Levi still prefers Spielberg’s earlier work,” he said, missing his lover greatly. “Jaws is his favourite. It’s the film that made us realize we were meant to be together.” He let out a wry snort. “On our third date, when Levi was still in the closet and I wanted to kiss him in public more than anything, I stopped myself from doing so by talking at length about the mastery of the film’s screenplay, how Spielberg gave birth to the whole concept of the summer blockbuster, and how the film held a mirror up to American attitudes of the time. A good hour later, I realized he hadn’t said more than a few words. I apologized, thinking I’d fucked up completely. Who wants to kiss a guy who won’t shut up about a movie from the seventies, right? Even a private kiss?”

“There’s nothing wrong with private kissing,” Sonja pointed out. “Or talking about Jaws.”

Corbin chuckled. “Levi said the same thing, sans the private kissing part. In fact, he told me he wanted to talk about it some more after he did something.”

“What was the something?”

Heat pooled low in Corbin’s belly. “He kissed me. Right there in the café. In front of anyone who wanted to watch. Leaned forward in his seat, cupped the back of my head in his hand and kissed me. A slow, lingering, open-mouthed kiss.”

“Damn.”

The shake in Sonja’s whispered exclamation echoed the tremble in Corbin’s stomach. “After that, well…he wasn’t in the closet anymore. I met the band, he met my family and a few months later, we bought this place and moved in together.”

“So tell me,” Sonja said, rolling the stem of her empty glass backward and forwards between her thumb and fingers. “What happened? Where did things start to unravel?”

Corbin studied his own half-full glass in his hands, the bubbles in the champagne floating to the surface somehow mocking him. His mouth grew dry. His chest grew tight. “Our baby daughter died.” The statement left him on a calm whisper.

Beside him, Sonja hissed in a swift breath. “Your what?”

He closed his eyes.

“Corbin?” Soft fingers touched the back of his shoulder. “Did you just say what I think you said?”

He stared at the yachts bobbing up and down on the water. A constricting vice wrapped his chest. A ball of hot loss churned in his gut.

The fingers on his shoulder slid down his back. From the corner of his eye, he saw Sonja studying his profile. “You and Levi had a baby daughter?” Shock filled her voice. “I didn’t… I never read anything about…”

“Very few people knew about Isabella and her mother,” he said, the words somehow dry in his mouth. “Levi and I made sure the media and press learned nothing about our plans to become parents. Even our agents didn’t know. I told my family. Levi told the band. That was it.”

“Her mother?”

Corbin dropped his focus to the glass in his hand. Watched the sun glint off the crystal in a dance of glorious light. Watched it bounce off the surface of the champagne the same way. With a slow breath, he drained the glass.

“Where is the mother?” Sonja asked, confusion in the question. “Is she Levi’s… I mean…how… Why isn’t she here now?”

“Connie was a surrogate,” he said, the alcohol slicking its way to his churning gut. “Both Levi and I contributed sperm. We didn’t know—didn’t want to know—whose sperm fertilized her egg. She was a wonderful young woman we found via a long, very secret search. There was no money involved. Just a promise to allow her to be a part of Isabella’s life if she wanted.”

“Was?” Sonja whispered. “Jesus, Corbin, please tell me you’re using past tense because—”

“Connie was killed in a car accident on the way to her last obstetrician’s appointment at the hospital. Isabella was due the following week. She was in labour when the paramedics found her trapped behind the wheel of her car.” He watched the tiny beads of residue champagne slide down the interior of his glass, pooling at the bottom. Talking about Isabella…about the accident…it felt like someone was ripping out his heart. “Neither Levi nor I were in the country at the time. We were both due back later that week. An SUV ran a red light and smashed into her, hitting the driver’s side door at approximately forty-six miles an hour. The paramedics arrived a few minutes before she died, strapped in her seat. They did all they could to try to deliver…to save Isabella, but…but they couldn’t. The story of our baby daughter died with them both. To this day, the media—the world—knows nothing of what Levi and I have lost.”

“Fuck…” Sonja breathed.

Corbin lifted his stare from his glass and returned it to the boats and sun and life beyond his deck.

“The funeral was a private one. The wake, somber. There were no other celebrities to draw attention to the proceedings. Just Levi, me, my family and the band. As far as we know, the only reason Carl Holston made an appearance was because he’d been tailing Nick. Thankfully, Rhodes, Nick’s bodyguard, ran him off without too much fuss.”

Sonja’s hand slipped from his back. He grabbed it before she could pull it away, needing the contact. Even if he couldn’t look at her, couldn’t bring himself to let her see the anguish in his face, he needed to feel the warmth of her palm against his.

He thought of the funeral, of Isabella. Of everything that happened after that fateful car accident. He and Levi had decided to keep their loss from the press. The world didn’t need to know of it. Levi had declared it for the best as he’d dressed for the funeral and Corbin had sat on the end of their bed, his eyes hot with tears.

And then Levi had told him crying would not bring Bella back and their relationship unraveled.

Licking at his dry lips, Corbin let out a ragged breath.

Levi didn’t want anyone knowing any of this, so why was Corbin telling Sonja now?

He didn’t know. He just needed her to understand. To not cast judgment on Levi. To…to share his grief.

Oh Christ, he needed someone to share his pain. After all these months…

A dry, hollow snort escaped him. He closed his eyes for a second before finally turning to face her. A wobbly smile pulled at his lips. “You know what Levi is like, Sonja. You know he doesn’t let anyone really…in to his heart. Doesn’t really let anyone see his soul. When Isabella died, when our daughter died, something inside him died too. But he wouldn’t share his hurt with me. I wanted to go through it together, to talk about it to each other. I didn’t want to be alone in my pain, my grief, and Levi was…is my world, my reason for breath, and I needed to be in the moment, no matter how fucking horrible it was, with him. I needed that. I needed to him to share it with me. I needed to know he was as affected by our loss as I was, but he wouldn’t let me feel it with him.”

“And your relationship fell apart?”

He nodded. The compassion and sorrow in her eyes tore at his control like raw strips of flesh from his body. “And our relationship fell apart. I don’t even know if Levi still…” He stopped. Shook his head. Swiped the back of his hand over his lips and turned back to the water.

“You’re wrong, Cor,” Sonja stated beside him, her hip nudging his, her fingers squeezing his hand. “About Levi not letting anyone in to his heart. You’re there. So there. Every time he looks at you, I can see it. He devours you with his eyes. He just…he’s just fucked up, is all.”

Corbin closed his eyes and slumped his shoulders. “And I can’t seem to un-fuck him. How can I when I still hurt so fucking much?”

“Hey.” Sonja touched his chin with gentle fingers. “Hey, Hollywood. Look at me.”

He resisted Sonja’s attempt to turn his head toward her. He couldn’t look at her now. Not when he could feel the hot sting of tears in the back of his eyes.

“Corbin,” she said, firm command in her soft voice. “Look at me.”

He did.

She cupped the back of his head with her other hand, tugged it down to hers until their foreheads pressed together. She gazed up at him, so close he could see the flecks of green in her blue eyes. “I’m here. For you. For you both. You don’t have to hurt any—”

He crushed her lips with his.

He couldn’t help himself. He couldn’t stop himself. The urge—no, the need—to kiss her didn’t just overwhelm him, it took utter control of him. The need to feel her lips move against his, the compelling urgency to taste her warmth with his tongue, to connect with her, live with her was the only thing that mattered.

He slanted his lips over hers. The unfamiliar texture of soft, full lips slicked with gloss—sweet, like strawberries—detonated in his brain. Soft lips, smooth skin, delicate perfume…no stubble or tickle of a beard. No scent of Levi’s Hugo Boss cologne. Just full, womanly lips, a floral scent, the subtle taste of strawberries and Sonja.

His head spun. His heart raced. His cock throbbed, flooded with eager blood. He buried a hand in her hair, wishing the champagne glass he held in the other wasn’t there. How could he hold her close with a glass in his hand?

Hold her?

Hold her?

Reality smashed into him. A fierce fist to his gut. He sucked in a gasp, tense with shocked disbelief, and then moaned—swirls of surreal pleasure filling his head—when Sonja parted her lips and stroked her tongue along his.

He moaned, captured her tongue with his mouth and thrust his hips forward, pressing his erection to the soft plane of her belly.

It was so different. So…so…unbelievably different.

She whimpered, leaning into him. Her breasts crushed to his chest and a current of alien response shot through him. Breasts. Full, round, tipped by hard nipples…

He dropped his champagne glass, uncaring that it shattered at their feet, and closed his palm over her breast. He needed to feel the amazing swell of all that flesh against his palm, like he needed to feel her lips on his.

Her breast melded to his hand, her nipple brushing the very centre of his palm.

And once again, reality hit him. Not a smashing fist this time, but a shearing blade through the exotic pleasure of the new. The different.

He jerked his hand away. Tore his lips from hers. Tightened his fist in her hair and squeezed his eyes shut. “Christ, Sonja,” he ground out, confusion and aching desire warring in his soul, his body. “I…I shouldn’t have done that.”

Her hot breath fanned his lips. Her heat radiated from her. Her thighs pressed to his. Her belly, to his erection. She didn’t say anything. Not a word.

Sucking in a steadying breath, he opened his eyes and gazed at her.

For a heartbeat. Just one. And then he was kissing her again.

He couldn’t stop. A fire blazed through him, uncontrollable and unquenchable.

Sonja groaned in capitulation to a pleasure he was suddenly awakened to, the sound low and raw and wonderful. He squeezed her breast, the sensation of all that soft fullness under his fingers, in his hand detonating fresh flares of tight heat in his groin.

It was so different. So heavy and lush and incredible. Nothing like holding and kissing Levi. Levi with his hard, muscular body. Levi with his flat nipples and sculpted six-pack.

Levi with his beard that rasped Corbin’s lips and chin as they kissed and felt like fucking heaven scratching against Corbin’s inner thighs as Levi sucked Corbin’s cock down to the balls…

Christ, if Levi were here with them, right at this second, touching him…watching them…Corbin would fucking blow in his jeans.

The wild thought ripped through him, as potent as the strange desire rushing at him. Desire to knead Sonja’s breast with his fingers. Desire to press his face to the crevice between her breasts and breathe in her scent.

Desire to suck her nipple into his mouth and hear her moan as he feasted on her womanly flesh and curves and bounty.

Fuck, he wanted to feel her taut nipple on his tongue. Wanted to see if her breast was as soft and sublime on his face as it was beneath his fingers and palm.

He pulled his hand away—a little—only to be stilled in his motion.

Sonja closed her fingers over his, capturing his hand to her breast, guiding him in a fierce massage of its full curve.

She lashed her tongue over his. Nipped at his bottom lip with her teeth. She rolled her hips, stroking the plane of her belly up and down his engorged cock that was trapped by the snug denim of his jeans.

Black stars of base pleasure bloomed in Corbin’s head at the ungentle pressure on his erection. He dragged his thumb over the distended tip of her nipple, reveling in the way she shuddered against his body. He was in awe of the tiny hitching whimpers she made at his touch.

Nothing like Levi’s growls of pleasure. Nothing like Levi’s restrained groans…

So different. And yet so exquisitely perfect. So…so…feminine. And lush. And soft. And…and…

Ripe.

Ripe and there. For him. For his pleasure.

For him to taste.

He tore his lips from hers, his breath a ragged pant, stared into her eyes—half shuttered by heavy lids and thick, dark lashes—and slipped his hand between the hem of her shirt and her side.

Flesh-on-flesh contact.

Sonja let out a soft moan.

Corbin gasped in a choppy breath. “Fuck, your skin is so smooth and soft,” he whispered, trailing his fingertips up over her ribs, stunned by the velvet heat of her body. The backs of his knuckles brushed something firm and scratchy and he swallowed, his hand growing still.

Bra.

The word floated through his head, a disconnected concept attached to a need he was still struggling to comprehend.

A shallow chuckle fell from Sonja’s lips. “It won’t burst.”

Corbin swallowed again, his throat tight. “I’ve…” He stopped. Licked his lips. “I’ve never…touched…a woman…”

“Ever?”

He shook his head at her astonished question.

The hand in the hair at his nape balled into a firmer grip. “Then let me be the first,” she murmured. Her blue eyes held him captive and, with a slow smile curving the lips he’d so thoroughly tasted, she slipped her other hand under her shirt and guided him to her lace-covered breast.

Her flesh against his palm was warm through her bra. Her nipple harder, more insistent. He groaned, undone by the unusual sensation of softness. And then she was dragging the cup of her bra aside, revealing her flesh utterly to his touch.

“Oh God,” he groaned as her nipple rasped the centre of his palm. He buried his face into the curve of her neck, his exclamation nothing more than a choked breath. “So soft…so…”

“Amazing to suck,” a deep male voice declared at Corbin’s left.

Levi’s voice. Dark with barely constrained emotion.

“But perhaps you know that already.”

Corbin jerked away from Sonja, yanking his hand from under her shirt with such haste he heard the rip of cotton. He spun to his lover, heat erupting in his core. Heat and guilt and something else. Something like…regret? Frustration?

Confusion?

He stared at Levi, registering the greedy lust in Levi’s eyes, even as he saw the wretched pain.

“Levi,” he whispered, watching the man he loved regard him. His partner in everything.

Everything except this.

Christ Almighty, what had he done?


Chapter Ten

“You’ve been busy, I see?”

Levi studied them both, sliding his stare from Corbin, to Sonja and back to Corbin. His heart thumped fast against his ribs, a violent beat too fast and loud. His head throbbed. But not as much as his cock. His cock throbbed with conflicted arousal.

Watching his lover kiss Sonja, watching Corbin feel her up, had instantly turned his cock to a steel pole. And torn his heart apart.

Two weeks away from Corbin, following another possible replacement for Nick that once again didn’t pan out, had made him realize—more than ever—he couldn’t live without Corbin. He didn’t just miss Corbin while in Seattle, he’d ached for him. A visceral empty pain he’d barely survived. He’d thought about him every waking moment, wondering what he was doing, if he was okay. Often he found himself day-dreaming about the little girl lost to them, pictured Corbin blowing raspberries on her belly as he changed her nappy, pictured his lover chaperoning her on her first date, seeing him oh so clearly pacing the floors as he waited for her to return.

Those daydreams had filled him with both melancholy sadness and warm happiness. He wanted nothing more than to live them. Strangely, with each one, Sonja figured in more and more. Maybe it was because he’d always feared he and Corbin may be depriving Isabella of a mother. Maybe it was because he had no trouble remembering how wonderful Sonja was, how much he’d loved her as a screwed-up teenager.

But when he’d closed his eyes…his dreams had shifted. Fucked with him. Turned from wicked fantasies of making love to Corbin and Sonja—feisty, in-your-face Sonja—to nightmares of his father. Nightmares of the fists, the belt…the abuse.

He’d hated the sun sinking each night. Hated what was to come when he fell asleep. Hated that his hate tainted his moments on Skype with Corbin.

So he’d decided to come home. To tell his lover everything.

And he’d walked in on Corbin and Sonja making out. On the deck. Where anyone could watch. Or photograph them.

Is that what’s really pissed you off?

He ground his teeth. It wasn’t. It was the turgid mix of jealousy and arousal consuming him. He had no fucking clue what to do with it. How to react to it.

Grinding his teeth, he glared at them both.

“Levi.” Corbin’s voice flayed his sanity. “We…I was…Sonja…”

“Someone’s got to be here.” Sonja narrowed her eyes at him. He recognized the defiant challenge in them, though why she was pissed at him he couldn’t fathom. “Seeing as you took off.”

“Be here for what?” he questioned. He took in the ice bucket, bottle of Moët in it and the empty glass on the table. Noticed the shattered glass at their feet. “To get drunk?”

“I finished the script,” Corbin said.

Levi studied him. “Why have you been crying?”

“Because he’s grieving, for fuck’s sake,” Sonja snapped, balling her fists at her shoulders. “Jesus, Stan. Who are you now? The Levi I know wouldn’t have dismissed the death of his child without a tear, no matter how tightly wound his emotions—”

Levi’s blood ran cold. His whole body chilled. His breath choked him. A loud roar filled his head, dark and absolute. “You told her?” he whispered, staring at Corbin.

“I did.”

Corbin’s statement lashed at his nerves. He flinched, looking at his lover. “Why?”

The question left him on a breath. Every molecule in his body seemed to be on fire and yet, at the same time numb. How was that even possible?

Corbin stepped toward him, his shoes crunching the shattered glass under his feet. “Losing a baby you’ve never held in your arms but loved with all your heart fucks you up, Levi. Fucks you up, rips you apart, messes with your head and eats at your soul. But if you’re a guy—even a gay guy—the last thing you’re allowed to show is your grief. Which fucks you up even more. And I didn’t want to be fucked up. But you wouldn’t share your pain with me, babe. I told Sonja because I’ve needed to talk about it since the funeral and she was here.”

Levi drove his nails into his palms. “Of course she was here.”

“Hey, you brought me into your life, Stan,” she snapped. His gut clenched as she stepped up beside Corbin and took his hand in hers. “Don’t be getting pissed at Corbin for your stupidity.”

He cocked an eyebrow. “Bringing you into my life was stupid?”

She narrowed her eyes. “No, being an arsehole to the man you love is.”

“Fuck you, Sonny,” he snarled.

“Fuck you too, Levistan,” she shot back. “You know, when we were going out, you made it damn near impossible to get to know what you were feeling. That made it fucking hard to be your girlfriend, but I was your girlfriend and I loved being it because despite the barriers you put around your heart, you were wonderful to be with. Caring, funny. Kind. You may not have shared what you were feeling, but you made me feel amazing. Where the fuck has that Levi gone? This new Levi I’m seeing before me is a wanker. An uncaring, emotionless wanker who only wants things to go his way.”

“Fuck you,” Levi repeated, the knot in his gut twisting until he could barely draw breath. “You don’t have any clue what I’m feeling, what I’m thinking.”

“We would if you told us!” she shouted. Shouted. Anyone within a mile’s radius must have heard her. “Fuck a duck, Stan, we want to help you. We want to see your smile. We want to help you find the joy in your soul again. Corbin wants it so much he’s willing to sleep with me. But if this is the way you’re going to carry on…” She shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. “I’m sorry, but I didn’t sign up for this shit.”

She turned to Corbin. “I’m sorry, Cor,” she murmured, cupping his jaw in one palm before brushing her lips over his in a soft kiss.

An inferno of instant lust and unfathomable need ignited deep in Levi’s very core. His cock throbbed. His throat slammed shut.

And then Sonja shoved past him, her shoulder slamming into his, her glare hot. Angry. Defiant.

Accusatory.

He couldn’t let her go.

Twisting at the waist, he snared her wrist, the rage at Corbin’s betrayal of their privacy infused with a hunger so raw and dark he couldn’t contain it. “Hey,” he growled, refusing to let her go. “Where’s my kiss?”

“Fu—”

He captured her curse with a brutal kiss. Took possession of her lips with his, demanding with his tongue and teeth that she surrender to him.

She didn’t. Which only fed his lust even more. His need to dominate and control. His life was a mess, his emotions threatened to overwhelm him, undo him, but he’d be fucked if he was going to surrender to that chaos. Be fucked if he was going to let it expose him. Make him vulnerable. She would kowtow to his needs, his wants, and so would Corbin.

Then he could lock his heart away again and—

She shoved him away with enough force to send him stumbling backward.

