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Chapter One


   


  Sebastian Stewart walked through the front doors of the Boston Public Library like a man with a noose around his neck. He had returned to the States at the ass crack of dawn that morning and headed straight to the legacy house, in hopes of catching Juliette there. He and his best friend—the new Grand Master—had some air to clear. A lot of it. He’d fucked up big time and had returned to Boston with the knowledge that he would have to work overtime to convince his oldest and dearest friend that he was truly sorry.


  However, he hadn’t found Juliette at the house the two of them shared with several other legacies of the Trinity Masters. Being raised as part of the elite, ultra-secret society came with some nice perks. One main bonus was the connections Sebastian had to very wealthy, successful members of society.


  His family, like Juliette’s, had been part of the Trinity Masters since the inception. Sebastian’s parents, his two moms and his father, were high-ranking officials working in various areas of the Department of Justice. His biological mother was the head of the DOJ cybersecurity department, while his “Aunt Joyce” was a professor at Quantico. His dad was just recently named Deputy Director of the DEA after spending years in the field as one of the department’s top agents.


  When he considered his upbringing, he decided it shouldn’t have come as any big shock to Juliette that he’d followed in his family’s footsteps and pursued a career with the CIA.


  However, it was a surprise. Because for the past few years, he’d lied to her, claimed he was employed as an aid worker. The lies hadn’t rested easy on his shoulders, but he hadn’t had a choice when it came to revealing the truth to her.


  What he had found at the legacy house was a letter taped to the door of his bedroom. He hadn’t spoken to Juliette and he hadn’t told her he was coming home. Apparently it didn’t matter. The Grand Master was keeping tabs on him. Sebastian had opened the letter, breaking the wax seal on the ornate envelope with a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach.


  The contents of the letter were the reason he was now dodging tourists in the front lobby of the public library, his head pounding due to lack of sleep, stress, and a healthy amount of pure fury.


  She’d called him to the altar.


  Juliette, in a pique of anger, had decided to punish him by setting him up with his trinity. He couldn’t believe she was so furious with him that she’d seek revenge in such a petty, immature, lifelong way. And the worst part was she’d set up the ceremony knowing exactly what time his flight was landing, ensuring he wouldn’t have time to talk to her beforehand.


  He bypassed the library elevator and headed for the stairs. He needed to blow off some steam, to try to burn off some of this red-hot rage. When he reached the third floor, he made his way along the dingy aisle to the rare books room. Once inside the tiny room, he crossed to the storage closet door. As always, there was no one in the room. It was simple enough to enter the closet without being seen. He moved the book cart aside and pressed the secret button that revealed an ancient elevator.


  Sebastian glanced at his watch and scowled. He was cutting it close. As it was, he’d barely have time to find the dressing room and don his robe before the bell rang to signal him into the chamber. Juliette had timed her revenge well.


  The difference between the third floor of the library and the elegant hallway he found himself in when he stepped off the elevator never failed to feel like culture shock. Upstairs, the floors were covered in wall-to-wall carpeting that was thirty years past its prime, held to the floor with duct tape and dirt. In the Trinity Masters’ chambers, the floors were pristine, sparkling granite that screamed of prestige, sophistication, power.


  He walked down the corridor and took a deep, steadying breath as he approached the dressing rooms. He passed B and C before standing outside his own assigned room, A. Glancing at the closed doors, he could only assume that his future partners were ensconced inside, donning their own robes, waiting with nervous anticipation and the realization that their lives were about to change forever.


  His temper flared hot once more. This was bullshit. No matter what lies he had told to Juliette in the past, everything he’d done had been to protect her, with the best interest of the Trinity Masters at heart.


  The Trinity Masters protected the country—and they’d been doing so since his forefathers helped dump some tea into the harbor. To be a member of the Trinity Masters meant giving your life to the society and its cause. And if that meant you lied to your best friend about what you really did, then you lied. And if you had to hack your best friend’s email on behalf of the U.S. government, then you hacked it.


  In her heart, she knew that being a member meant getting your hands dirty, meant doing things that might seem unsavory, but were necessary. When they’d been teenagers she’d taken the high moral ground—a rebellion against her father, the Grand Master.