“Levi.” Corbin caught him, his hands warm and firm on his arms. “Please…”

Levi stared at Sonja, pulling air into his lungs in sharp inhalations. She stared back, her eyes conflicted, her breasts heaving, her nipples hard points beneath her shirt.

“Babe,” Corbin murmured behind him, torment in his voice as he smoothed his palm up Levi’s arm to cup his biceps. “Please…just…”

Pulse pounding, chest a hot ball of constricting pressure, Levi turned to face him. “Please what, Corbin?”

Corbin’s Adam’s apple jerked up and down his throat. His blue eyes remained focused on Levi. “Make love to me. Make love to us. Be with us. Please?”

The request sheared through the rage simmering in Levi’s core. Undid him. More surely than his turbulent emotions.

He gazed into Corbin’s eyes, petrified of finding uncertainty. Instead, he found trust. As always, trust.

His gut churned. His heart hammered. “Sonny?” he rasped, his throat a dusty vice.

“Is still here,” Corbin answered without breaking eye contact. “Doesn’t that tell you something? Doesn’t that tell you she wants—”

Levi didn’t let him finish. He buried his hands in the thick hair at the back of Corbin’s head and brought their mouths together.

Their tongues slicked over each other, battled. Mated. There was nothing gentle or hesitant about the kiss. It was just raw, open, exposed urgency and need. Levi needed Corbin, not just in his arms, not just in his bed. Needed him on a level there were no words to describe.

He fisted his hands tighter in Corbin’s hair and deepened the kiss, letting it turn savage.

Corbin groaned into his mouth, the solid ridge nudging Levi’s groin telling him exactly how affected Corbin was. Levi’s head swum. He sucked on Corbin’s tongue as he drove his hips forward, grinding his jeans-trapped erection to his lover’s thick hard-on. The friction, the pressure, the mere contact of their cocks rubbing together, even with thin shields of denim between them, sent shards of searing heat into his core. He growled, raking his hands down Levi’s back. Yanking at the hem of his shirt. Damn near tearing it in his impatience to feel Corbin’s skin.

He drove his hands under the loose cotton, smoothing them up Corbin’s back. His lover’s flesh felt like silk. Warm silk.

A shudder rocked through him. His cock pulsed.

And then someone cleared their throat behind him. A woman.

Befuddled confusion tickled Levi’s molten arousal. A woman?

“I’m going to go,” Sonja said, her voice choked.

“No,” Corbin ground out.

Levi turned to look at her, grabbing Corbin’s hand as he did so and sliding it down the front of his jeans until his lover’s fingers covered his dick. “You’re not going anywhere, Sonny.”

Blue eyes flickered. She leveled a direct stare at him. He could tell she was doing her best to hide her response to what she’d just watched. He wanted to tell her she was doing a woeful job. Her pupils were dilated. Her breath was shallow.

“I still think you’re a fucking wanker, Stan.”

“I am a fucking wanker, Sonny,” he responded. “But that doesn’t stop you wanting to fuck me, does it? And I know you want to fuck Corbin.”

He flattened his hand over his groin, pressing Corbin’s fingers harder to his aching cock. “And I want to watch you when you do.”

Behind him, face buried into the crook of his neck, Corbin moaned softly, his erection nudging the crevice between Levi’s arse cheeks. “Levi, please…”

A lick of self-hate stole through Levi. Cold and unsettling. Why was he being such a prick to Sonja?

Because she knows you, Levi. She knows you and always has. And now she’s holding a mirror up to you and you see it all. And it fucking petrifies you that Corbin will see it all as well. Even as you want him to. Even as you want her to become the bridge that brings you back together. You want to use her, Levi. As much as you want to fall in love with her again. And that makes you vulnerable.

“Come here, Sonny,” he ordered, working Corbin’s fingers on his throbbing shaft beneath the course denim of his jeans. “Now.”

She stood motionless. Didn’t so much as blink. “We’re outside, Stan.”

“I don’t fucking care.”

Corbin’s cock twitched at the crevice of Levi’s arse.

Levi stared at her.

He knew she was his the second she caught her bottom lip with her teeth. He saw her swallow. Saw her lick her lips. And then she crossed the four steps between them—the chasm between reality and fantasy—and stood before him.

“Kiss me,” he ordered, the words a strained breath. “I want Cor to watch your lips on mine.”

Corbin’s grip on Levi’s cock grew firmer. A painful caress that sent potent pleasure into Levi’s balls.

For a split second, no longer than it took Sonja to blink, he thought she was going to defy him. Wretched confusion and hollow grief tore at him, and then she rose onto her tiptoes, cupped his face in her soft, warm hands and pressed her lips—open-mouthed—to his.

He melted into her kiss, Corbin’s pulsing grip on his erection heightening the pleasure surging through him. She swirled her tongue against his, coaxed it into her mouth and sucked it hard. Nothing about the kiss was hesitant or uncertain. Levi’s head swam with carnal euphoria. It seemed little had changed about Sonja since their teenage years. When she decided to do something, it was a case of go hard or go home.

And she wasn’t going home.

Which made Levi very, very hard.

Behind him, body pressed to Levi’s back, Corbin groaned, his breath hot on Levi’s cheek. Levi knew his lover watched Sonja’s assault on his mouth. Could feel how much it affected Corbin with every jerk and throb of his erection rammed to Levi’s butt. The physical response sent fresh desire into Levi’s cock, making it spasm in Corbin’s hand.

“Fuck,” Corbin ground out in Levi’s ear, his lips a hot caress on Levi’s skin. “You’re so hard.” He swiped his tongue into Levi’s ear, detonating a cascade of exquisite sensation through Levi.

Levi moaned into Sonja’s mouth, capturing one of her breasts with a strong hand as he snared the hair at the back of Corbin’s neck with the other. Searing pleasure engulfed him. As Corbin squeezed and pumped his cock, Sonja fucked his mouth with her tongue. As Corbin ravished his jaw, his throat, his ear with wickedly hot lips, Sonja scraped her thumbnail over his nipple, teasing the tight tip of sensitive flesh through his shirt.

Levi had never experienced anything like it. It took command of him, controlled him. His knees trembled, his pulse pounded. When Corbin nipped his earlobe at the exact moment Sonja pinched his nipple, a shard of wet electricity shot through him, sinking into his balls.

Christ, he was going to come. In his jeans. On the deck. Out in public. For the world to see.

He tore his mouth free of Sonja’s and sucked in a ragged breath, grabbing at her hand on his chest to still its delicious torture of his nipple. “We need to go inside,” he rasped, fighting for control, denying the overwhelming urge to surrender to the molten need flowing through his body.

Blue eyes gazed up at him, fogged with impatient desire. “Told you that earlier. Should have listened to me.”

He chuckled. “I forgot how bossy you try to get during sex.” He twisted his head to grin at Corbin. “You ready to see how Sonja tries to defy me, Cor?”

Corbin dragged his thumb across the tip of Levi’s erection, his stare on Sonja. “I look forward to it.”

Sonja snorted, stepping backward. “Are we going to fuck, or are we going to stand out here and talk?”

Levi turned back to her. “Oh, Sonny, you have no idea how much we’re going to fuck.”

Corbin squeezed his cock one last time before withdrawing his hand from Levi’s jeans. An empty loss sliced through Levi at the absence of his lover’s fingers wrapped around his length. He pulled a slow breath, fighting to calm his urgent want. He never surrendered to it, not until he’d made Corbin come. He wouldn’t surrender to it now until Sonja came as well. Then, only then, would he relinquish control of his release.

With a quick scan of the area around them, he snared Sonja by the wrist and strode into the apartment, Corbin at his side. A cautious part of his mind—the part that normally ruled his actions—wondered if they’d been watched or photographed. The rest of his mind didn’t fucking care. Not when he was about to lose himself in the bliss of Corbin and Sonja’s bodies. In their warmth. Their pleasure.

He moved to the low black sofa, directing Sonja to stand before him. Corbin followed, the heat radiating from his body a subtle kiss on Levi’s flesh. Sliding his attention to his lover, he met Corbin’s waiting gaze. “Undress her.”

“I can undress my—”

Corbin stepped forward and pressed two fingers to Sonja’s lips, halting her indignant response. “Shhh.”

Levi curled his lips. His cock throbbed at Corbin’s gentle admonishment. “Do you remember what turned me on the most about making love to you, Sonny?”

She flicked him a look. “My tits?”

He let her hear his low chuckle. “I can tell you remember. It’s in your eyes. Say it. Tell me what turned me on the most when we used to fuck as teenagers.”

Her breasts rose and fell. Her breath grew shallow. “Dominating me,” she answered. “Of course, I didn’t know that’s what it was called back then. It was just you…being in charge, taking control.”

“Nothing’s changed,” he said, holding her stare. An elemental heat thrummed through him. “The thought of taking control of you, Sonja, of being in charge of your pleasure, even as I control Corbin’s…” He closed his eyes as a wave of tight pressure claimed his groin. “Undress her, Cor,” he repeated, opening his eyes to gaze at his lover. “And lick every inch of flesh you uncover as you do so.”

Corbin turned to face Sonja. Levi noticed the muscles of his jaw bunched. And then he moved his hands to Sonja’s hips and slipped his fingers under the hem of her shirt.

Sonja sucked in a swift breath, her focus on Corbin’s face. Her nipples grew to points, straining against the material of her shirt. Levi’s mouth filled with saliva at the thought of suckling them, of Corbin suckling them. His cock jerked in his jeans, a painful throb, as Corbin slowly, slowly inched Sonja’s shirt up over her ribs, her breasts, her head.

For a giddy moment, when Sonja’s arms were imprisoned by the garment, Levi came close to telling him to stop. She stood before Corbin, her arms extended above her head, her forearms and hands trapped by cotton, her breasts uplifted, her lips parted. The baby-pink lace of her bra mocked the tight, grunge-black denim of her jeans in a delicious contradiction.

He opened his mouth, ready to tell Corbin to leave her the way she was.

And bit back a groan when Corbin did that very thing.

With a ragged intake of breath, his lover skimmed his palms over Sonja’s ribcage, the touch almost reverent. That he was touching a woman’s body seemed to stir something deep inside him. His nostrils flared and his hands shook. When he came to the swell of her breasts, barely encased in skimpy pink lace, his lips parted.

He stood motionless for a moment, his palms cupping Sonja’s flesh, his thumbs hovering over her taut nipples, his stare locked on her face.

Levi’s cock throbbed at the sight. It was powerful. Evocative.

Glorious.

Perfect.

“Lick them,” he ordered, every nerve ending in his body on fire.

Corbin’s nostrils flared again. His Adam’s apple jerked up and down once, and then he bent at the waist and stroked his tongue first over Sonja’s left breast, from underswell to puckered nipple, and then the right.

Levi couldn’t contain his groan. Fuck, had he ever seen anything so arousing? He didn’t think so. “Again,” he rasped.

Once more, Corbin painted Sonja’s breast with his tongue, lingering longer on her nipples this time. Sonja whimpered, her belly hitching.

As Levi watched, Corbin turned his attention to the rest of her exposed torso, licking and nipping a path over her ribs, down the shallow line of her flat stomach, to her navel.

She let out a gasping little giggle when he flicked his tongue into her belly-button, her eyes closing, her arms trembling above her head.

When Corbin lowered himself to his knees, kneading her breasts with growing pressure as he explored the area of skin beneath her navel with his lips, Levi barely resisted the urge to unzip his fly and release his engorged cock. He ground his teeth instead, refusing his body’s need. Not until Corbin and Sonja had come. Only then…

Torturous, exquisite moments later, Corbin rose to his feet again, dragging his chest up Sonja’s body until their faces aligned. He caught her bottom lip with his, pulling it away from her teeth a little before swiping his tongue into her mouth.

Levi drove his nails into the centre of his palms, the searing lust in his blood making his body ache at the sight. “Again.”

Corbin did as commanded, this time inching his hands up Sonja’s raised arms until he’d completely removed her shirt. He tossed the item of clothing aside, moving his lips to her throat as he gripped a fistful of her hair and tugged her head backward a fraction.

“Oh, fuck,” Sonja groaned, eyes closing. “You do this so well, Cor.”

“I’ve learned from the master,” he answered.

Molten heat filled Levi’s core at the statement. He watched Corbin ravish Sonja’s throat and chin and then lick his tongue into her open mouth, only to pull away when she tried to meet the kiss. Levi recognized his own moves—those he’d used on Corbin many times. It was beyond arousing to witness. It was powerful. Potent.

Christ, everything about this was incredible. He’d never felt so…so…alive.

Unable to stop himself, he moved his hand to his trapped erection, grinding his palm-heel up and down its solid length.

Soon.

But not yet.

With a whimper, Sonja leant toward Corbin, pained pleasure etched on her face. Corbin stepped away, snaring her hands from above her head as he did so. He moved one to his lips, kissing the palm before—with a flicking glance at Levi—tracing a line up the inside of her arm to the crook of her elbow. He spent a long minute there, nibbling on her flesh. She whimpered again, eyebrows knitting, stare locked on his head.

Levi noticed she rubbed her thighs together and a hot lick of lust shot through him at the thought of her clit, swollen with blood and want, encased in the pink folds of her sex.

Christ, he wanted to see Corbin suck on that tiny button. Wanted to hear her cry out with pleasure as his lover worshipped her pussy.

He shifted his feet, his heart a rapid tattoo, his chest tight. “Remove her jeans, Cor.”

Corbin slid a heavy glance his way, nodded once and then dropped to his knees. He hooked his fingers into Sonja’s waistband and tugged her closer to him. So close he could press his lips to her belly. He trailed a ring of kisses over her flesh, releasing her belt buckle and popping her fly all the while. When Sonja raked her fingers through Corbin’s hair, Levi shook his head. “No. Put your hands behind your back, Sonny.”

She shot him a glare, her breath shallow.

He met her stare. “Behind your back, Sonja. You will not touch him until I say you can.”

At her belly, Corbin groaned.

Sonja pulled a choppy breath and did as commanded.

Hot desire surged through Levi and he nodded. “Good girl.” He lowered his gaze to his lover.

Corbin’s eyes met his for a moment, and as always during their lovemaking, Levi was undone by the sheer trust and love he saw in them. “Keep going,” he said, his voice far from steady.

Corbin drew his own breath and then returned his focus to Sonja’s jeans. He moved his hands to the parted denim of her open fly and shucked her jeans down over her hips.

Levi’s gut knotted as Sonja’s lower body was exposed to his hungry gaze. Her pubic hair was a perfectly trimmed thin line of dark honey, her flesh creamy smooth. On her right hipbone was a small tattoo of what looked like a cross between a My Little Pony and a dragon, sneezing out a spray of tiny red hearts. It was adorable and sexy at the same time and Levi’s fingers itched to trace its shape.

Corbin did just that, first with his index finger and then with the tip of his tongue. “Oh, fuck,” Sonja gasped, lifting her face toward the ceiling. “I don’t think I’ve ever been this fucking horny.”

Levi ran a slow gaze over her profile, down over her glorious breasts, still held captive by the pink lace of her bra, along the flat line of her belly to the sight of Corbin’s tongue on the ink dragon. She looked divine. A creature forged by the gods for his pleasure. His and Corbin’s. “It’s only the beginning,” he said, his cock an agonizing pole of impatient need. “Wait until I’m sucking on your tits while Corbin fucks you with his tongue…or until I’m fucking your arse and Cor is pounding into your tight, wet pussy…”

“Jesus, Stan,” she ground out, eyes squeezing shut. “If you don’t shut up I’m going to slam you to the ground and grind my cunt to your face.”

“Man, I want to see that,” Corbin groaned at her hip.

Levi chuckled. “Maybe I’ll let you do that, Sonny. But while you’re writhing on my face, you’ll be sucking Cor’s cock.”

“Gladly,” she shot back, eyes ablaze.

“Gladly,” Corbin echoed.

Levi pulled a steadying breath. “But not until I say so. For now, I have to wonder why she isn’t naked, Cor.”

With a growl, Corbin yanked Sonja’s jeans and panties all the way down her legs.

“Good,” Levi murmured. “Now lick between her legs. I want to see you taste her.”

Corbin obeyed the command. He parted Sonja’s firmly toned thighs with his fingers and, without delay, stroked his tongue over the seam of her pussy.

“Ohhh,” Sonja cried out, a shudder wracking her body. “God, oh God…”

“Does she taste good, Cor?” Levi asked, unable to tear his stare from the sight of his lover’s mouth on her sex. “Does she taste like you’d expect a woman to taste? Like musk and wine?”

Corbin didn’t answer. His head moved at Sonja’s groin, his eyes closed.

“Corbin,” Levi spoke, his balls two globes of swollen rapture. “Tell me how Sonny tastes.”

With a growl, Corbin moved. So fast he took Levi by surprise. One moment Corbin was licking Sonja out, the next he was balling his fist in Levi’s hair and invading his mouth with his tongue.

The aggression of the kiss detonated an explosion of fierce pleasure in Levi. He groaned, buried his hands in Corbin’s hair and feasted on his lover’s lips and tongue, the taste of Sonja’s cream turning the kiss to something beyond Levi’s comprehension.

Something so right that its perfection stole his breath.

This. This.

The awed thought—expressed in a single word—filled his head. His soul. It wasn’t until he felt Corbin’s pumping fingers on his erection that he realized his lover had released his cock.

Pleasure blasted through him. Undid him. He pulled away, fighting himself as he did so. Oh, to surrender to it now. To relinquish control to Corbin, to Sonja…

“Corbin,” he ground out, stilling Corbin’s hand with a tight grip on his wrist. “That’s not how it goes.”

“You wanted to know how she tastes,” Corbin whispered. “I just wanted to share.”

Levi stared into his eyes, enrapt by the raw desire he saw in their blue depths. “Tell me what she tastes like.”

“Different,” Corbin answered, his voice shaky.

“Do you like it?”

Behind Corbin, Sonja watched them both.

Corbin licked his lips, his gaze never leaving Levi’s. “I’m not sure.”

Levi’s chest tightened. He had never felt such a moment of beautiful perfection as this, but if Corbin didn’t enjoy it…he would not push him. He loved him too much to do so. “Not sure?” he repeated, aching.

The corners of Corbin’s lips twitched. “I think I need another taste.”

And he turned back to Sonja, closed the minute distance between them, dropped to his knees once more and thrust his tongue into her folds.


Chapter Eleven

Holy crap. Corbin’s tongue was incredible. For a guy who’d never gone down on a woman before, he was doing a fucking amazing job of propelling her headfirst toward a soul-shattering orgasm. Of course, the fact Levi was directing him only added to the explosive intensity of the situation.

“Suck on her clit.” Levi’s low command sent a ripple of carnal delight through Sonja’s body.

She opened her eyes, the speed at which she was drowning in total pleasure unsettling her a little. “How the fuck is he going to know where my clit is, Stan? Half the straight guys I’ve slept with can’t find the—holy shit!”

Concentrated ecstasy detonated in Sonja’s core as Corbin sucked her clitoris into his mouth. “Holy shit!” Her knees buckled. She closed her eyes, driving her nails into her palms behind her back. She wanted desperately to tangle her fingers in Corbin’s thick hair but didn’t. The silken anchor would help her survive the rush of his mouth and tongue on her sex—in her sex—but Levi had instructed she keep her hands behind her back and she remembered what happened during sex when she broke his rules. He would punish her. She had no doubt if she touched Corbin, Levi would command his lover remove his tongue from between her legs. He would order Corbin to cease the amazing, incredible, mind-blowing tongue-fucking and leave her trembling on the cusp of an orgasm.

Brutal punishment so rapturously pleasurable she almost came at the thought.

Almost.

With more willpower than she thought she possessed, she forced the throbbing pressure in her core down.

Levi’s punishment for touching Corbin would be delicious torture. His punishment for coming without permission however…

A ripple of wanton, dark delight claimed her. Oh God, she remembered what that was like. It was pleasure incarnate and dominating control.

“Sink your thumb into her pussy, Cor,” Levi instructed, his voice strained. Sonja’s heart thumped fast. Good, his control was as frayed as hers. “While you’re sucking her clit, bury your thumb inside her wet heat and feel the tightness of her inner walls. Experience what a woman feels like when she’s so turned-on she’s almost dripping with cream.”

Corbin followed the command, letter for letter. He smoothed a hand higher up her inner thigh until his fingertips brushed her slit. She hitched in a shuddery breath, opening her eyes to stare of the ceiling. The dappled reflection of the water outside danced across the white surface. She studied it, clinging to the last vestiges of control. If Corbin stroked her G-spot with his thumb while discovering what a woman’s sex was like, she was done. There would be no way to prevent her orgasm. She could only hope he had no clue what he was…

“F-uck!” she burst out, slamming her hips forward when Corbin slid his thumb inside her sex and dragged it over her hyper-sensitive feminine muscles.

In response, he caught her clit between his teeth and nipped at the exact second he pressed a fingertip to the puckered hole of her anus.

“Fuck,” she cried out again, her lower body on fire. “Oh fuck, Corbin, d-don’t…again…so good. Going to come if…if you do that…again.” The plea for mercy left her on a series of violent gasps and pants.

He did it again, pressed on her rear entry with greater insistence as he wriggled his thumb inside her.

Sonja bucked her hips hard to his face once more, sinking her nails into her palms, eyes squeezed shut. She shook her head. Licked her lips. Fought for air as pleasure engulfed her. “Corbin, fuck, man, are you sure…sure you’ve never…never done this…before?”

“He is incredible, isn’t he?” Levi murmured at her side. Closer than he’d been when she’d closed her eyes. He skimmed his warm fingers down between her breasts, to her navel. Lower. “Imagine what it will be like when he’s had more practice. After he’s made you come this way two or three times.”

Sonja’s groan rumbled deep in her throat. She scrunched up her face, the wicked thought of Corbin bringing her to climax with his mouth, tongue, finger and thumb almost propelling her over the edge.

“Open your eyes and look at me, Sonny.”

She shook her head at Levi’s demand, biting on her bottom lip.

Between her thighs, Corbin laved her clit and folds with his tongue. He stroked her inner walls over and over with his thumb. Massaged her anus with a tip of a firm finger. He pressed on it in pulsing little stabs until he dipped inside.

“Oh God,” she moaned, trembling. “Oh God, Levi, I want to come. Please let me come.”

“Open your eyes and look at me, Sonja.”

She did as Levi instructed, knowing it would be her undoing. Knowing she would be defenseless against the very fact she looked at him while Corbin’s tongue and flesh penetrated her most intimate of places.

Dark eyes regarded her, ablaze with hunger. “Perfect,” he murmured. “Tell me you’ve never felt more aroused.”

She licked her lip, hitching in a whimper as Corbin stabbed his tongue deeper into her pussy. “I’ve never felt more aroused.”

The hunger in Levi’s eyes flared hotter. “Tell me this is perfect.”

“This is perfect,” she echoed on a breathless whisper.

Levi smiled a tormented, triumphant smile, his fingers combing through Corbin’s hair in the very way Sonja’s fingers itched to do so, as if proving his control over them both. “Now come on my lover’s face, Sonny. Let him taste your pleasure.”

He hadn’t finished giving her permission to orgasm before Sonja did.

It hit her in a wave of constricting heat and flooding rapture. It weakened her knees and stole her breath. She stumbled backward, only to be steadied by Corbin’s strong grip on her hips. He held her still, sucking on her clit in tiny pulses of fierce pressure before plunging his tongue back into her clenching sex. With each suck and lick, he propelled her higher and higher towards another release. She groaned and, unable to obey Levi any longer, buried her hands in his hair.

“Jesus,” she gasped, “I’m coming again.”

Her second orgasm smashed through her. Her knees shook again. Her hips bucked, control of her body lost to the pleasure of Corbin’s tongue in her pussy, on her clit.

She fisted his hair, threw her head back and held on, pummeled by wave after wave of intense pleasure and shuddering release. She’d never experienced a climax like it.

“Holy fuck,” she rasped a lifetime later as Corbin withdrew from her sex with one last, slow lick. “Holy fuck.” She opened her eyes and looked down at him, her throat tight, her heart wild.

He gazed up at her, the product of her orgasm glistening on his lips and chin. A question shone in his eyes, an uncertainty.

The realization Corbin had never done that before laced through Sonja’s post-climax haze. Did he enjoy it? Did licking her to orgasm turn him on? Her tummy knotted and she reached a trembling hand for his face, touching her fingertips to his cheek. “I…” She stopped. Swallowed. “I feel like I should say something profound right now.”

The corners of his mouth twitched. A little. “What you really want to do is ask me if I enjoyed doing that to you.”

She nodded, her breath caught in her throat. Fuck, what did she do if he said no? What would Levi do?

Corbin’s smile grew wider. “Remember that conversation we had about sexual tension?”

Sonja dipped her head in a simple nod again.

“That conversation’s got nothing on the tension I’m feeling right now. Look.” He leant back a fraction and pointed at his groin. His erection tented his jeans, an unmistakable testament to his arousal. He grinned up at her. “See what I mean?”

She laughed. “I do.”

“Good,” Levi murmured from beside them. “Because now I want you to fuck him with your mouth.”

Sonja’s heart thumped fast into her throat. She cast Levi a steady gaze, determined not to let him see how his direction affected her. The thought of going down on Corbin, on being the first woman to ever give him head, to be the first female to make him come, make him erupt… Oh boy, her pussy fluttered and constricted and pulsed just thinking about it. “And what are you going to do, Stan?” she asked, forcing an almost confrontational tone to her voice.

Dark heart flared in his eyes and he folded his arms over his broad chest. “Watch.”

“What if Corbin doesn’t want—”

“I do.”

Sonja turned away from Levi and studied Corbin. He stood before her, almost eye to eye, watching her with that playful smile on his lips she found so wonderful. “I’ve thought about what your mouth would feel like sliding over my cock since we ate breakfast and talked about cuffing characters to chairs. But I want you to do it completely naked. Just like Levi ordered at the beginning.”

Before she could respond to the astonishing confession, Corbin stepped forward. He reached behind her back for her bra clasp, his chest and erection brushing her boobs and belly as he did so. The contact, though awkward, was thoroughly arousing, and Sonja had to bite her lip to suppress the low moan threatening to escape her. Her nipples pinched tight. Her pussy squeezed around a dick that wasn’t there.

“Errr,” he said after a second of fiddling with the clip, gazing into her eyes, his grin sheepish. “This is harder than it looks. How the hell do you women do this every day?”

Sonja laughed. Inside, her belly was a mass of excited nerves. She twisted her arms behind her back, the action causing her nipples to rub against his chest, released the clasp and then lowered her arms to her side.

The lacy cups of her bra slid from her breasts, revealing her flesh to both men.

“Fuck, I always did love your tits,” Levi murmured.

“I’ve found myself growing rather pre-occupied with them as well,” Corbin said, slowly dragging her bra down her forearms until it dropped past her hands and fell to the floor. He may have kicked it away, or shoved it aside with his foot. She wasn’t sure. Had no real way of knowing, given that she couldn’t stop watching him gaze at her breasts. “I know it’s Sonja’s turn to make me come, babe,” he continued, his voice low and husky, his American accent deliciously…American, “but can I just…” He brushed his thumbs over the tip of her nipples.

Shards of white-hot pleasure shot through Sonja from the tentative contact. She hitched in a breath, undone by the entranced awe on his face.

“Do you want to suck them?”

Corbin nodded at Levi’s question.

Sonja’s belly fluttered. Her pussy throbbed.

“Okay, but only one.”

An anguished groan tore from Corbin’s throat at Levi’s restriction. He slid his stare back and forth between her left and right breast, frowning. He brushed his thumbs over her nipples again, licking his bottom lip.

“Next time I will suck the other at the same time,” Levi offered.

Wet electricity surged through Sonja’s veins, an image of both Corbin and Levi worshipping her breasts with their mouths filling her head. Christ, at this rate, she was going to come again. Without anyone touching—

Corbin leant forward and took her right nipple into his mouth, drawing it deep past his teeth with unrelenting suction.

“Oh, yeah,” she gasped, cupping the back of his head and bowing her neck. “Oh yeah.”

He rolled his tongue over her nipple, flicked its tip and then sucked on its form again.

Again, Sonja gasped in response. “That feels so good.”

“He sucks on my nipples sometimes,” Levi moved to stand behind Corbin, gazing into Sonja’s eyes. His stare was arresting, but she didn’t miss the way he smoothed his hands over Corbin’s hips. Down to his groin. She watched him slide Corbin’s fly open, listening to his every word as Corbin suckled on her breast.

“He draws it into his mouth and bites on it in a series of little nips.” His hand disappeared into the opening of Corbin’s fly. She knew he gripped Corbin’s cock when Corbin pulled in a sharp breath through his nose and sank his teeth into her nipple.

Sonja couldn’t suppress her shaky whimper. She’d had men suck and bite her nipples before—hell, Levi himself had been the very first—but nothing compared to this. Corbin nibbling and drawing on her flesh while Levi pumped his cock at the same time, staring into her eyes.

It was surreal. It was the stuff of erotic novels. Hot ones. Wild ones. Ones with uninhibited heroines and sultry, confident men.

Fuck, she was living a novel. And she loved it. Perhaps this was what fate had been preparing her for? Giving her a job as an editor of erotic romance so she could surrender to it completely in reality?

If that was the case, bravo fate. Well done.

“He’s so hard, Sonny.” Levi’s right shoulder bunched, as did his right biceps. At her breast, Corbin moaned. “Hard and thick and big. He’s ready for you to suck. I can feel his pre-come smearing under my thumb. Are you ready to make him come with your mouth?”

Sonny could only nod. Whatever capability she had to form words—those quick quips of barbed snark she used so often as a shield—had deserted her. Replaced with a ravenous hunger.

Without another word, Levi stepped away from Corbin.

With equal silence, Sonja pressed her palms to Corbin’s shoulders. Her nipple popped from his mouth, the room’s cool air licking its moistened form. It puckered harder, an exquisite ache that fed the urgent desire deep in her belly.

When Corbin’s gaze met hers again, she could barely contain her moan. Never had she seen such open pleasure on a man’s face. Ever.

“Drop to your knees, Sonny,” Levi ordered, once more watching them from the side. “And free Cor’s massive cock.”

She knelt on the floor, raking her hands down Corbin’s torso as she did so until they found his belt buckle. With an impatient tug on the leather, his belt was released. Next she popped the button of his waistband. But before she could part the denim of his jeans, his cock jutted free through the opening.

“Oh God,” she whispered. “You are massive.”

He was. Long and thick—thicker than any guy she’d ever slept with—and venous, with a deep-purple domed head, on top of which beaded a tiny pearl of moisture.

She couldn’t help herself. Without Levi’s permission, she closed her fingers around Corbin’s length and licked the drop of pre-come from his taut flesh.

“Goddamn!” Corbin bucked his hips forward at the soft stroke. His cock pulsed in her grip. “Shit. Do it again.”

But Sonja didn’t, waiting instead for Levi’s permission. Levi who studied her, his nostrils flaring, his jaw bunched.

She dragged her thumb over the end of Corbin’s shaft, smearing the fresh bead of moisture anointing its tip.

Corbin ground out another curse, thrusting his hips upward. “Don’t fuck with me, babe,” he ground out, but at Sonja or Levi, Sonja wasn’t sure.

Where he stood beside them, Levi drew in a slow breath. Remained silent.

Staring back at him, Sonja squeezed Corbin’s length, tightly at first, then in slowly increasing pulses, sliding each one up and down his erection.

Levi pulled in another breath, this one more ragged than the previous. His knuckles whitened, the muscles in his jaw knotted.

Sonja licked her lips. Waited. In her hand, Corbin’s cock pulsed.

“Fuck, Levi,” he groaned. “Please, let Sonny suck my—”

Levi nodded his head.

Sonja plunged her mouth over Corbin’s erection.

“Fuck me!” He punched his cock up into her mouth, fisting his hands in her hair to pull her down into his thrust.

“Hands behind your back, Cor,” Levi admonished, his voice strangled. “Same rules apply for you as they did for Sonny. You’re not allowed to touch her. You’re not allowed to come until I tell you otherwise.”

Sonja slowly slid her mouth up Corbin’s shaft, laving her tongue along the underside of his engorged cock as she did so. She reached the head, flicked at the sensitive knot of tissue beneath its distended rim with the tip of her tongue and then sucked down his length once more. The bulbous dome of its head pushed at the back of her throat. She cupped his sac in one hand, kneading the twin globes with gentle pressure before giving them a gentle tug.

“Tell me what it’s like, Cor.” Levi’s order stroked the building heat in Sonja’s core. “How does it feel to have a woman’s mouth and lips on your cock?”

Corbin groaned, the sound vibrating through his body. “D-different.”

Sonja flattened her tongue and took his cock deeper into her throat. He groaned again, louder this time.

“Different isn’t good enough,” Levi said. “You’re a writer. An award winning writer. Use your words…”

Corbin jerked as Sonja hooked her fingers under his waistband and shoved his jeans to his ankles. His knees trembled at her breasts, scraping over her hard nipples. “D-diff…s…softer,” he gasped.

“And her hands on your sac? Describe how they feel.”

Massaging his balls, Sonja sucked up his cock to the very end.

“Fuck, L-Levi…I can’t…think…”

“Stop, Sonny.”

Sonja paused, encircling the head of Corbin’s dick with loose lips. She waited, lightly cupping his scrotum, Levi’s control of the moment igniting a molten ache inside her. Christ, she wanted to come again. Already.

“Levi…” Corbin pleaded. A shudder claimed his body. Sonja felt it radiate through his cock into her mouth. “I…please…”

“Shall I tell Sonny to release your balls as well?”

“Gentle,” Corbin burst out. “Her nails aren’t as long as yours but her fingers are softer. It feels like heaven when she kneads them together. Each time she presses her palm to them the heat of her flesh sinks into my groin and I want to come. Fuck, I want to come.”

“What if she touches your arse?” Levi’s voice grew thick. “Let’s see how different that feels. Sonny?”

Sonja stroked her index finger over his anus, a slow, firm pressure on the sensitive ring of flesh. As she did so, she swirled her tongue over the crown of his cock.

Corbin’s responding groan filled the air. “Oh fuck, fuck.”

“Tell me how that felt.”

Sonja pressed at his anus again, a little harder this time. His hips bucked forward.

“Different?” Levi asked.

Corbin didn’t answer.

“Different?” Levi repeated.

Opening her eyes, she peered up at Corbin, waiting on his answer. She felt powerful. Amazing. Like she was a part of something utterly special. Something beautiful and profound. She stroked his hole once more, dipping into the tight opening with the tip of her finger this time.

Corbin whimpered, eyes closed, head back, breath choppy and rapid.

“Tell me, lover,” Levi urged. “Tell me what it feels like to have Sonny touch you.”

For the first time since he’d ordered Corbin to strip her, Sonja heard a note of consternation in his voice. Her heart broke a little. He truly was hurting. She so wanted to be a part of his healing. Wanted to help Corbin make him whole again.

“Tell me,” he whispered. “Please.”

“Incredible,” Corbin moaned, a quaver in his voice.

“Is that it?”

He shook his head and looked down at Sonja, directly into her eyes. “And right. Like her mouth was made to take my cock.”

The declaration sent a wet shard of euphoric pleasure through Sonja. To thank him, to show him how much she loved the words, she pressed on his anus again.

He gasped out a chuckling breath and then lifted his stare to Levi. “The same way your mouth feels, babe.”

A beat of silence followed the claim. Sonny’s heart beat faster. Corbin’s cock jerked in her mouth.

“Make him come, Sonny.”

Levi’s command caressed her senses, the words ripe with heated joy.

She plunged her mouth down Corbin’s length, taking him as deep in her throat as she could, pushing beyond her gag reflect until she could physically take no more of him in. He let out a choked cry, thrusting deeper. She squeezed his balls with one hand as she penetrated his anus to the first knuckle of her index finger.

Mouth stuffed full of hard, male flesh, finger surrounded by tight male heat, Sonja had never felt so aroused. So ready to fall over the proverbial edge.

So when Levi smoothed his warm hands over her shoulders, up her throat into her hair, she almost released her own cry of rapture. When he snared a fistful of her hair, the grip so firm pain laced through her pleasure, she groaned around Corbin’s cock.

“Suck him,” Levi murmured, his voice coming from above her head. “Suck him hard.”

She did as instructed, slurping up and down Corbin’s cock with increasing speed and suction, Levi’s hand in her hair guiding her pace and depth. She knew he kissed Corbin as she did so. She could feel the steel pole of his erection rubbing the back of her head. Could hear the sounds of their lips and tongue joining above her. Her pussy flooded with moisture at the thought. Her belly contracted. Her heart pounded.

She feasted on Corbin’s engorged length, kneaded his balls and slid deeper into his arse. Above her head, both men moaned. She echoed them, humming around Corbin’s cock as she wriggled her head against Levi’s erection.

Levi’s fist in her hair tightened. Corbin’s thrusts into her mouth became faster. Wilder.

Rhythm deserted him. He drove deeper, deeper, savage pumps into her throat.

For a split second, she couldn’t breathe, existed only on pure pleasure and engulfing heat. And then a choked roar filled the room, and Corbin came in her mouth.

Thick wads of semen gushed from his cock. Overflowed her sucking mouth. She sucked harder, greedy for his pleasure, craving it all. Behind her, Levi ground his rigid length to the back of her head. The want to turn and suck it, feast on it, overwhelmed her. Oh God, the whole thing overwhelmed her in its perfection.

Corbin was right. Her mouth was made to fuck his cock. Just like it was made to fuck Levi’s.

When the last of Corbin’s seed finally spurted from his jerking dick, she withdrew her mouth and finger from his flesh. With a gentle tongue, she licked at the glistening tip of his now-spent organ, her pulse wild.

Levi relaxed his hand in her hair and trailed his fingers down to her chin in a soft caress. She suspected if she looked up she’d find him and Corbin forehead to forehead.

“So right,” Corbin whispered, his voice shaky.

“So right,” Levi echoed, sounding equally as shaken.

Sonja’s heart thumped in her ears. Closing her eyes, she rested her cheek to Corbin’s flat stomach, her own stomach knotting.

How could anything ever live up to this? How could anything ever beat this?

And more to the point, how could she convince them to let her do this with them forever?

The feel of Levi’s erection on the back of her head stirred the want deep in her soul. Opening her eyes, she looked up at the two men standing over her.

Just as she’d known they would be, they stood with their foreheads touching, Corbin with his eyes closed, Levi watching him.

Her throat tightened. It was such a powerful sight, full of love both unspoken and shared. And she was a part of it.

“Think you’re finished, Sonny?”

Levi’s deep voice tickled her senses. She watched the corners of his mouth pull into smile. Noticed his gaze was now on her.

She cocked an eyebrow. “You want me to go make coffee?”