  Now, Juliette was the Grand Master, had clearly found his file, and she was using her newfound power. For her to fuck with his life so carelessly was unforgivable.


  He had returned to Boston to apologize. If Juliette went through with this, if she pledged his life to two strangers chosen specifically to punish him, then the apology would be hers to issue.


  And he wouldn’t accept it.


  Sebastian entered the room, disappointed to find it empty save for the long black robe he was expected to wear to meet his assigned mates. Part of him—the optimistic part, the part who couldn’t believe his best friend would do this to him—had hoped Juliette would be waiting in the room. That she’d punch him in the arm, call him a string of unsavory names, rant and rave for a bit, and then she’d tell him the rest had been a joke, a way to teach him a lesson for turning her into an unwitting CIA informant.


  He looked in the mirror and studied the dark circles under his eyes. He’d spent thirty-two hours traveling from Tripoli to Boston with a long layover in Dubai. He had hoped to sleep on the plane, but stress had kept him awake, not allowing him to do more than doze for a few minutes at a time. He was exhausted and in the absolute worst frame of mind for what was about to come. Juliette used to chastise him for his short fuse, claiming he could go from zero to sixty quicker than anyone she’d ever met.


  A bell sounded. Sebastian’s chest constricted. He was supposed to undress. Members came to the altar in only their undergarments or some chose to wear nothing at all. Sebastian’s father had once explained to him that part of the ceremony involved dropping the hood and discarding the robe. Bearing their bodies to each other symbolized that they were offering themselves completely, that they were coming to the union with nothing to hide.


  Sebastian grabbed the black robe from the hanger and threw it on over his clothing. He didn’t bother to remove his shoes. He wasn’t okay with this. Wasn’t okay with Juliette destroying his life as some petty act of vengeance.


  He opened the door and stomped into the room. He hadn’t lifted the hood to conceal his identity either. He was throwing all the traditions right back in Juliette’s face.


  Standing around the crest in the center of the room was a man and a woman. He could tell by the colors of their robes. The woman wore white and was a slight, tiny thing, while the man’s build resembled that of an NFL linebacker, his long black robe barely reaching his feet.


  Sebastian distinctly heard a gasp from the woman as he approached the circle. For a moment, he thought perhaps she was horrified by the fact he hadn’t hidden his face. Then it occurred to him that perhaps her shock was based on recognition. He tried to peer beneath her hood, to sneak a peek at her, but the woman anticipated his actions and lowered her head.


  Yep. She knew him. And given her response, she wasn’t any happier about this union than he was. So there were two lives Juliette was fucking up. Sebastian turned his attention to the man standing directly across from him. He didn’t attempt to hide his face. In fact, it seemed to Sebastian as if he was purposely letting the hood drift back, revealing his features. He was a stranger, no one Sebastian had ever seen before.


  Which meant he wasn’t a legacy. And he wasn’t from Boston.


  Sebastian had grown up surrounded by the Trinity Masters, born and bred at the heart of the secret society. He rooted for the Celtics, the Bruins, the Red Sox and the Patriots, and he’d spent years trying to drive the New England “ah”—found in pahty and pahking—out of his accent in order to perform his undercover duties with the agency.


  Before he could study the man’s features more closely, a side door opened and the Grand Master walked into the room in full regalia. They’d clearly had special robes made to fit Juliette. The long, rich velvet material was cut to accommodate her height and figure. If she’d attempted to wear her older brother Harrison’s robes, they would have dragged several inches behind her.


  It was hard for Sebastian to dredge up any of the sympathy he’d felt for his friend when she had learned Harrison had broken the rules of the Trinity Masters and was being forced to step down as Grand Master. Juliette had lived her life prior to that safe in the knowledge that her big brother would rule the society until his retirement or death, at which point any child he had would take over. When he had stepped down, childless, the leadership of the organization fell to her. She hadn’t wanted it.


  Sebastian had understood her reticence. It was a huge responsibility. Hundreds of members, political alliances, sociological, educational and scientific advances, and God only knew what else now rested on her shoulders.


  But any compassion he felt for her situation had evaporated, boiled away to nothingness in the scorching rage coursing through him.


  It was impossible to tell if Juliette was surprised to see his face so boldly revealed. Her face, like the woman’s next to him, was well hidden beneath the hood of her robe.