He chuckled, tracing a slow thumb along her bottom lip. “I’m thinking something else.”

She grinned. “Me too. I’m thinking Corbin gets to suck your cock now, while I sit on your face and you make me come.”

“I like that idea,” Corbin said, his American accent more obvious than ever. “A lot.”

Levi’s nostrils flared. He regarded Sonja, his eyes shadowed by his hair. She gazed back up at him, knowing both she and Corbin had taken control of the next move from him. Wondering what he was going to do about it.

“Lower my fly, Sonny,” he commanded on a murmur.

Mouth dry, trying not to look at Corbin, she did as instructed. When the zip was completely down his cock sprang free of his jeans. She reached for it, a part of her disappointed he’d not relinquished domination of their pleasure.

She bit back a gasp of absolute joy when he stepped away from them both, a mischievous smile on his face. “Uh-uh.” He shook his head and shucked his jeans down over his hips. “You can’t be touching that if you’re going to be sitting on my face, can you?”


Chapter Twelve

Corbin had always known he was gay. It wasn’t a lifestyle choice. It was just the way he was. Until Sonja had waltzed into his life singing Nick Blackthorne songs and kissing his lover, he’d never really been turned on by a woman. High school, early adulthood…it had always been about guys. He’d passed off his initial reaction to Sonja—a purely physical, if somewhat surprising sexual one—as a side-effect of his turbulent situation with Levi. Then, as he’d gotten to know her during the last two weeks, he’d discovered his initial reaction had transformed into something so much more powerful, an emotional one, and everything was skewed sideways.

And then he’d kissed her. And enjoyed every passion-fueled, insane second. Kissed her and, upon Levi’s order, performed cunnilingus on her. He’d never imagined it possible, but thrusting his tongue into the soft, wet folds of her sex, licking the cream pooling there…he’d never been harder. He didn’t think his mind could be so blown.

Until Levi, dominating, controlling Levi, surrendered control of the sexual moment. Surrendered it with a playful joke and desire in his eyes. Corbin was still coming to terms with such a momentous, wonderful development. If his lover asked him to vocalize how he was feeling at that very point in time, he doubted he could.

There were no words to describe the euphoric amazement and burgeoning awareness currently simmering through his body and soul.

His cock throbbed, already on its way to growing stiff again. Another surprise. Since when did he get it up again so soon after shooting his load?

You’re complaining?

He wasn’t. Not at all.

Balls growing heavy, he watched Levi undress. He would have liked to do it himself but was too in awe of the situation to move. The light that danced in Levi’s eyes as he removed his clothing teased Corbin’s arousal even more.

When all three of them were naked, Corbin couldn’t stop himself staring first at Levi then at Sonja.

They were both exquisite. Sonja obviously took great pride in being healthy, her body an incredible combination of toned muscles and lush feminine curves. The dragon tattoo on her hip pulled his gaze down to the thin strip of her pubic hair and he found himself wanting to touch it again. Fucking her with his tongue, sucking on her clitoris had only fed his desire to pleasure her more. The clitoris fascinated him. Who would have thought such a little nub of flesh could make her moan and thrash and erupt so wildly?

“I can see the hunger in your eyes, Cor, but it’s my turn to eat out that sweet pussy.”

Corbin startled at Levi’s low chuckle. He jerked his focus from Sonja’s sex up to his lover’s face, a guilty heat prickling at him.

Levi winked. “Busted.”

“Shut the fuck up, Stan,” Sonja chastised with a slap on his chest. “And lie on the floor. Now.”

Corbin’s gut clenched. His mouth filled with saliva. He ran a slow inspection over Levi’s naked form, unable to miss the powerful spasm that moved his lover’s erection at Sonja’s command. Nor the tiny bead of moisture that formed on its tip. He was going to lick that bead right off Levi’s flesh and feed it to him with his tongue.

A heavy throb pulsed in his balls. His anus constricted.

When Levi turned his dark stare to Corbin, it was all he could do to remain motionless. This much power in their lovemaking fractured his sanity. He didn’t want to fuck it up.

“Cor?”

The question in Levi’s voice sheared into Corbin’s heart.

He drew in a slow breath and met Levi’s gaze. “Lay down on the rug, babe. Hands behind your head. Legs spread.”

Sonja let out an appreciative hum.

Without a word, his cock jutting upright, Levi lowered himself to the floor and stretched out on his back. The tiny bead of pre-come turned to a silvery thread of pleasure spanning from his cock to the flesh just beneath his navel.

Corbin studied it for a heartbeat before moving.

In two steps, he knelt between Levi’s strong thighs, flattened his hands to the floor on either side of Levi’s hips and swiped his tongue up the entire length of Levi’s erection, from his balls to the anointed tip. The salty taste of Levi’s leaking desire flayed his senses and, with a growl, he slid his body up Levi’s, reveling in the way their cocks smacked together as he kissed his lover.

He plunged his tongue into Levi’s mouth, captured Levi’s tongue and sucked it back into his own mouth.

A brutal kiss of possession.

Levi groaned, hooking one leg up around Corbin’s hip. Their cocks ground together, Levi’s a pole of hot steel, Corbin’s growing increasingly harder.

When Corbin felt a shudder rock through Levi’s body, he broke the kiss and suspended himself above his lover, palms flat beside his head, their hips mashed together.

“This is not our usual position, is it?” Levi noted.

Corbin shook his head.

Levi smiled. “I like it.”

“Me too.”

Corbin swung his focus up to Sonja, where she stood beside them, pinching her own nipples. “You ready to sit on his face?”

She nodded. “Hell, yeah.”

With a grin, Corbin inched back down between Levi’s thighs, nipping Levi’s flesh in a slow path as he did so. With each tightly controlled moan from Levi, Corbin’s cock throbbed. At this rate, he’d be ready to blow again in a few minutes. Maybe, after Levi made Sonja come, Corbin could bury himself in her pussy. What would that feel like? Would it be as amazing as being inside Levi’s ass?

“Ready, Hollywood?”

He swallowed, watching Sonja plant her feet on either side of Levi’s head. “I am.”

She grinned. “On the count of three. One…” She bent her knees. “Two…” She lowered her sex closer to Levi’s mouth. A mouth, Corbin noticed, already open, tongue already waiting for her hot folds. “Three.”

Sonja pressed her sex to Levi’s face and closed her eyes, a groan escaping her.

Corbin’s cock pulsed. His breath caught. He stared at the sight of Sonja straddling Levi’s face, rolling her hips back and forth in a slow pace as she cupped and squeezed her breasts. He stared at the junction of her thighs where Levi’s bearded chin moved.

Fresh heat poured into Corbin’s cock and he groaned.

Sonja opened her eyes and gazed at him. “His tongue is incredible, isn’t it?”

He swallowed and nodded, mesmerized.

“It’s not going to take long for me to come, Cor.” She pinched her nipples, tugged each one. Closed her eyes and rolled her head. “I want to come at the same time he does. Make him come for me. Suck him until he explodes and then let me taste his pleasure on your tongue.”

The request, uttered on a husky murmur, sent tight need straight to Corbin’s cock. He nodded, even though Sonja was already losing herself to the pleasure of Levi’s mouth, and turned his attention to his lover’s engorged length.

He traced a finger up its underside, over its distended crown. He smeared the pre-come oozing from its tip over the satin-smooth skin. Levi’s groan rumbled from between Sonja’s thighs, his belly hitching at Corbin’s teasing caress.

“Oh, whatever you just did,” Sonja rasped, “do it again.”

Corbin lowered his head to Levi’s erection and followed the path of his finger with the tip of his tongue.

Levi’s moaned again, louder this time.

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” Sonja said, voice strained. “I like that. And so does he. Again.”

Corbin complied, sliding his tongue up the length of Levi’s dick, slower this time. At the end, he slipped his lips around the bulbous head and sucked.

Levi thrust his hips upward with a fierce jolt, the sound of raw arousal rumbling from between Sonja’s thighs.

“Fuck, he’s sucking on my clit and humming, Corbin.” Delighted pleasure filled Sonja’s exclamation. “Holy heck, it feels so—”

Corbin slid his mouth down the entire length of Levi’s shaft, down to the very root of his erection.

Twin moans filled the room, one muffled by female flesh, the other turning into a whimpering plea as Sonja begged for Corbin to do whatever he’d done again.

A tight surge of carnal power flooded Corbin. He was in control of it all. Sonja’s pleasure and Levi’s. His head swam and he let out his own groan.

Levi slammed upward again, thrusting his cock deeper into Corbin’s throat.

In response, Corbin pressed his palms to his lover’s hips and pinned him to the floor. He held Levi there as he slowly, slowly slid his lips up his throbbing pole.

“Oh, yeah,” Sonja’s gasp sounded above his head. “Yeah, that’s…that’s…”

With a low growl, Corbin cupped Levi’s scrotum and sucked down his erection again.

Once again, both Levi and Sonja reacted to his pleasuring, their sounds of appreciation in perfect harmony and sync.

Corbin’s cock twitched, fully erect and aching.

He took it in his hand, pumping its rigid length as he took Levi’s deeper into his mouth. He sucked on Levi’s exquisite flesh as he fucked his own hand and kneaded Levi’s balls.

Sonja’s whimpers and panting curses fed his desire. As did Levi’s muffled groans and greedy grunts. He increased his pace, taking Levi deeper and deeper with each downward motion, sucking harder, laving his lover’s flesh even as he played with his swollen balls and pumped his own cock.

It wasn’t going to take long. He could feel his orgasm rushing at him, a searing ribbon of white-hot pleasure threading around the base of his spine. Could feel Levi’s thighs tremble and quiver on either side of his knees. Could hear Sonja’s pleading exclamations she was coming turn to gasping, wordless, mewling sounds.

Rapturous sounds of pleasure licked through Corbin and melded with his own imminent climax.

When he knew he was on the cusp of detonation, when he knew he was a mere stroke away, he thrust his fingers into the crevice between Levi’s ass cheeks and pressed at his anus. Hard.

A strangled cry filled the room, Levi’s whole body locked tight and warm pleasure flooded Corbin’s mouth. Hot ropes of Levi’s come gushed from his cock, flowing down Corbin’s throat.

He swallowed it all, greedy for it. Needing it.

Fingernails dragged at his shoulders. He recognized Levi’s touch straight away. Reveled in it. Welcomed the pain of his lover’s wild clawing as he milked Levi of his seed, tormented his sensitive, spent flesh with sucking pulses.

And then a new set of hands were on his body, tangling in his hair and tugging his head from Levi’s cock.

Hands that pulled him upward until Sonja’s lips crushed his, her tongue swiping into his mouth. She sought the taste of Levi’s release even as she scraped her hands down Corbin’s chest to his cock, kissing him as her fingers joined his on his erection.

She licked his chin, his throat, his chest before plunging her mouth over his aching cock and sucking him until he came.

And came.

And came.

He bucked, fisting his hands in her hair, pulling her down into his upward thrusts, his release pouring from him, a molten eruption boiling from the very pit of his being.

“Christ,” Levi’s deep voice flayed at his senses. “Christ, I think I’m going to come again.”

Corbin opened his eyes, euphoric joy surging through him when he found Levi watching Sonja’s mouth work his cock from where he lay beneath her.

Levi’s dark gaze flicked to Corbin’s face. “Watching her blow you is so fucking hot, Cor.”

The statement—raw and honest—fed Corbin’s unending climax and, with a groan closer to a cry, he threw back his head and gave himself over to it all.

An eternity later, Sonja finally straightened from his spent shaft. With a chuckle, she slumped sideways and stretched out of the floor, resting one foot on Levi’s chest. “Well, that was fun,” she said as she trailed her fingers over her stomach.

“Fun?” Levi shook his head, shucking himself up onto his elbows to frown first at her and then Corbin. “Is that the best you can come up with? Fun? I thought you were meant to be an editor of erotic romance? What if one of your authors submitted a story where one of the characters said, ‘that was fun’ after the most absolutely incredible fucking threeway orgasm?”

Sonja chuckled again. “Stan, if you want eloquence after what we just did, you’re going to have to wait a while. At this point in time, all my pleasure-fried brain can come up with is fun. Ask Corbin for more adjectives. He’s the writer.”

Levi fixed Corbin with a playful stare. “Well?”

Corbin couldn’t stop his grin. “Agreeable?”

Levi rolled his eyes and flopped back to the floor. “Great, I’ve just had an agreeable threeway. Brilliant.”

“Oh, I’ve got one,” Sonja exclaimed to the ceiling, pointing a finger upward as if struck by an epiphany. “Lovely. How’s that? Better?”

Corbin shifted between Levi’s legs, crossing his own until his knees rested on his lover’s thighs. “What about pleasant?”

“Or pleasurable?” Sonja shot back, lips twitching.

“Pleasing?” Corbin countered.

“Entertaining?” she suggested, threading her hands behind her back, obviously in no hurry to move from where she was, nor rush to shower or dress. Corbin liked that. A lot.

“Gratifying?” he offered, unable to suppress his smirk.

She chuckled, nudging Levi’s chest with her heel. “I got it. I got it. The perfect word. Ready? Nice.”

Corbin grinned. Levi snorted. “I’m giving you both homework. Before we all fuck again, you have to expand your vocabularies. I could do a better job, and I speak in music notes, chords and numbers.”

Corbin laughed. “Okay, mister. What word would you use?”

Resting on his elbows once again, Levi gazed straight into Corbin’s eyes. “Perfect.”

Corbin drew a breath, the sincerity in Levi’s voice stirring something deep and wonderful inside him.

Beside him, Sonja made a soft noise. “The editor in me says that’s too clichéd.”

Levi cocked an eyebrow at her. “And the woman in you?”

“The woman in me says perfect is perfect.”

“I have another suggestion,” Corbin said, a lump forming in his throat.

“And that is?” Levi murmured.

“The beginning.”

“Of a beautiful friendship?” Sonja laughed.

Corbin’s gut knotted. He knew it was too soon to say what he was going to say, but he’d be damned if he was not going to say it. It felt too right. Too…too…perfect. “Of the rest of forever,” he said.

Silence filled the room. Stretched between them all.

He swallowed. Licked his lips. Goddamn it, he’d fucked up.

“I think…” Sonja finally broke the tension, “…you both need to know something before we talk about forever.”

The lump in Corbin’s throat thickened. The knot in his gut twisted.

“And what’s that, Sonny?” Levi’s voice was guarded. Whatever was going through his head, Sonja’s words had put him on edge again. Corbin bit back a sigh. Damn it.

“I can’t cook for shit,” she said. “And I suck at ironing.”

“Right.” Levi twisted on the floor, grabbing at her legs just as she let out a squealing giggle. “You’re going to get a spanking.”

Corbin laughed and then helped Levi snare Sonja before she could scramble away.

A good ninety minutes later, after both Corbin and Levi had taken turns in spanking Sonja’s gorgeous butt, after they both thoroughly explored her body with their mouths, after they’d all come again, this time with Sonja sitting on Corbin’s face as she sucked Levi’s cock, and Corbin had fucked Levi’s ass, Levi declared it was time to eat.

Sonja hightailed it to the shower, tossing over her shoulder she was going to raid Levi’s wardrobe for something clean to wear as she did so.

Which left Corbin and Levi alone together.

For the first time since Levi had left for Seattle.

Corbin looked at his lover. Watched him collect the cushions from the floor and return them to their place on the sofa. Levi didn’t look at him.

“We need to talk about Bella.”

The words left him before he wanted them to.

Levi’s jaw bunched. He straightened, his focus fixed on the black cushion in his hand. “We need to talk about a lot of things, Cor.”

Corbin nodded. “We do.”

“Perhaps we should put some clothes on before that happens.”

“Makes sense.” Pushing himself to his feet, he walked to the bedroom. He stopped when a warm hand wrapped around his wrist.

He turned, finding Levi behind him. “I never meant to hurt you, Cor.” Anguished sorrow cut the words.

Corbin nodded. “I know.” He let out a breath. “And I shouldn’t have abandoned you like I did. I’m sorry. I really am. But I didn’t know what else to do. I needed you, babe. You. And you—”

Levi silenced him with a kiss. Slow. Tender. Unlike any kiss Levi had ever given him. He cupped Corbin’s face, his long fingers resting on Corbin’s cheeks as his lips teased and his beard tickled.

Blissful warmth flowed through Corbin. Warmth and love and happiness, even as a distant part of his mind recognized once again, Levi was shutting him away from his innermost emotions.

And yet he couldn’t deny the man he loved. He’d been without him and knew he never wanted to be that way again. Perhaps, with Sonja’s help, Levi would finally open his heart and soul.

Perhaps…

Levi dropped to his knees and took Corbin’s cock in his mouth, shattering Corbin’s thoughts. Shattering everything except the incredible pleasure rolling over him. The concentrated purity of Levi’s mouth making love to his flesh.

He closed his eyes and allowed it to claim him. Hating it as much as he loved it, craved it.

And when he came, violent, shuddering ejaculations Levi swallowed in silence, a dark fear stole through him. A realization he didn’t want to acknowledge or ponder. Levi would never fully allow him into his heart. Ever. Even with Sonja in their bed, maybe even in their lives—a triad relationship in every sense of the word—Levi would never fully expose his heart. It was too guarded. Whatever had happened to him as a boy, a teenager, it had irrevocably wounded him.

All Corbin could do was learn to live with that.

As much as it tore him apart.


Chapter Thirteen

“Tell me about Seattle.”

Levi looked up from the pizza in front of him—when was the last time he’d eaten pizza?—and frowned at Sonja. “What do you want to know?”

She settled back in her chair and adjusted the crotch of the boxer briefs she’d pilfered from his underwear drawer after her shower. “Was the singer good? Bad? Is he Nick Blackthorne’s replacement? Will I be singing karaoke to his songs in the not-too-distant future?”

Levi snorted, shook his head and took a bite from the slice of ham and pineapple pizza in his hand.

Ah, now he remembered. The last time he’d eaten pizza was after he and Sonja had partaken in an eight-hour sexual marathon during the weekend her parents went out of town. He’d been nineteen, she’d been seventeen. They’d fucked in every room of the house, including Mr. and Mrs. Stone’s king-size waterbed. Pizza after sex with Sonja. It was a tradition he could happily get used to. Especially when sex with Sonja now included sex with Corbin as well.

“You will not be singing karaoke to his songs in the not-too-distant future,” he answered around the delicious sweet-and-savoury mouthful. “At least not Synergy songs.”

“Who’s Synergy?”

“That’s the new name of the band,” Corbin explained, helping himself to another slice—his fourth, Levi was sure. They’d really worked up an appetite over the last few hours of sex. He didn’t think he’d had so many orgasms in such a short period of time ever.

Nor dodged Corbin’s need to talk about Isabella with such manipulative use of sex, for that matter.

A finger of guilt scraped up Levi’s spine at the thought, but he shoved it away. He didn’t want to think about that now.

You don’t want to think about it ever, mate. Admit it.

“Synergy?” Sonja mulled over the title. “K, I can cope with that.”

Levi snorted. “Oh, I’m so glad we have your approval.”

She flipped him the bird with a smirk. “In your ear, Stan. Now, tell me why I won’t be singing any Synergy songs at karaoke with Seattle in the lead. Was he bad?”

Levi shook his head. “He was incredible. Amazing voice. Almost a dead ringer for Nick—”

“Bullshit.” Sonja interjected with a shake of her head. “Not possible.”

“Possible. But the guy did two things wrong.”

“What was that?”

“First, he tried to grope Pepper backstage.”

“Oh boy,” Corbin whispered, his eyebrows high. Levi wasn’t surprised. Corbin knew Noah Holden, the band’s drummer and Pepper’s partner, well. Noah was a happy, manic teddy bear—unless someone insulted or unsettled Pepper. Then the drummer became rather deadly.

“And two?” Sonja asked, incredulous curiousity on her face. She looked adorable. The fact she was wearing Levi’s briefs and Corbin’s Dead Even T-shirt made her all the more so. He could happily eat pizza every night this way—with Corbin dressed only in a pair of black satin boxer shorts and Sonny wearing their clothes. It was perfect.

Still not perfect. And you know why.

“Two,” he said, keeping his mind on the conversation. “He posted an image of his penis on Twitter with the words, Suck on this, Blackthorne. I’m better than u. The letter U, not the word by the way.”

“Oh boy,” Sonja echoed Corbin. “Classy.”

Levi took another bite of pizza. “You could say that. So while he may have sounded a lot like Nick, he was, in a word, quite a dick.”

“Hey, you’re a poet,” Sonja pointed out.

Corbin raised his slice of pizza in a toast. “Iambic pentameter for the win.”

“Is this what I have to look forward to now?” Levi regarded them both with a steady inspection, doing his best to keep his smile from stretching his lips. “A lifetime of English Lit jokes?”

“Not just jokes.” Sonja grinned. “Poems and spontaneous compositions.”

“There was a young man called Levi,” Corbin offered with a smirk.

“Who really was quite a devi,” Sonja continued.

Corbin shot her a quizzical look. “Devi?”

She shrugged. “Hey, you find something to rhyme with Levi.”

“And do you mean diva, or devil?” Corbin asked, a playful light in his blue eyes.

She slid Levi a sideways smirk. “Both.”

Levi tossed his pizza crust at her. “Ha ha.”

She plucked the crust from the front of her shirt and brushed the crumbs from the swell of her breasts with her other hand. “Watch it, Stan,” she admonished with a mock scowl. “You’re mussing up Corbin’s shirt.”

“Take it off then.”

She cocked an eyebrow at his suggestion. “Don’t you know you’re meant to wait thirty minutes after eating before having sex?”

“Getting tired of bonking us already, Sonny?”

“Fuck, no,” she said, flicking a crumb from the vicinity of her left nipple. “Just don’t want to throw up pizza all over you both when we do it again. Much to my surprise, I’m more kinky than I thought I was, but even that’s going too far for me.”

“Speaking of kinky,” Levi said, turning his attention to Corbin. “Tell me about the new sexual tension you added to the script.”

As always when work was mentioned, Corbin lit up. “Ah, it’s so good. Sonja and I brainstormed it over breakfast one morning. The layers it adds to Huntley’s character and the torment it gives to both protagonists is…” He closed his eyes and made an appreciative humming sound. “Suffice to say, I got horny and emotionally conflicted while I was writing it.”

Levi raised an eyebrow. He didn’t say what he was thinking—how “horny and emotionally conflicted” described his current state. Instead, he leant forward, retrieved another slice of pizza and settled back in his chair again. “Can I read it?”

Corbin smiled. “When have I ever said no to you?”

“Oi!” Sonja nudged the side of Corbin’s leg with her heel. “What about me? Do I get to read it as well?”

With a chuckle, Corbin shoved her feet from his thigh and rose to his feet. “Shall go get you a copy, m’lady.”

Levi frowned at Corbin’s woeful Sean Connery accent. Sonja however, burst out laughing. “Thanks, Hugh.”

With a wink and a grin, Corbin sauntered from the room. It dawned on Levi he’d never seen his lover so relaxed. A pang of tension shot through his chest. It was…wonderful.

“So, when are you really going to stop being a fuck knuckle jerk, Stan?”

Levi startled at Sonja’s low question. He swung to face her, a prickling heat razing over his flesh. “I’m sorry?”

She shook her head, a serious expression set on her face. “I’ll be the first to admit what the three of us have been doing today is fucking amazing and incredible and any other hyperbolic adjective of the same ilk, but I can see you’re still holding back. Keeping us both at arm’s length. Now I’m okay with that, given that I’m pretty much the third wheel in this relationship—”

“The band aid?” he suggested, using Sonja’s own term from a lifetime ago. In his gut, a heavy weight churned. Was she more than that? Why did the idea of a life devoid of Sonny’s energy and sarcasm fill him with a cold emptiness?

“A band aid.” She nodded. “That’s it. I know I’ve only been brought into this relationship as a band aid, but I can’t bite my tongue any longer.”

“Then let me bite it,” he interjected. He didn’t want to hear what was coming next. “Or let Cor bite it while I watch. Or suck on your gorgeous tits. Or fuck you with my—”

“Don’t try and deflect, Stan.” Her serious expression grew stern. And worried. It turned her face into something beyond beautiful. Ah, Christ, he really could fall in love with her all over again. Perhaps he already was given how much she stirred him.

“I know what you’re doing and I’m not going to hold my peace. You love Corbin more than anything. I can see that. And holy shit, he loves you. You could power the fucking world on the force of his love for you, but Levi, you’ve got to let him into all of you. You can’t keep part of you locked away from him. It’s killing him. Fuck, it’s killing you. And it’s killing your relationship.”

Levi studied her, hot blood roaring in his ears. “And Corbin told you this? While I was away and the pair of you were getting chummy?”

If Sonja was unsettled by the angry tone in his voice, she didn’t show it. “Not in so many words. Jesus, dickhead. I know you. Sure, you’ve changed a little since we were at school, what with the whole I’m-a-famous-rock-star-slash-Hollywood-big-wheel, but you’re still the same Levi Levistan who put up barrier after barrier around his heart when anyone tried to find a way to it. I know you’re doing it now because I lived through you doing it to me. The difference between Corbin and me is Corbin is your forever. And I’m—”

“Two copies of Dead Even 2.” Corbin strode back into the room, grinning at them both. “Well, two copies of the third act. Now with added sexual tension.”

He came to a halt, frowning first at Levi then Sonja. “What did I miss? Why do you both look like you’re about to go ten rounds with each other?”

Sonja’s laugh tickled Levi’s fraying nerves. “Stan had the audacity to tell me the Melbourne Storm were going to beat the Newcastle Knights this weekend.”

Corbin raised his eyebrows. “Rugby league? You’re arguing over rugby league?” Shaking his head, he continued to the table and dropped into his seat. “And the Melbourne Storm, babe? Really?”

Levi’s gut knotted. He clenched his jaw. A part of him wanted to curse Corbin’s interruption of Sonja’s lecture. He wanted Sonja to vocalize what she was so he could correct her. He wanted to tell her she was so much more to him than a band aid. That he wanted her to be even more. That Corbin wanted her to be more than just a sexual thing as well. Another part of him wanted to kiss his lover senseless for saving him from what Sonja forced in front of him—his inability to give everything he was to the man he loved.

Instead, he took a bite of the pizza slice in his hand and shrugged. “At least the Storm has a better winning streak than those cowboys you follow in the US.”

Corbin laughed. “Okay, them’s fighting words, lover mine. Them’s fighting words. Now shut up and read this.” He leant across the table and handed Levi the printed-out scene.

Levi took them, his body tight. He settled back in his chair, noting Corbin passed Sonja her own copy. A small smile tugged at Levi’s lips as he watched Sonja cross her ankles on Corbin’s thighs, a hot lick of happiness stirring through his groin as Corbin smoothed his palm along her shin. It was such a scene of natural contentment and relaxed harmony. For a moment, Levi wanted nothing more than to absorb its simple truth and beauty.

Fuck Sonny being just a band aid. Fuck her leaving our lives. Not happening. Not if I have any say in the situation.

A heavy heat crawled over him and he raised his gaze from the sight of Corbin’s hand on Sonja’s leg to find Corbin watching him. Their eyes connected. Mated. An unspoken conversation Levi understood with every fibre in his soul. Corbin didn’t want Sonja to leave them either.

How could their lives be so perfect this way, after such a short time, when he was still so…so…fucked up?

Chest constricting, determined not to think about the uncertainty of their future for the rest of the night, he lowered his head to the papers in his hand.

And put them aside fifteen minutes later, his cock a rigid pole of urgent want, his balls throbbing and hard with equal desire.

“Holy fuck, Hollywood,” Sonja murmured from her seat beside Corbin, her stare still on the pages in her hand. “This is…shit, this leaves the sexual tension between Clooney and Lopez in Out of Sight for dead.”

“It works?” Corbin asked. The nervous uncertainty and excitement in his voice made Levi’s cock jerk.

“Fuck, yes, it works.” Sonja looked up at him, her cheeks flushed. Levi couldn’t miss how hard her nipples were under the cotton of Corbin’s shirt. Nor the way her breasts rose and fell.

Corbin’s smile stretched his lips. “Thanks.” He turned to Levi, that same anxious thrill in his voice shining in his eyes. “Levi? What did you think?”

Levi placed the stapled sheets of paper on the table beside his plate and shook his head. “I’m not sure,” he said, shaking his head.

“Are you serious?” Shock registered in Sonja’s question.

He slid his gaze to her before returning to Corbin. “I think I need to see it.”

A flicker of realization danced in Corbin’s eyes, followed by a flare of open desire. He nodded, his lips twitched. “I think we can arrange that.”

Sonja frowned at him. And then let out a tiny oh as she too realized what Levi requested. “Who…who gets tied up?”

Levi stood, his cock straining against the stretch cotton of his boxers. “You do.” He turned and walked from the room. “Take her to your office, Cor,” he ordered over his shoulder.

Striding into their bedroom, he retrieved the set of suede-lined cuffs from the top drawer of the bureau. Every nerve ending in his body sparked with impatient lust. Every muscle in his body thrummed with craving need. Corbin’s scene had tapped into his base desires, his arousal fed even more by the knowledge both Corbin and Sonja had brainstormed it together. Had they pictured themselves in the role when discussing it? Had he been the one watching the sexual torment unfold in their minds?

Body charged with molten tension, he gripped the cuffs—Corbin’s favourite pair—in a tight fist and walked from the bedroom.

Down the hallway. To Corbin’s office.

His lover had done well. Sonja sat on a chair in the middle of the room, her breasts rising and falling with each shallow breath she pulled. Corbin stood before her, stripped to his waist. Levi’s cock pulsed, the sight of Sonja’s willingness to participate in the moment and Corbin’s sublime strength and sculpted power sending fresh desire through him.

“Cuff her.” He handed the handcuffs to Corbin. “Just like the script.”

Corbin met his gaze. Levi’s cock throbbed, and for a moment he was almost overwhelmed with the need to place his lips on Corbin’s throat and feel that purely male part of the body move beneath them.

Drawing on what tenuous control he had over his pleasure, he walked to the far side of the room, crossed his arms over his chest and leant his back against the wall.

Corbin stared down at Sonja, jangling the cuffs in one hand.

Sonja watched him, lips parted, breath ragged.

“Have you ever been tied up before, Sonja?” Corbin’s gentle question caressed Levi’s senses.

His balls drew higher to his arse when she nodded her head. “Once. By Stan.”

Corbin stepped closer to her, the inside of his knees framing hers. “Do you trust me?”

She nodded.

Levi bit back a low groan.

Without another word, Corbin gathered Sonja’s wrists in his hands and positioned her arms behind the back of the chair. “Grip the posts,” he growled the lines from the screenplay.

“Bite me,” she responded, the film’s duplicitous femme fatale’s line falling in a husky threat from her lips.

Corbin drew his head closer to hers, skimming his hands over her arms. One down to her wrist behind her body, the other up to her shoulder before circling the base of her throat. “Oh, don’t tempt me, darling.”

She sucked in a swift breath, jutting out her chin as she glared up at him. “You think you’ve won?”

Corbin nodded. A heavy spasm claimed Levi’s cock as he watched his lover tighten his grip ever so slightly around Sonja’s throat, following the directions of the script to perfection. “I know I have.”

“But I’m not tied yet,” Sonja pointed out, lifting the arm Corbin didn’t hold until her fingers brushed over his chest, across his nipple, before she shaped her hand into a mock gun. “And you’re so very vulnerable.” She pressed the tip of her fingers to his heart. “Here.”

With a blur of nimble speed, Corbin snared her free hand and yanked it behind her back. The sudden action, both abrupt and savage, thrust Sonja’s breasts forward and Levi ground his teeth as he watched her nipples rub against Corbin’s chest.

“Maybe,” Corbin growled, sliding his lips up the side of her face to her ear as he slowly, slowly bound her wrists together behind the chair. “But I’m the one with the rope this time. And you’re the one in the chair.”

Sonja let out a whimper—one Levi knew wasn’t in the script. He drew in a steadying breath. The sight of her arms bound by the length of rope he used to bind Corbin flooded him with searing sensations.

“My feet aren’t tied,” Sonja pointed out, eyes half shuttered, breath ragged. “Give me a chance and I’ll snap your throat with them.”

“Oh, I don’t think that’s what you’re going to do, darling,” Corbin spoke the written lines, straightening slowly, dragging his hands over the tops of her thighs as he did so.

Sonja’s eyes closed as his fingertips skimmed close to her pussy. Another little hitching sound escaped her. “No?” she mocked.

Corbin shook his head with a smile. “No.”

“And why not? You’re not still under the delusion I love—” Sonja’s whisper cracked as Corbin trailed his hands down the inside of her upper thighs until his fingers were nestled next to her sex. “I love you, are you?” she finished the line, the words a husky whisper.

“Darling,” Corbin chuckled, channeling Chris Huntley’s arrogant cockiness to perfection as he pushed her thighs apart. Sonja let out a short gasp. And another one as Corbin smoothed his palms down her legs to her knees, his lips hovering so close to hers they brushed together when he said, “You’ll love me to the day you die.”

“And when’s that?” Sonja asked, pushing her body as far forward in the seat as the ropes around her wrists and Corbin’s imprisoning palms on her knees would allow.

Levi drew another steadying breath, his cock an aching rod of steel, his heart a hammering tattoo in his chest.

“Not my call, darling,” Corbin murmured, sliding one hand higher up her leg, closer to her spread sex again. “I’m just the paid grunt, remember?”

And then—just as he’d written in the screenplay—he crushed her lips with his.

It was the end of the scene, and the movie. The screenplay directions called for the camera to pan back at this point, taking in the silent man leaning against the room’s far wall, watching Huntley’s character and his traitorous, captured lover. A man who would straighten from the wall and walk toward them both, cocking a Glock as he did so.

Levi didn’t have a gun. But he walked toward Corbin and Sonja anyway. Reached them just as their fierce kiss finished.

Breath shallow, nostril’s flaring, Corbin turned to face him. “So? What did you think?”

Levi wrapped his fingers around Corbin’s wrist and placed Corbin’s hand on his engorged length. “What do you think?”

Corbin squeezed his offered erection. “I think you liked it.”

He smiled. “I think you’re right. Now tell me, what do you think we should do with Sonny here?”

Corbin slid his gaze from Levi to Sonja. “I think we should fuck her.”

Levi dipped his head in a single nod. “I think you’re right. Again.”

He bent at the waist and claimed Sonja’s lips with his. Delved into her willing mouth with his tongue. Corbin’s hand left his erection for a split second before slipping beneath the waistband of Levi’s briefs and finding Levi’s length once more, this time without the barrier of his briefs between palm and flesh.

Levi groaned into Sonja’s mouth, swirling his tongue over hers as Corbin pumped his cock. He pulled from the kiss and captured his lover’s lips, torturing them with sucking bites before returning to Sonja’s mouth.

When Corbin shoved his briefs down over Levi’s hips, Levi broke away from the kiss and staggered back a step. “Untie her.”

Corbin studied him, unmoving.

Levi sucked in a slow breath. Christ, he was on the edge already. “I want to be inside her at the same time you are, Cor, and I can’t do that while Sonny’s tied to a chair.”

Dark light flared in Corbin’s eyes. His Adam’s apple jerked up and down his throat and this time, Levi didn’t stop himself. He pressed his lips to his lover’s throat and reveled in the sliding protrusion moving against them. “Inside her?” Corbin spoke, the words vibrating into Levi’s soul.

“Levi,” Sonja murmured at his side. “You…you can’t rush him. It’s…”

Levi straightened, placed two fingers on Sonja’s mouth and stared into Corbin’s eyes. “I want to fuck her, Cor. I want to bury myself in her arse as you fill her tight, hot pussy. I want to feel you moving inside her as I do. I want us to make love to her together. Completely and totally. But only if you’re ready.” He let out a ragged breath, his body on fire. “Having a woman give you head is a whole different world to being inside one. And I know things are moving fast.”

Corbin stared at him. The muscles in his jaw bunched. He slid a look at Sonja, his chest heaving. “Do you want that, Sonja? For me to be inside you? For me to f…for me to make love to you? While Levi is doing the same?”

Sonja closed her eyes and nodded. “I—”

Corbin silenced her with a searing kiss. Levi fisted his hand in her hair and held her head still, waiting for Corbin to finish the hungry assault. When he did, Levi plundered her mouth, licking inside its warmth, battling with her tongue. He loved how receptive she was to it all. That was his Sonny, never holding anything back. She was perfect for him and Corbin.

It wasn’t until she combed her long fingers through his beard to cup his face that he realized Corbin had untied her. A thick rope of anticipation unfurled through him, and he broke away from the kiss.

She looked up at him, her eyes hazy with need, and rested her fingers on his jaw.

“Are you ready?” he whispered, his heart fast.

She nodded.

He straightened, caught Corbin’s hand and raised it to his lips. “Are you sure?” he asked against Corbin’s palm, studying his lover’s face.

Corbin smiled. “I am.”

“Then I suggest we move to the bedroom.”

They did. With every step they drew closer to his and Corbin’s bedroom, Levi grew more aroused. By the time they entered the large room, silent, as though aware what was about to occur would change everything in their lives, he could barely draw breath.

When Sonja caught his wrist with a firm hand, he couldn’t stop his swift intake of breath.

“Stop,” she said, walking past him to stand with her back to the bed.

His pulse turned into a cannon in his ears. Stop? Please God, no.

“What’s wrong, Sonja?” Corbin asked beside him. The strained tension in Corbin’s voice stroked the tight heat in Levi’s groin.

She curled her lips, a playful light dancing in her eyes. “Just wanted to look at you both while I do this.” She snared the hemline of the shirt she wore and yanked it up over her head, discarding the item of clothing over her shoulder.

Levi sucked in a breath. As did Corbin. Her lush curves and toned body had never looked more ripe. Her breasts were full and round, tipped with hard, puckered nipples.

“And this,” she continued, eyes twinkling as she hooked her fingers in the waistband of the briefs she’d taken from Levi’s drawer and slid it down over her hips.

“And this.” She wriggled her legs in a jaunty little shake until the underpants fell to her ankles. Levi didn’t miss how the action made her breasts jiggle. Fuck, he wanted to cup them in his hands and squeeze.

“And finally,” she said, eyes twinkling. “This.” With a grin and a kick, she sent Levi’s briefs arcing through the air, laughing when they came to rest on Corbin’s head.

Corbin grabbed them from his forehead, crumpled them into a ball and tossed them over his shoulder. “Nice shot.”

She preened. “I’m very talented.”

“You can say that again,” Corbin chuckled.

“I’m very t—”

Levi destroyed the distance between them and crushed her lips with his. He knew she was diffusing the almost suffocating sexual tension, but he didn’t want the sexual tension diffused. He just wanted to lose himself in her body. He wanted her flesh to envelope his as Corbin discovered the pleasure of her sweet, hot pussy. And he wanted it now.