  When she began to speak, to say the words of the binding ceremony, Sebastian was once again shocked. That damn optimistic part of him was still waiting for her to call this farce off. The longer she spoke, the more he realized that wasn’t going to happen. She had every intention of tying his future to these two people.


  When it came time for introductions, she began with the other man.


  “Grant Breton.”


  Sebastian had never heard of him, though there was something vaguely familiar about his last name.


  Grant didn’t hesitate to shed his robe. Beneath, he was completely naked. There was no shame or embarrassment. Sebastian’s respect for the man rose.


  Grant was an attractive man—clearly older than Sebastian—with dark-brown eyes and auburn hair. He had an air of confidence and a determined face that said he didn’t put up with anyone’s bullshit. It was a familiar look—one Sebastian saw in the mirror every morning.


  When Juliette announced the other name, Sebastian understood just how deeply her anger toward him ran.


  “Elyse Hunt.”


  Sebastian closed his eyes, unwilling to watch as Elyse removed her robe. When he didn’t hear the swish of fabric hitting the floor, he opened them and realized she’d only lowered the hood. Her eyes were filled with apprehension and a bit of anger.


  Juliette only paused a moment before saying his name. Like Elyse, he refused to take off his robe. Though he couldn’t see her face, he felt Juliette’s gaze boring into him. Several long, painful moments passed as he tried to come to grips with everything he felt—anger, sorrow, frustration, disbelief. His gut ached, knowing that she would do this without a word, without giving him a chance to explain or apologize.


  She was the best friend he’d ever had and her actions sliced through him like the sharpest knife, cutting deeply, painfully.


  Finally, she released a quiet sigh, and then took the long gold chain that held the crest of the Trinity Masters from her neck. She bade them to each put a hand out, which they did. His was on the bottom. When Elyse hesitated too long, Grant placed his on top of Sebastian’s, and Elyse placed hers on Grant’s. The chain was looped around their stacked hands and Juliette completed the ceremony, said the last few words, each one forcibly striking the coffin she’d just nailed him inside.


  No one spoke or made a move as silence permeated the air. Typically, the end of the ceremony—like that of a traditional wedding—included a kiss. That clearly wasn’t going to happen here.


  Juliette removed the chain and turned to leave the chamber. She was nearly to the door when Sebastian lost it. Before the door closed behind her, he caught it to follow Juliette and left his partners standing by the altar, their mouths agape.


  Juliette spun angrily when she heard him following her down the small hallway that led to the Grand Master’s office. These elegant chambers, buried deep beneath the Boston Public Library, were connected by a spider’s web of secret passageways. He suspected no one truly knew where they all were or where they led to.


  He opened his mouth to blast her, but she held up her hand.


  “Wait,” she commanded. “Just wait.”


  Then she continued toward her office, Sebastian in tow, being treated like a small child about to be chastised by the principal. That feeling didn’t sit well with him.


  She gestured to a chair in front of her large antique desk as she circled it to claim the space behind. She was purposely putting herself in the power seat, placing herself in the position of authority.


  He didn’t sit down.


  “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Her voice was tight with anger.


  Sebastian leaned toward her, looming, with his palms flat against the surface of her desk. “That’s actually my question for you. Dammit, Juliette! This is my life you’re playing with. I know you’re pissed about the fact that I lied to you, but I can’t believe you would—”


  Juliette rose from the chair, placing her own hands against the desk. He had a foot on her, but when she leaned closer, fury flashing in her eyes, size ceased to matter. In this battle, they were equals, their rage burning at the same scorching level. “How dare you! Do you seriously think that I chose your trinity based on petty revenge? You’re right, Bastian—” She all but spit the nickname he hated at him. “I am pissed. And hurt. You’re my best friend and you lied to me and used me. For years.”


  Hearing her admit that he’d hurt her took some of the wind out of his sails. He loved her like a sister. Had since they were kids.


  His lies were based on his desire to serve his country and the Trinity Masters. To keep America strong. She, of all people, should understand what that meant to him.


  “Jules—” he started, his voice quieter as his anger began to fade.