He pressed her to the bed, climbing astride her body as he did so. She raked her hands up his back, across his shoulders, holding back nothing as she returned his kiss. The feel of Corbin’s hands on his hips filled Levi with a delicious thrill. He continued to make love to Sonja’s mouth with his tongue as Corbin explored his butt.

Warm hands cupped his balls. Tugged their sensitive form. Hot lips journeyed over Levi’s lower spine, down to the crevice of his arse cheeks. Between them.

When Corbin’s tongue licked over Levi’s anus, he couldn’t stop his blissful groan. His cock pulsed, the response captured by Corbin’s pumping hand.

It would be so easy to let his lover bring him to climax this way. It wouldn’t take long. He was perilously close already. But it wasn’t how he wanted this moment to go. It wasn’t what he needed.

He needed them both. Needed to be joined with Corbin inside Sonja’s body.

Breaking away from the kiss, he twisted sideways until he could bury his hand in Corbin’s hair. “Get on the bed, Cor,” he ordered, tugging his lover’s head up.

Corbin gazed at him, open desire on his face. Without a word, he did as commanded, climbing onto the massive bed and lying flat on his back.

Levi ran a slow inspection over him, lingering on the tented black silk of his boxers. Christ, had Corbin’s cock ever been bigger?

“Remove his boxers, Sonny.”

Sonja did so, stopping to kiss Corbin’s erection as it sprung free.

“Straddle him.”

The order left Levi on a strained growl. His whole body thrummed with rising urgency.

Moving with slow grace, Sonja crawled over Corbin’s body, positioning her hands on either side of his ribs, her knees hugging his hips.

Without waiting for a command, or permission, Corbin took one of her nipples in his mouth and sucked.

Sonja let out a shaky whimper and rolled her hips, stroking the curve of her sex up the underside of his massive cock.

Levi watched for a moment, forcing himself to remain motionless. And then he moved, kneeling on the bed between Corbin’s calves to grip Sonja’s hips. He dragged his tongue over her sex, from her sodden folds, over the taut skin of her perineum up to her anus. She bucked when he flicked the tip of his tongue over the puckered hole. He punished her by digging his nails into her hips, holding her still and ravishing her arse with harder thrusts of his tongue.

“Holy fuck, Stan,” she ground out, a tremble quaking through her. “I thought you wanted to—”

He pulled away from her backside and spanked its right cheek.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped.

“Feel her, Cor,” he ordered. “Bury your fingers in her cunt and tell me how wet she is.”

Sonja moaned, the sound echoed by Corbin. “Wet,” he said, voice shaky. “So wet. And so tight. I can feel her muscles sucking at my fingers, babe.”

Levi straightened from the bed. “Finger her until I tell you to stop. And suck on her tits as well.”

“Where are you going?” Sonja rasped.

He grinned at her. “To get the lube. And condoms.”

“I don’t want condoms.” Sonja’s voice grew husky. “I’m on the pill. I trust you both. And I don’t want anything between us. At all.”

“Christ, Sonny.” Levi swallowed. “You are amazing.”

Her eyes fluttered closed. Her back arched. The wet sounds of Corbin’s fingers sliding in and out of her moist slit filled the room.

Levi forced control into his limbs. He moved to the dresser, opened the top drawer and withdrew the bottle of lube from its depths.

Turning back to Sonja and Corbin, he stood and watched them, the sight of Corbin’s fingers stroking in and out of her pussy as he feasted on her breasts almost undoing Levi. His cock throbbed, demanding attention.

Clenching his jaw, he crossed back to the bed and positioned himself once again between Corbin’s calves, running his hands over Sonja’s sublime posterior. “Are you ready to impale Sonny’s flesh, Cor?” The question left him on a scratchy whisper.

“Fuck, yes,” Corbin burst out.

Levi couldn’t help but smile at his lover’s raw enthusiasm.

“Are you ready to claim my lover’s virginity, Sonny?”

“Enough with the fucking dramatics, Stan,” Sonja growled, rolling her hips into Corbin’s thrusting fingers.

He chuckled. And then smacked his palm against her arse cheek.

She groaned. “I’m going to come if you do that again.”

Levi leant his chest against her back, his cock stroking over her folds to nudge Corbin’s fingers. “Remove your hand, Cor,” he murmured, gazing down into his lover’s face.

Corbin withdrew his fingers from Sonja’s sex and offered them to Levi.

A surge of rapture rushed through Levi. Corbin knew what he wanted without the needs for words. He took the offered fingers in his mouth, sucking and licking Sonja’s juices from his lover’s flesh, staring into Corbin’s eyes as he did so.

When there was no more of her pleasure to taste, he slowly slid his lips from Corbin’s fingers and reached for Corbin’s cock. “I’m going to guide you in,” he said. The feel of Corbin’s rigid length against his palm was making his head swim with concentrated need. “Sonny, lower yourself onto Corbin’s cock now.”

She did as instructed. Levi knew the crown of Corbin’s head parted her folds when they both moaned.

“So big,” Sonja panted.

“So wet,” Corbin murmured. “Christ, she’s so—”

Sonja plunged down Corbin’s length, impaling herself on his shaft just as Levi withdrew his hand.

“Fuck!” Corbin burst out, his eyes wide. “Oh fuck, that feels so good! I didn’t think it could feel so…so…right. So good.”

“Jesus, Hollywood,” Sonja whimpered, euphoric pleasure in her voice. “You’re so big. So big.”

Levi watched her ride Corbin’s cock, his own prick a pole of impatient agony. When they were finally moving in perfect rhythm, and only then, did he allow himself to pop the tube of lubricant.

“Can’t hold on any longer, Sonny,” he confessed, squeezing the cool liquid onto the bulbous head of his cock. “Need to be with you both now. Need to join Cor inside you.” He squeezed more of the oozing lube onto his fingers and, barely able to keep his hand steady, painted her back entry with it. “Need to feel him inside you with me…”

He smoothed a hand over her arse cheeks, up her back, down to her hip. Digging his fingers into her flesh, he wrapped his slick cock in a tight fist, aligned it to her anus and—just as Corbin thrust up into her pussy, pushed into her hole.

“Holy fuck!” she cried, stiffening. Her arse contracted on his dick, the ring of muscle choking his organ beneath the rim of its head. “Fuck!”

“Does it hurt?” Concern laced Corbin’s breathless question.

Levi watched Sonja shake her head. “Good…incredible…like…nothing I’ve ever…”

Meeting Corbin’s eyes, wanting to connect with him through the joy of possessing Sonja’s body, Levi sank deeper into her at the exact moment Corbin thrust upward.

“Oh God!” she gasped. “God, I’m going to…so good…oh God…so…”

Levi pushed into her tight hole more. As did Corbin.

And then it happened. What Levi ached for. He felt his lover’s cock sliding against his own through the thin walls of Sonja’s sex.

Intense heat blasted at him. Pure pleasure lashed at him. It was everything he wanted to be. It tore at the walls of his control, at the barriers around his soul. It flayed at the hate and terror and guilt that had owned him for decades. Terror that his father would finally break his control of his emotions, the only thing he had to cling to when his father broke his bones. Guilt that somehow he’d brought on himself the sick affection that followed the man’s physical abuse. Hate, self-hate, that he was tainted. As sick as his father. Not worth anyone’s love or care. Not worth anything.

No longer a human, just a shell of a tormented life.

He drove deeper, needing to experience the sheer beauty and perfection of joining with Corbin and Sonja so completely. Needing to be reborn in the pleasure of their trust and touch and love.

Needing them both. Needing them to fracture that empty shell of his existence and set him free.

“Oh, babe,” Corbin’s strangled voice caressed his fraying control. “I can feel you. I can feel you inside her. I can feel you against me. It’s amazing.”

“It’s incredible,” Sonja whimpered.

“It’s perfect,” Levi declared. “So perfect. I never want it to end.”

And then there were no more words as pleasure—elemental, raw pleasure—claimed them all. Taking them to the edge of release and over.


Chapter Fourteen

A dull thumping woke Levi.

Or maybe it was the light streaming through the windows. Or the distant sound of Corbin’s mobile phone ringing.

Groaning at the intrusion on his sleep, he rolled onto his side. A delicious sense of sated exhaustion stole through him. They’d made love to each other for the entire night. He, Corbin and Sonja. The three of them. The perfect number, the perfect rhythm. They’d made love, showered, rested, talked and made love again. It wasn’t until a golden hue had fallen over their naked bodies that they’d realize they’d fucked the night away.

With a trembling laugh, Sonja had suggested she head home to let them get some sleep. Corbin had told her if she thought she was leaving them, she was sorely deluded. Levi had proved the point by tying her to the bed, bringing her to the brink of orgasm over and over again until she promised never to leave them again.

It had been a fantastically erotic moment and they’d fallen asleep in a tangle of arms and legs, Sonja in the middle of them both, her butt pressed to Levi’s groin, her cheek resting on Corbin’s chest. The last thing Levi could remember her saying before sleep claimed her was that she could hear Corbin’s heart beating.

“’Tis nice,” she’d whispered in a soft, slurring murmur. “I could seriously get used to this.”

Corbin had met Levi’s gaze, open emotion and contented joy in his eyes. “Me too,” he’d answered in a warm rumble. “How ’bout we give it a try?”

Levi had swallowed the thick lump in his throat, nodded at his lover and then finally given himself over to sleep, the happiest he’d ever been in his life.

Only to be woken what felt like a heartbeat later.

The thumping on the apartment’s door came again, louder this time and accompanied by what may have been a muffled shout.

Cracking his eyes open, Levi squinted at the clock beside the bed. Christ, it was almost ten. He’d been asleep for four hours.

“Tell ’em to fuck off.” Corbin’s slurred voice grumbled at Levi’s back. He twisted on the bed, casting his lover—stretched flat on his stomach, eyes closed, hair a tousled mess—a tired smile.

“Could be someone important,” he said, letting his gaze roam Corbin’s face.

The soft snore that answered him told Levi that Corbin didn’t give a rat’s arse who was outside.

With a chuckle, he closed his eyes and scratched at his stomach. And then sat when the thump at the apartment door came again.

He frowned, still foggy with sleep, dragged his hands through his hair and scratched at his beard.

Corbin snored beside him again.

He chuckled, before the realization hit him Sonja wasn’t in the bed.

Perhaps it was her doing the thumping on the door? Maybe she’d gone outside looking for the morning paper and locked herself out? Wait, it was Monday. Maybe that’s why she was gone? Perhaps she’d left to go to work? Or maybe she’d returned to her house?

A disquieted knot twisted in Levi’s gut. He didn’t like that idea at all. She was meant to be with them. He knew that now. And she’d agreed to it. Sure, they’d tied her to the bed and sexually tortured her into agreeing with that notion, but he was bloody well holding her to it. Sonja Stone was moving in with them and that’s all there was to it. And be fucked what the rest of society thought. He was a rock star after all, Corbin was a Hollywood screenwriter and she was an erotic romance editor. As if they were ever meant to live normal lives anyway.

The thump on the door wafted into the room again. As did the faint sound of Corbin’s phone ringing.

Scrunching up his face, Levi swung his feet to the floor and levered himself from the bed. If it wasn’t Sonny on the other side of the door, he was telling them to bugger off.

Feet dragging somewhat, he made his way toward the door, yawning and stretching as he did so. Christ, if this was how totally wasted—albeit in a thoroughly good way—he felt after a night of fucking, he needed to start working out again.

Corbin’s phone dinged somewhere in the living room. Or maybe the kitchen. Someone had left a message. They could wait.

Shuffling his way toward the main door, he scratched at his balls. And then realized what he was doing. Scratching at his balls, skin on skin, not skin on cotton. Shit, he was seconds away from answering the door buck naked.

Way to go, dickhead.

With a chuckle, he turned back toward the bedroom and stopped when he spied the piece of paper on the coffee table.

Paper with Sonja’s handwriting on it.

Ignoring the thumping knock on the door, he crossed to the coffee table, picked up the sheet of paper and read what was written.



So, this thing we did? We need to talk about it. About what happens next. I’m not sure I want to be a band aid anymore. Anyways, I’ve gone home to get some clean underwear and clothes. Can’t wear yours all day, no matter how sexy I look in them. And I think it’d be better if I’m not there for a while. You two have some serious talking to do. Stan, it IS time to stop being a fuck knuckle jerk. Remember what I said to you.

Okay, I’ll be back later. With lunch. McDonald’s okay? Ha ha. Kidding.

xox

S.



Chest tight, Levi read the note again. What did she mean she didn’t want to be a band aid anymore? Did she—

“Oi! Levistan!” A male voice bellowed from the other side of the apartment door a second before the thumping started again. “Open up and let me in, dude!”

Levi blinked. Jax?

He hurried to the door and yanked it open, hiding his nudity behind its burnished steel form.

Jaxon Campbell smirked at him from the other side of the threshold, dark sunglasses hiding his blue eyes, I Heart Seattle cap pulled low over his forehead. “About fucking time. I’ve been out here for ages.”

He strode into the apartment, removed his sunglasses and ran a gaze over Levi’s naked body, grinning. “Am I interrupting something?”

Levi swung the door shut with a scowl. “Yeah, my sleep.”

Jax laughed. “I bet. Fuck me, I forgot how big your dick was. How do you not pass out when you get a boner?”

Rolling his eyes, Levi turned his back on the band’s keyboardist and headed for his bedroom. On the bed, still asleep, still on his stomach, Corbin snored.

Snatching a pair of sweat pants from the wardrobe, Levi shoved his legs into them and returned to the living room.

Jax grinned up at him from the sofa. “It’s wild out there, dude. Seriously.”

Crossing to the kitchen, Levi switched on the coffee machine. “Can I ask what you’re doing here, Jax? Not that I don’t appreciate the visit, but is there a reason for it? And what do you mean by wild?”

Jax dumped his feet on the coffee table and threaded his fingers behind his head. “I assume you know the paparazzi are camped outside?”

Levi snorted, retrieved two mugs from the cupboard and then reached for the sugar canister. “Excellent.”

“Oh, and apparently there was a hit and run a block or so away a while ago,” Jax went on. “Some woman got hit by a car while jogging. At least that’s what the crowd outside is saying. Apparently the cops came and questioned a bunch of people.”

Scooping two spoons of sugar into each cup, Levi frowned. “And this is why you’re here? To tell me this?”

Jax laughed. “No, I came here for two reasons. One, to apologise about the flight home yesterday.”

Levi snorted again. “Yeah, about that. Next time you offer to fly me home in that jet of yours, can you have at least flown more than once on your own?”

Jax pulled a wounded face. “Hey, I got you back here in one piece, didn’t I?” Dragging his cap from his head, he scruffed at his hair. “True, I wasn’t quite prepared for that bubble of turbulence we hit halfway over the Pacific, but at least I had an ice pack for your head. Good to see the bump didn’t leave a bruise.”

Levi let out a huffed chuckle, poured them both coffee and then crossed to the sofa and passed one to Jax. “No bruise. Now, what’s the second reason for the visit?”

Holding up his finger in a signal to wait, Jax swallowed a mouthful of the steaming beverage. “What? No whisky?” he asked, lips twitching with a grin.

“It’s ten a.m.”

He shrugged. “Your point being?”

Levi cocked an eyebrow. “Number two?”

Jax smirked. “All right, all right. Number two. I just wanted to pop around and congratulate you on blowing everyone’s fucking mind. The media are having a meltdown and you’re trending on Twitter. I always knew you were a secretive bastard, but shit, dude, when you decide to let it all hang out, you really let it all hang out.”

Levi frowned. “What the hell are you talking about?”

Excited surprise filled Jax’s face. “You don’t know? Holston, the fuckwad prick, filmed you and Corbin making out on your deck yesterday with the sexy little honey you’ve obviously been keeping a secret. And now the footage is all over the world. And I mean, all over the world. Holy snapping duck shit, Levistan, you’ve just made the sins of a threesome the most discussed topic on Fox news. Now that’s an achievement. How do you not know this?”

Levi stared at Jax, stunned silent. A prickling heat crept over his scalp. His gut rolled.

Jax chortled. “Ahh, you don’t know because none of you have left the bedroom since that kiss on the deck, is that right? Levi Leroy Levistan, you are my new idol. My new idol. Where’s Corbin? I want to welcome him to the dark side. And while I’m at it, I want to meet the new woman in your lives. She here?”

Levi’s mouth turned dry. Turning from the grinning Jax, he picked the remote control up from beside his coffee and switched on the television.

Sure enough, there it was. Filling the left side of the screen. A loop of somewhat blurry footage showing him kissing Sonja, palming her breast out in public, as Corbin held him from behind, hand obviously on Levi’s cock, mouth on his throat, his ear. There for the breakfast program’s millions of viewers to watch as the cheery anchor spoke about the shocking lewdness of it all.

“That’s some fine action, dude,” Jax murmured with approval.

Levi stared at the screen, his gut churning.

“My new idol, dude.” Jax chuckled. “Seriously. I’m never going to give you a hard time about being boring again. Oh, hey, Corbin. Check you out! You’re on the TV.”

Levi twisted in his seat, staring at Corbin who wandered into the room, eyes half closed, black silk boxers hanging low on his lean hips. “I’m on the what?” he mumbled, scratching at the back of his head as he shuffled over to the Nespresso machine.

“Holston filmed us on the deck yesterday.” Levi watched his lover pour a mug of coffee. “And apparently it’s gone viral.”

Corbin squinted at the television screen for a few seconds and then grunted. “That’s one way of announcing it to the world, I guess.” He waved a sleepy hand at Jax. “Morning, Jax. What’s it called when a gay guy gets busted making out with a woman? Is there a term for that? It’s not really coming out, is it. More like…”

Jax laughed. “Just coming, period? A lot of coming I’d say, by how freaking knackered you look.”

Corbin snorted. “I need to start working out. Sonja and Levi are going to exhaust me… Shit, is that my phone?”

The soft sounds of the Jaws theme emanated from somewhere in the apartment. With a tired, preoccupied wave at them both, Corbin walked from the kitchen, heading back toward the bedrooms.

“He seems to be taking it better than you, Levistan.” Jax turned to Levi and studied him with a look of glib mischief. Levi knew, however, it was anything but. Jaxon Campbell may appear a boyish clown, but he was far more adept at judging a situation with depth and introspection than most people realised. “You didn’t want it getting out?” he said, leaning forward to rest his elbows on his knees. “This whole threesome thing you’ve got going on? Was it meant to be a secret?”

Levi stared at the looped footage of him, Sonja and Corbin on the deck yesterday. Thought of its ramifications. Thought of a life without being able to kiss Sonja, kiss Corbin whenever he wanted. “Y’know,” he said, turning off the television with a jab of his thumb. “It wasn’t meant to be anything but a band aid. But now I know it’s the only future I—”

“Levi.”

Levi stopped at Corbin’s serious voice. Twisted in his seat to frown at his lover.

Corbin stood at the kitchen counter, his mobile phone gripped loosely in his hand, his face pale. “It’s the hospital. The same one where the paramedics took…where Isabella…Connie…”

A cold, clammy weight pressed on Levi. His stomach churned. “The hospital?”

Corbin closed his eyes for a second, the phone half to his ear, as if still engaged in a conversation. “They called my number because it’s the last one dialed in Sonja’s phone. She didn’t have any identification on her and they didn’t know who else to…” He stopped. Shook his head. Opened his eyes and looked at Levi. “Who else to call.”

Levi’s blood ran cold. “What are you talking about, Cor? Why does the hospital have Sonny’s phone?”

Corbin drew in a shaky breath. “She was hit by a car three hours ago a block from here. A hit and run. They’ve performed emergency surgery but she slipped into a coma and they don’t know if she’s going to survive. Apparently she was running from the paparazzi and was hit on a pedestrian crossing.”

The world ceased to exit.

Sound vanished.

Levi stared at Corbin.

Corbin’s lips moved but Levi didn’t hear anything coming from his mouth.

The words of Sonja’s note slammed into him. “I’ve gone home to get some clean underwear and clothes.”

And then it wasn’t just those words, but others gouging at his mind. Words from a lifetime ago…

“I’m afraid the baby didn’t make it, Mr. Levistan. She died at the—”

“The car ran a red light. Connie was killed on im—”

Fate rushed at him. Tore through him.

Ripped him apart and threw the pieces into the wind.

“The doctors did all they could, but her injuries were too severe for the baby to sur—”

The roaring wind. The roaring storm in his ears. The screaming roar. The roar that drowned the grief and the pain. A roar he ached to escape. The roar of his nightmares. His past…

“Fucking cry, will you? Little fucking cry baby. I’ll give you something to cry about. I’ll give you—”

The roar of his soul screaming. Screaming against the hideous horror of the hands, his father’s hands...

“Cry now, fucking baby. Go on. Cry. Cry. Where’s your fucking tears now, you little—”

The terror of the moment.

“I’m sorry, son. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…you just get me so mixed up sometimes. Here, let me show you how I’m sorry I am. Let me touch…yeah, there. That feels good, right? See how sorry I am? See how much I…how much I love you. Feel how much I—”

The terror of his soul, trapped in the body that could never escape his father’s—

“Levi!”

The shout smashed at his stupor. He blinked. Gasped. Shook his head and fisted his hands. Balled them against his thighs and ground his jaw.

Jax sat at his right, worry etched on his face. “Hey mate, you zoned out for a moment. You okay?”

Levi stiffened on the sofa. Looked around himself. “Where’s Corbin?”

“Getting dressed. Do you want me to call a taxi? Bruce is outside, standing guard at the door. Staving off the pap and reporters. Want me to send him to the hospital with you both?”

Levi drove his nails into his palms. “No.” The word left him on a blunt growl. He shoved himself to his feet.

Jax leapt to his, frown growing deeper. “Mate, you okay?”

Levi clenched his jaw. “I’m fine.”

“You don’t sound fine.”

With a slow turn, Levi pivoted to face Jax. “Do I look fine, Campbell? Do I look like I’m falling to pieces? Will it help if I do? Would you like me to cry? Will that help?”

Jax narrowed his eyes. “How ’bout you go get dressed and I call a taxi?”

Without a word, Levi spun on his heel and strode to the bedroom. Corbin stood at the bed, tucking the hemline of his shirt into a pair of cargo pants. He raised his head when Levi entered the room. “She’ll be okay.”

Levi didn’t say a word. Instead, he yanked open the closet and grabbed a pair of jeans, Black Sabbath T-shirt, boots and a belt. He didn’t answer Corbin. Nor did he look at him as he dressed.

A beat of silence stretched across the room. He ignored it. Just as he ignored the screaming roar in his head and the numb grief in his chest.

Better to ignore it, shun it, than let it out. Letting it out only made the terror of the moment louder. Stronger.

He flinched at the feel of a warm hand on his shoulder.

“Please don’t do this again, babe.”

Corbin’s low voice sounded at his right. He shrugged off his partner’s touch. Swallowed the thick lump in his throat. Suppressed the rising fear in his gut. “Let’s go,” he said, walking from the room.

“Taxi’s here,” Jax turned from the apartment door, worry on his face. “Bruce will get you to it safely. He’s got most of the pap out there convinced he’s going to break them in half if they even think about taking a photo of you both. Sure you don’t want him to go to the hospital with you.”

Levi shook his head. “No.”

Fresh worry creased Jax’s forehead. “How about I come with you. I’m not overly convinced you’re thinking straight, Lev—”

“I’m fine,” Levi snapped. “I just want to get to the fucking hospital so I can see for myself how Sonja is.”

“Okay, okay.” Jax took a step back, hands raised. “Sorry.”

Levi bit back a sigh. Regret shot through him, but he suppressed it. As he did the hot lick of guilt scraping over his nerves when Jax shot Corbin a quick sideways glance.

“I’ll call you later, mate,” Jax said, although whether the promise was to Corbin or Levi, Levi didn’t know.

Deep in his gut, grief and sorrow broiled.

He pulled a slow breath, fixing his friend in a steady look. “Jax,” he said.

“Yeah?”

The concern in the keyboardist’s voice tangled in Levi’s guilt. He shook his head. “Never mind.” Turning to Corbin, he kept his own voice modulated. “Don’t talk to anyone. Don’t let them engage you. Ready?”

Dark, turbulent emotion flared in Corbin’s eyes. “Levi—”

Levi clenched his jaw. “I know. I’m a heartless prick. Now can we go?”

He pulled open the apartment door without waiting for Corbin to answer.

By the time they’d made it to the taxi, shielded from the paparazzi by Jax’s beefy bodyguard, the only sound Levi could focus on was the roaring in his head.

It grew louder the closer they drew to the hospital. Somewhere, in a detached part of his mind, he heard the news on the cab’s radio talk about, “the unknown female companion of musician, Levi Levistan and Hollywood screenwriter, Corbin Smith.” He heard the reporter state she was, “fleeing from paparazzi outside Levistan and Smith’s Woolloomooloo wharf apartment when hit by the car”. Heard the cabby ask if either he or Corbin knew of the woman and the famous men she was screwing at the same time seeing as they lived near the wharf where the hit and run had occurred.

Whatever Corbin said, Levi didn’t hear. The roaring in his head had become a deafening scream again. A scream so like his father’s incensed rage. A scream that hid a childhood of cajoling apologies and sickening, wrong pleas for forgiveness.

And yet inside that screaming roar, inside the icy numbness enveloping him, Levi fought for a voice. A warmth.

A memory of the joy he’d given himself over to last night. The love of a trusting man, the feisty spunk of a woman.

If only he could—

The taxi stopped.

Levi flinched again when Corbin reached for his hand. “The media’s here, babe.”

He looked past Corbin’s shoulder through the cab’s grimy window. Outside, loitering near the main entry doors to the hospital, like a pack of soulless ghouls, were the reporters.

“Do you know if there’s a back entry?” he heard Corbin ask the driver.

Levi shook his head. “No.”

Without another word, he pushed open the door and climbed from the taxi.

The media ran at him, microphones thrust out, weapons of mass degradation. He ground his teeth and walked through them. It wasn’t until he was in the foyer did he realized he’d been gripping Corbin’s hand the whole time.

He looked down at the fingers threaded through his. Blinked at them. When had he done that? Why had he done that?

“Guess you’re not as heartless as you think you are.”

He jerked his stare up, finding Corbin’s gaze. Finding his lover’s small wry smile. A twinge of warmth licked at the cold in his soul. He drew in a slow breath. Licked his lips. “Corbin,” he said, his voice dry. “I—”

“Mr. Levistan? Mr. Smith?” A man appeared at their side, wearing a suit and a furrowed frown. “A Mr. Jaxon Campbell called the hospital a few moments ago and informed us you would be arriving shortly. You are here to see the woman struck by the car?”

“Sonja Stone,” Corbin said. “Yes.” The steel in his answer, threaded with concern and unmistakable love, sheared through Levi.

The man in the suite nodded. “Come with me please. She’s been moved to intensive care in a private room.” He turned and strode away, his pace fast.

With a squeeze of Levi’s hand, Corbin followed.

What felt like a hundred corridors and turns later, the man—Dr. Killen, Head Administrator—lead them into a room filled with that surreal mix of suffocating silence and mechanical beeps only heard in hospital rooms.

A nurse stood beside a raised bed, adjusting the drip leading into the bandaged, motionless Sonja lying on it.

Levi froze, staring at the woman who, only a few hours ago, had been impaled on his cock as he and Corbin made love to her and each other.

“Shit,” Corbin whispered beside him.

One eye and half her face was covered in bandages. The other eye was swollen, bruises a molted mess of purple and red over her cheek and jaw. Black stitches ran from inside her bottom lip out to her chin. Grazes and gashes covered her exposed skin. Her right leg was set in a cast from hip to toe. A clear tube extended from inside her nose, taped to her nostril with stark, white plaster.

“Shit,” Corbin repeated.

“She was struck by an SVU at seven a.m. this morning,” the doctor spoke in a low voice, as if afraid to wake her. “The police have arrested the driver and I’m told the photographers who were pursuing her are also being questioned.”

“Is she going to be okay?” Corbin gripped Levi’s hand with painful pressure. Levi didn’t stop him.

Dr. Killen released a slow sigh. “The next forty-eight hours will be critical. She’s suffered internal damage and unfortunately, we were forced to remove her spleen. Cat-scans have revealed bruising of the brain along with a fractured skull, but thankfully there’s no evidence of an edema.”

“Jesus,” Levi whispered, staring at Sonja’s motionless form.

The smells of the hospital, the sounds, sank into his being, reminding him of the last time he was here. Their baby daughter’s death. The loss of his future. The breakdown of his and Corbin’s relationship…

He swallowed, sicken grief strangling him. Stinging heat welled behind his eyes. In his head, the roaring grew louder.

“Unfortunately,” Dr. Killen’s voice grew concerned, “she slipped into a coma post-op. I have assigned my best doctors to her, but at this point it is, perhaps, for the best. Her body has taken over her recovery.”

“Is she going to…” Levi stopped. Swiped at his mouth. He couldn’t say it. Instead, he held Corbin’s hand tighter.

Dr. Killen made a noise Levi didn’t like. Not one little bit. “I’m not going to lie to you, Mr. Levistan. She is critical. It depends on Ms. Stone. Is she a fighter?”

“Fucken oath,” Levi burst out.

The nurse flicked him a quick look.

“She’s…spirited,” Corbin offered, the word soft. Calm. Full of life and happiness and hope. In that one brief second, Levi couldn’t love him any more.

Nor need him more.

And the screaming roar in his head, his father’s tirade and lies and sick demands grew fainter. Less…consuming.

“Spirited is good,” Dr. Killen said with a warm smile. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I will leave you both with her.”

“Both?” Corbin’s question echoed Levi’s surprise.

The doctor’s smile grew a little. “I am familiar with who you both are, Mr. Smith. And I’ve been informed—by numerous people in here—who Ms. Stone is to you. I am aware of your relationship.”

“And our fame?” Levi asked. “Is that the reason for bending the rules and allowing us in here with her? In this situation, I’m sure only family would normally be allowed in this room, no?”

Dr. Killen’s smile grew self-deprecating. “It would be foolish of me to deny I’m a fan of Nick Blackthorne’s music, and Occasional is one of my favourite films. But no, neither of you are in here because of your celebrity status. Rather, you are in here because Jaxon Campbell told me if I didn’t allow you in he would personally make my life a living hell. I’m not exactly sure what a rock star can do to a doctor to make his life so heinous, but in this case, I’m not going to risk it.”

With a nod, and a worried glance at the hovering nurse, he left.

The nurse glared at Levi, narrowed her eyes at Corbin and then, with a final check of the drip leading into Sonja’s arm, exited the room.

Leaving Levi and Corbin alone with her.

“Jesus, why did this… Why her?” Corbin asked, crossing to her side. He looked up at Levi, his face pale. “I know you’d rather me not go on about it, would rather I shut up and deal with it, but I can’t. I need to know you’re feeling…” he waved his hands in front of his chest, his fingers splayed, “…feeling…this. Pain. Fear. Confusion.” He looked straight into Levi’s eyes, wretched worry swimming in his. “If you are, Levi, I need you to share it with me. Please?”

Levi studied his partner, his throat tight. He swallowed, every fibre in his body charged. On fire. Fighting against the numbing terror. Sliding his gaze to Sonja, he crossed to the bed and, gentle, reverently, slipped his fingers beneath her limp ones. “I…” he began. And stopped, shaking his head. His chest ached, like it was being crushed. His breath choked him.

“Levi, don’t let this destroy us.” The pleading request, uttered with such calm control, flayed Levi’s senses.

He ran his gaze over Sonja’s battered face, numb grief scored by decades of repressed emotions and ingrained fear. “Do you believe in fate, Cor?”

“I do,” his lover answered, his voice a low murmured.

“Do you think Sonny was brought into our lives to save us? When Bella was taken from us, do you think fate gave us Sonny to heal our pain?”

“I think Sonja was born to save us, babe.” Soft joy danced on Corbin’s answer. “She found you first and then, years later, you found her. When you needed her life, her energy, Fate placed her where you would find her. That’s not just a coincidence. That’s destiny.”

Levi closed his eyes, brushing his thumb over Sonja’s fingers. “She saved me more than she ever knew when we were teenagers. She…” He scrunched up his face. “She protected me often without even knowing she was doing so.”

“Protected you from what?”

Letting out a ragged breath, Levi lifted his stare to the man he loved. “My father abused me when I was a child. It started when I was five. It stopped…” He closed his eyes. Squeezed them shut. The roaring in his head had returned. Tore at his sanity. Threatened to unmake him.

He saw his father standing over him. Felt his big fists slam into his stomach. Felt his booted foot smash against his ribs.

Felt his insidious hands push down his jeans and slide into his underpants. Felt his hot, wet breath on the back of his neck as he—

Grinding his teeth, Levi opened his eyes and gazed at Corbin, holding Sonja fingers as he did so. “My father abused me physically and sexually for fourteen years. From when I was five right up until I moved out at nineteen. If I showed him any emotion at all, fear, sadness, anger, he would beat me until I could hardly stand. And then, at night, driven by guilt, he would come into my bedroom and apologise. Except his apologies were as wrong and as sick as his beatings.”

Corbin stared at him. Stunned sorrow filled his eyes.

“I was a shit when Sonny and I dated at school,” Levi went on, ignoring the incensed roar in his mind, focusing instead on the warmth in Sonja’s fingers, the compassion in his lover’s eyes. “But Christ, I needed her. I couldn’t let her see that, was too terrified of letting my emotions out. But whenever I was with her I felt happy. When we were together at home, when she was there with me, making me laugh, I felt safe. There were times when she was there in the living room with me I could see…I could see in Dad’s eyes what he wanted to do…to me. When that happened, when I knew what was going to happen when she left, I held onto her like she was the only…”

He paused. Drew a slow breath. “She protected me but I could never tell her from what. I think she suspected. I think that’s why she put up with my shit for so long. Why she defied her parents often to stay at my house way past her curfew. I think she wanted to...to help me. But I never completely let her.” He shook his head and lowered his gaze to her once more. “I kept pushing her away, even as I wanted to hold her forever.”

Raising his head, he looked at Corbin. “Which is what I’ve been doing to you, isn’t it? I love you more than I can say, so much it makes my heart ache, and yet…and yet I push you away. I don’t want to do that ever again.”

Corbin didn’t say anything. Just studied him.

With a wry chuckle, Levi smiled. “I think it’s time I admit to myself how fucked up I am. I think it’s time I stop punishing those I love for what my father did to me and accept I need to see a counselor. Or a shrink. Someone, anyone, who will help me. And I know, here…” he tapped his heart with his free hand, “…that if it wasn’t for you, and Sonja, I’d never be able to admit that. If it wasn’t for how much you love me, and for how much Sonja challenges me, I’d never accept I need help.”

He stopped again. Drew another slow breath. His heart, his very soul ached, flayed and lashed and wounded by emotions he’d long denied. Long feared. But that very fact, the fact he could feel his heart ache so much, at this point in time, at this very moment, told him more than the fading silence in his head ever could.

He was not only acknowledging his emotions, he was sharing them.

Perhaps, after a lifetime of denying he felt anything and refusing to allow anyone into his wounded heart, he was finally letting himself heal.

With Corbin and Sonja’s help.

He shrugged, letting Corbin see—for the first time ever—his hope and fear and anguish. “It’s a start, yes?”

“It’s a perfect start,” Corbin answered with a smile. “Perfect.”

Levi snorted, flicking Sonja a quick look. “Now all we need is for Sonny to wake up so we can convince her to stay with us.”

Corbin’s nostrils flared. “Forever?”

Tight heat wrapped around Levi’s chest. “Is that what you want? A triad relationship? Me, you and her?”

Corbin nodded. “It is. More than I can say. Which is pretty woeful, given I’m a wordsmith, right?”

Levi couldn’t stop his shaky laugh. “There once was a gay man called Corbin.”

“Who…who…” Corbin shook his head. “Nope, can’t think of a single word to rhyme with Corbin.”

Reaching across Sonja, Levi caught Corbin’s hand in his.

They stayed that way for the rest of the day. Jax arrived sometime in the afternoon, his bodyguard trailing behind, glaring at all the nurses. He delivered messages of prayers and well wishes from the rest of the band. Nick called in the early evening, asking what he could do.

Flowers arrived in the room, delivered by the tsking, dour-faced nurse who seemed to blame them both for Sonja’s condition if the glares were anything to judge by. Dr. Killen returned often, keeping them both up to date with the situation.

They sat in the room, talking quietly, when Sonja was wheeled away for new scans. They drew comfort from each other in her absence.

When visiting hours ended and they were ordered from the room by the nurse, Corbin took her aside and whispered something in her ear. Levi watched her expression change from surly to irritated. And yet she huffed from the room without another glance at them.

Levi frowned from his chair beside Sonja’s bed. “What did you say to her?”

Corbin grinned. “Said I was writing a new movie set in a hospital and wondered if I could use her name for the nurse who turns out to be a serial killer slowly poisoning her patients.”

Levi raised his eyebrows. “Subtle.”

“Effective.”

Three days later, despite Jax smuggling in sustenance in the form of take-out food and Chivas Regal, and his bodyguard scaring away any paparazzi who gained access to the room via fake flower delivery, Levi found himself awash with bleak despair.

There had been no improvement in Sonja’s condition.

Resting his forehead on the edge of her bed, he held her hand and stared at his feet. “If you don’t wake up soon, Sonny,” he whispered, “I’m going to be pissed at you. I didn’t give you permission to clock out on us, and if this is your fucked-up way of removing the band aid, then your way sucks. Do you hear me? Wake the fuck up, Sonny, so we can take you home. Understand?”

“Do you think she’s going to argue with us?” Corbin asked from the other side of the bed. “About moving in? Living with us? Sharing our bed?”

Levi shook his head against the mattress. “We’ll convince her.” He looked up, giving his lover a small smile. “Even if we have to tie her up and make love to her constantly until she says yes. She belongs with us. Hell, you went bi for her. She’s not getting away from us again.”

“I’ll…make…” a soft, husky rasp whispered from the bed, “…you a deal.”

Levi snapped his stare to Sonja’s face, a rush of joy crashing through him at the sight of her bruised, split lips curling into the smallest, weakest of smiles.

“What’s that?” he asked, forcing his voice to remain calm.

“If you both…” she said, un-bandaged eye still closed, the words little more than a breath, “…promise to…lower the toilet seat lid…” she paused and ran her tongue over her bottom lip with a grimace, “…when you’re finished…in the loo, we’ll…give it a try.”

“Deal.” Corbin laughed.

She squeezed Levi’s fingers with gentle pressure. “And I want orgasms…lots of them. Often. From…you both.”

Levi lifted his gaze to Corbin and smiled. “Deal,” he murmured.


Epilogue

Two weeks in hospital sucked. Big time.

The food sucked, the bed was uncomfortable and, at some point since being slammed into by a car while running from the paparazzi, someone had decided she was a celebrity and every damn media outlet, news program, magazine and gossip website wanted to interview her.

That meant every time Sonja woke up from a doze—some of which were morphine-induced—there were new vases or bunches of flowers scattered around her room, or baskets of gifts or hampers of gourmet food. Why a person who’d barely survived being hit by a SUV, resulting in a ridiculous number of broken bones, major bruising on the brain and a sudden need for the removal of her spleen, was worth all the media attention was beyond Sonja. As was the necessity to send her small jars and packets of expensive food she was never going to eat. But apparently that’s what the media did when they wanted her to talk to them about her experience.

She’d answered every single request with a simple answer. Talk to my agent.

She didn’t have an agent, but she didn’t tell those wanting to interview her that. She’d passed more than one boring, pain-soaked afternoon on the path to recovery imagining the frantic search for her non-existent agent undertaken by said media types desperate for the big story.

She’d gritted her teeth through the ongoing treatment on her shattered right knee, thinking about all the Googling and Facebook-hacking carried out in the search for her agent. In the pursuit of her story.

She’d endured endless nights of beeping drip machines and prodding nurses, wondering how many of those media-type people would eventually give up the search and invent their own stories about her and Levi and Corbin. After all, in the two weeks since she’d been hit by the SUV, she’d read at least ten articles focused on her and their relationship, all citing “close sources”. All were utter bullshit.

The only truth in any of them was that she and Levi and Corbin were in love. That still blew her away. How the fuck did a rough-around-the-edges erotic romance editor end up being the object of affection for a lusted-after world-famous rock star and his gay, award-winning Hollywood screenwriter boyfriend?

Sonja still really didn’t know. To be honest, there were foggy patches in her memory since the accident. Missing patches of time. The thing was, she was neither worried nor scared by those patches. Because she remembered three things very, very clearly.

She remembered Levi. She remembered Corbin. And she remembered how amazing they all were together.

And every time the two of them walked into her flower-crowded room, she damn near burst with happiness. Every time they kissed her, taking it in turns, their lips soft and gentle on her still-sore ones, she flooded with joy. Every time she watched them look at each other with love in their eyes, she was filled with desire.

Desire to get out of the hospital.

To get home.

Home with them.

Desire to climb into their bed, where she belonged.

And today was that day.

Leg still in a knee-to-toe-cast, she hobbled out of the hospital’s main entry foyer on crutches and let out a relieved sigh. “Thank fucking God.”

On her right, Corbin laughed.

On her left, Levi scowled. “I still say it’s too soon.”

“And I say if I stayed a day longer I would have killed someone,” she grumbled back, climbing gingerly into the passenger seat of Corbin’s waiting Range Rover—engine running—in the parking bay. “Most likely Dr. Killen. Or Nurse Ratchet.”

“Her name was not Nurse Ratchet,” Levi admonished, leaning across her body to snare the buckle of her seat belt. He stole a kiss while there, a soft brushing of his lips on hers she ached to deepen.

“I don’t understand what you had against Nurse Ratchet,” Corbin said, depositing himself behind the steering wheel and clicking in his own seatbelt. “She seemed totally lovely for an irritated automaton.”

Levi rolled his eyes. “Don’t encourage her.”

Settling into her seat and hiding her wince of pain in a husky laugh, she smiled at him. “Hush, Stan. And get in the back. I want to get home so I can have a shower without some nurse or doctor coming in to check on me. I swear they were only doing it so they could sell their story to the media. ‘I Scrubbed Sonja Stone’s Back. Details on page three.’”

“Yes, ma’am,” Levi grunted, softening the response with another kiss before closing her door with a gentle push.

Thirty minutes later, Sonja walked into their apartment and let out a sigh. “Shower time.”

“Not quite,” Corbin murmured in her ear.

“Something to show you first,” Levi said, his grin wide as he made his way—in a jaunty backward step—through the apartment.

Frowning, she followed, allowing Corbin to help her. She’d give them both a day or two to play doctors and then she was going to kick their arses if they tried to wrap her up in cotton wool. She was especially going to bring the pain if they thought they weren’t going to be making love to her soon. If nothing else, she was going to make them perform for her tonight. It had been two weeks, for fuck sakes. She was horny.

When they stopped at a door painted pink with a tiny spray of delicate flowers, she narrowed her eyes. “What’s this?”

With a smile, Levi reached behind him, turned the knob and swung the door wide.

Sonja hobbled into the room and stopped.

A glass desk sat facing the massive window, on top of which sat her laptop. On the wall to the left of the desk were five framed images, all covers of the five books she’d edited that had hit the New York Times Bestseller list.

And to the right, sitting on the floor beside a microphone in a golden stand, was a hip-high amplifier. A black and red one with the words Karaoke King emblazoned across the mesh speaker.

“For you, Sonny,” Levi extended his hand toward the room. “A welcome home present.”

She ran her gaze over the karaoke machine, the microphone, the desk with her laptop and the framed book cover images. Thought about what they meant, being here now. Catching her bottom lip with her teeth—gingerly, it was still sore after all—she turned to Levi. “This was Isabella’s room.”

He nodded. “And now it’s yours. Because you aren’t just our band aid. You’re our life. Our future.”

She dragged her gaze back to the objects in the room, possessions that made the space so very much hers. Mouth dry, she swallowed. “Are you sure?” She looked back at Levi. “Really sure? I mean, I kinda did what a band aid was meant to do, didn’t I? While I was imprisoned in hospital, you two got your act together and now you’re both…”

Chest tight, heart fast, she slid her attention to Corbin at her other side and back to Levi. “Not broken,” she finished with a small shrug. “If we continue with the band-aid metaphor, surely that means it’s time to rip me off?”

Levi chuckled. “Did you really think we were kidding when we said you were coming home with us?”

“I thought…” She stopped. Let out a wry snort. “Well, I thought I’d stay around for a while longer and then eventually let you guys be in peace.”

Levi shook his head. “You’re not going anywhere, Sonny. You’re where you’re meant to be. With us. For the rest of our lives. No arguing. You, me and Cor in one bed, every night. From now until we’re old and grey.” He narrowed his eyes, affecting a stern look that sent a wicked thrill of anticipation through her. “Understand?”

Sonja let out a shaky, melodramatic sigh. “If I must.”

He laughed. “You must.”

With his own laugh, Corbin smoothed his hands over her hips and drew his warm body closer to her. “Now that’s taken care of,” he murmured, resting his chin on her shoulder. “Do you fancy singing a few songs with us? I know this really hot bass player who’s just been aching to seduce us both with his voice.”
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Heart of Fame, Book 4

Back when he was playing drums for rock star Nick Blackthorne, it was easy for Noah Holden to focus on the sticks in his hand. Now that the band is getting back together, he’s excited—and worried. His ADHD has made every minute of his post-Blackthorne life a chaotic mess.

His apprehension is blown away when a bar waitress makes him a proposition—and not the kind this king of drums is used to.

When Pepper Kerrigan overhears the band talking reunion, she pushes her self-doubt aside, calls on her encyclopedic music knowledge and challenges Noah Holden to a trivia contest. Her prize should she win? An audition. His? A kiss. Their smoking sexual chemistry guarantees victory—for them both.

With Pepper, Noah is finally able to control his stormy creative energy. But when his wild past catches up with him, he faces the fight of his life to keep from losing his smoky-voiced angel. The one woman who keeps his mind—and his heart—staying on rhythm.

Warning: There’s a thrumming primitive sexual energy in every rock drummer’s body just waiting to be released.



Enjoy the following excerpt for Steady Beat:

Noah couldn’t move. Which, given the fact he rarely sat still for more than a few minutes at a time, was pretty damn incredible.

He watched the woman opposite him, a tight coil of heat gripping his gut. He wasn’t joking. The very notion of thinking about answering music-trivia questions had deserted him. All he could think about was Pepper and her lush, full lips moving against his while the best drum solo he’d ever played filled the air around them.

Fuck, he’d love to discover every inch of her body while “Tempest Soul” throbbed from the speakers of a state-of-the-art sound system. It was the one true piece of music he called his own. It was truth, his truth. To this day he still couldn’t believe Nick put it on the album and would love him forever for doing so.

Knowing the gorgeous, contradictory woman sitting opposite him experienced her first sexual awakening to the rhythm born from his soul shook Noah to his very core. And stirred something even deeper.

He didn’t just want her now. He needed her. He needed to feel his rhythm in her body, to see if his soul was still there in her pleasure.

Christ, he sounded like Nick when the singer wrote lyrics. Why he was surprised by the fact was beyond him. All musicians had romance in them, even attention deficient drummers.

But what shook him more was how quickly he was growing ravenous for a woman he barely knew.

Drawing a deep breath, he waited for Pepper to say something.

Her blue eyes shone in the bar’s muted light, damn near luminous and completely mesmerizing.

Long moments stretched between them. A distant part of Noah’s mind noticed the women at the table behind Pepper were staring at him. He didn’t give them a second glance. They didn’t snare his focus. It was fixed on Pepper.

She frowned at him. Chewed on her bottom lip. Rubbed her elbows with her palms. “What do you mean, I win?” she finally asked.

“You win,” he answered, his voice strained. Probably because his throat was so bloody tight. “I can’t think about anything now except f…kissing you. Which means, you could ask me my middle name and I wouldn’t know it.”

“Rodney.”

His middle name fell from her lips in a hushed breath.

He chuckled, the sound equally soft. “Is it?”

She nodded. “So I get to audition? In front of the band?”

He nodded. A hot ball sat on his chest. His groin throbbed. He couldn’t look away from her. “You do.”

“And I don’t have to kiss you?”

He swallowed, the question shearing into the mounting ache for her. “You don’t.”

Fuck, harder words had never been spoken.

“What if I want to kiss you?”

He pulled a slow breath. Studied her. She studied him back, a pink tinge in her cheeks, her teeth pulling at her bottom lip. She was such a mix of confident calm and hesitant uncertainty. If it weren’t for the fact she’d approached him in a bar with such an unbelievable proposition he’d swear she struggled with being shy. Yet even that thought twisted the tight interest building in his groin. There was something about her. Something he really, really wanted to get to know.

Without uttering a word, he rose from his chair and lowered himself into the one beside Pepper. She frowned. And then gasped when he leant forward, bringing his face a breath away from hers. “Then kiss—”

She cut off his gentle command by brushing her parted lips over his.

Jolts of hot tension shot through Noah, sinking into his very soul. He groaned, the feather-light contact more electric than any kiss he’d experienced before.

Holy fuck, yes.

She moved away a little, her breath a rapid pant against his lips, but before she could straighten completely in her chair, he cupped her face in both his hands and captured her mouth with his.

He wanted more.

Swiping his tongue over the velvet softness of her bottom lip, he dipped into her mouth. She didn’t fight him. Her tongue met his, timid at first before taking control. He surrendered to her kiss, his head spinning, his gut clenching. Damn, if they weren’t in a bar, he’d—

She snaked her hands up his chest, behind his neck and into his hair, and Noah decided he didn’t give a fuck they were in a bar. He thrust his tongue deeper into her mouth, challenging her to meet his desire. She did, her teeth nipping at his bottom lip with fierce urgency.

Noah groaned again, snaring her hips with his hands and yanking her closer to him between his spread thighs.

She whimpered. He ravished her mouth. The heat of her bare knees so close to his balls—swollen and heavy with lust—drove him insane. Her hands tightened in his hair. She sucked on his tongue. Noah bucked his hips forward, aching for contact of her body with his groin, even if it was just her knees. Hell, he’d pay everyone to leave the bar right there and then if it meant her knees would press to his groin.

Hell, he’d fucking buy the bar if it meant he could press his groin to her—

She raked a hand down his chest, cupped his engorged cock through the denim of his jeans and Noah’s sanity shattered.

He tore his mouth from hers, struggling to control his breathing. “Jesus, you really know how to…” He stopped. Swallowed. His head spun. He stared into her eyes, reveling in the desire fogging their blue depths. “Come back to my hotel room with me.”

She didn’t move. Nor say a word.

He smoothed his hands over her outer thighs, unable to stop touching her. Her skin was soft and silken and warm. He liked it a fucking lot. “Please?”

Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment, long enough for Noah to notice she wore no colour on their lids, before she looked at him again. “No.”

His heart smashed into his throat with painful force. “Why not?”

She let out a shaky breath, her teeth catching her bottom lip. “I want to sing for you, not sleep with you.”

Noah’s heart thumped harder in his throat. “Not sleep with me? Bullshit. With the way you just kissed me, you want to sleep with me. Fuck, I can barely think with the sexual energy sizzling between us.”

“If I sleep with you, I’m going to spend the rest of my life thinking that’s why you let me sing. But if I don’t…if I sing…” She shrugged, torment etching at the corners of her eyes.


Desire like this wasn’t in the script…



Guarded Desires
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Heart of Fame, Book 3

Small-screen sex symbol Chris Huntley is on the fast track to becoming the next big action-blockbuster movie star. When his latest movie takes him to Australia for a red-carpet premiere, he thinks he’s ready for anything.

But nothing could have prepared him for his raw, carnal response to his Aussie bodyguard. Sexual attraction to a man is a first for Chris. Now he realizes why his relationships with women have never felt quite…complete.

Liev Reynolds is comfortable with his bisexuality, but his attraction to Chris is an inconvenience he must ignore. For starters, there’s his professional ethics. Then there’s the long trail of female broken hearts in Chris’s wake.

Hard as they both try to keep their minds on their jobs, desire and a little matchmaking tip them over the edge. But Hollywood endings aren’t real life. And when the truth leaks out, their careers aren’t the only collateral damage.

Warning: A hunky Hollywood sex symbol. A smoldering, stubborn Australian. A desire so powerful it cannot be denied. A kiss. And a photograph. This isn’t your normal boy-meets-boy story.



Enjoy the following excerpt for Guarded Desires:

The squeals were deafening. The feverish fans pressed at his back in a wave of maniacal rapture. He pressed back, holding his right arm out to protect Chris as he maneuvered on the backseat.

The actor looked up at him, his grin bemused. Their eyes connected for a second, just a second, but what Liev saw in their light-blue depths stole his breath. Slammed into him with more force than the screaming crowd trying to mow over him in an effort to see and touch their idol.

Desire.

Chris Huntley looked at him with desire.

There was no denying it.

Jesus.

“Let’s go,” he said, forcing his voice to sound stern as he threw the crazed crowd a threatening glare.

Chris alighted from the SUV.

The crowd squealed again. Surged forward. Pressed against Liev’s back.

He braced against the pressure, curling his hand around Chris’s upper arm to support him.

Protect.

Touch him.

Hot energy shot down his arm. Into his chest. His soul.

He ground his teeth. Ignoring the disturbing reaction, he pulled Chris into his body, tucking him close to his side. The subtle scent of expensive aftershave threaded into his breath and, completely indifferent to the volatile moment, a tight lick of heat stole through his groin.

Clenching his jaw harder, he turned just enough to shield Chris from the crowd and began walking, parting the shoving fans with one arm.

They protested louder but scurried backward, enough for Liev to hurry Chris toward the entrance.

And then a stark white light flash right in front of Liev’s eyes.

He flinched, raising his hand to his face. Chris stumbled, his shoulder bumping into Liev’s armpit. The flash fired again and a man chuckled. “Nice.”

Liev caught the actor before he could trip again. But the action was enough for the crowd to sense weakness.

“Oh my God, I love you, Chris!” a female voice screeched at Liev’s right.

“I love you, Chris!” a new female voice squealed.

“I love you, Chris!” another woman cried.

“I love you, Chris!”

“Chris!”

“Chris! Chris!”

The horde erupted, pressing in with greedy excitement. Hands snatched out. Fingers scraped at Liev. Chris let out a shout.

With a snarl, Liev hauled the actor hard to his side and swung out his arm, his fist bunched.

People went tumbling, falling over each other. The flash fired again, joined by others.

Madness took over. Like a feeding frenzy, the mob attacked.

Liev didn’t let Chris go. Nor did he falter. Shoulder down, he barged forward.

He didn’t know where Bethany was. He couldn’t risk looking for her. She was smart. Smart enough to sense the crowd and not get out of the SUV. At least, he hoped to God that was the case. For now, all he could focus on was getting Chris off the street. Out of danger.

Away.

“Here!” a man shouted somewhere in front of him. “Mr. Reynolds, here!”

Liev flicked his attention upward, glaring at the screaming mob. Behind the wall of waving, grabbing people, a man in a suit pushed toward him. His face was red and covered in sweat, his hair disheveled. He grabbed at shoulders and clothes, yanking people out of his way, clearing a path for Liev and Chris. “This way,” he shouted.

Without hesitation, Liev tightened his grip on Chris and charged forward.

Hands and fingers raked over his back and arms and shoulders, but he didn’t slow. Behind him, growing louder every second, a police siren wailed over the noise.

“This way,” the man shouted, a second before Liev reached him.

He waved Liev and Chris through the open restaurant door, muttering something Liev didn’t hear.

For a split second, Liev dared to slow, to draw breath, and then the man behind him slammed into his back and he stumbled forward.

“Through the kitchen,” the man shouted, just as Liev watched the crowd surge through the door, even as the man tried to shut it. “To my office. Go!”

Without a word to Chris, Liev pulled him through the restaurant. Passed the gaping diners, passed the wait staff, through the kitchen with its busy cooks and into an office.

Releasing Chris, he spun around, slammed the door shut and rammed the locking bolt into place. “Damn,” he ground out, palms flat on the door. “That was insane.” He looked over his shoulder at the panting, gasping actor. His gut churned at the stunned shock on Chris’s face. “I’m sorry, Mr. Huntley. That was—”

He didn’t get a chance to finish.

Chris grabbed his shoulder, yanked it hard enough to jerk Liev around and kissed him.

Liev froze.

For a heartbeat.

And then he growled into Chris’s mouth, dug his fingers into the man’s biceps, spun him around and drove him backward. Pinned him to the door.

Their tongue battled in a fierce mating that sent shots of scalding need straight to Liev’s groin. Chris bit at his lip, sucked on it. He tore at Liev’s clothes, seeking the hem of his shirt.

Liev’s heart beat harder when Chris’s fingers found his flesh.
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Can they mend his broken heart?



Heart of Fame, Book 6

After a horrific accident robs rock legend Levi Levistan and his long-time partner, Corbin, of their dream of becoming parents, Levi is lost in a sea of grief. Until he runs into an old high school flame and their chemistry reignites.

Corbin Smith is intent on bridging the chasm between their hearts. But witnessing his lover’s steamy onstage kiss with a woman jolts him to the core with sexual arousal. And he realizes the key to their healing is standing in Levi’s arms.

As an erotic romance editor, nothing much unsettles Sonja Stone. She’s not even surprised at her body’s powerful reaction to Levi’s kiss. But when Corbin approaches them, eyes smoldering with hunger, his suggestion shakes her to the core.

Sensing their unspoken wounds, Sonja agrees to take a chance on a threesome. Their union is explosively perfect, but something is holding Levi back from sealing their searing emotional connection. Something that could destroy their love once and for all…



Warning: This book contains angst, torment, sarcasm, humour, scorching m/m sex, searing m/f sex and explosive m/m/f sex. And a memory of a horrific past that may disturb some readers.
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