  Unfortunately, Juliette was just getting started. “Your behavior in there was appalling and it has me second-guessing my plan. It’s clear I’ve made a horrible mistake. I thought you were the best man for this job, but now…”


  Job? Plan? What the hell was she talking about?


  “Jules—”


  She was on a roll and unwilling to let him get a word in edgewise. God help her new husbands if they ever got into a lover’s spat with her. It was impossible to win when she worked herself up into a lather.


  She opened her mouth and looked as if she was about to start a truly epic rant—she was damn good at those—but no sound emerged. Instead, she paused and glanced around the room. She ran her hands over the surface of her desk. When she looked up, her face seemed older and there was a seriousness to her expression that seemed foreign.


  With a start, Sebastian realized he wasn’t just looking at his friend. This was the Grand Master.


  “I needed your help, Seb.”


  And just like that, every bit of anger evaporated. He sat down.


  “With what?”


  Juliette looked at his face for thirty uncomfortable seconds. She was sizing him up, deciding if she wanted to carry out whatever plan it was that had driven her to unite him with a stranger and—shit—Elyse Hunt. He held her gaze, showed her that he was still the same man he’d always been. The one who would lay down his life for her.


  When she slowly sank down into her seat, he saw shades of the same familiar Juliette reemerging. One side of her mouth tipped up in the lopsided grin she reserved for people she loved. Despite the smile, there were lines beside her eyes that were new, but that Sebastian suspected would be permanent. Becoming the Grand Master was no easy task and though she’d only assumed the position a few weeks ago, it was clearly taking its toll on her.


  He hated to think she would never be the same carefree, fun-loving girl she’d been ever again. From now on, she would be this woman, more reserved, less likely to talk without thinking, more introspective…and suspicious.


  Then he realized none of that mattered. She would always be his friend.


  “You heard that I’ve selected my partners, joined a trinity?”


  He nodded. He hadn’t been surprised to hear she’d taken Devon as her husband; the two had been betrothed since they were kids. However, he had been shocked to discover she’d actually ended the planned union with the proposed third, Rose. Instead, Juliette had chosen a man Sebastian had never heard of as her other partner. 


  “I heard. What happened with Rose?”


  Juliette’s smile emerged more fully. “I’m the Grand Master now. And I figured I’d take advantage of some of the perks associated with it. I dissolved the original betrothal.”


  Sebastian frowned. “But you’re still with Devon.”


  Suddenly Juliette’s happy expression made more sense.


  He grinned. “You finally admitted you were in love with him.”


  She lifted one shoulder noncommittally, but it wasn’t as if his comment had been a question. He’d known for years how she felt about Devon, even if she couldn’t admit it to herself.


  It was clear she was genuinely pleased with her union. If he was a good friend, he’d be grateful for that. As it was, all he could think about was his own triad, the partners he’d left standing beside the altar as he stormed away from them.


  “Once some of the dust settles around here, I want you to come have dinner with us and meet Franco. I think you’ll really like him.”


  He appreciated the invitation—it gave him hope that all was going to be okay between them—but he couldn’t get past the first part of her statement. “When what dust settles?”


  “All is not as it seems with the Trinity Masters.”


  Well, that sounded ominous as fuck.


  “What do you mean?”


  Juliette pushed her chair closer to her desk and rested her elbows on top. “I think we’ve uncovered a secret sect.”


  “A secret sect in the secret society?” He spoke the words in jest. All his life, he’d had a hard time going to the movie theater to watch suspense thrillers. Primarily because he had always felt his life was far more exciting and interesting than the fictional variety. Hollywood couldn’t hold a candle to the Trinity Masters.


  She gave him a rueful grin that held no mirth. “Yeah. Certain documents have led me to believe we’ve lost some legacies, that there was a small faction of the group working in direct opposition to the beliefs the Trinity Masters always tried to uphold.”


  “In what way?”


  “Apparently in the forties, there were some people who didn’t like the direction the organization was taking. They didn’t approve of the members being recruited, those the Trinity Masters felt had the strength and ability to fix all of society’s ills. Poverty, education, workers’ rights. Stuff like that.”


  “Why would they have issues with that?”


  Juliette sighed. “Look at the time period. We’d come through the Great Depression, World War II was raging around us, Hitler had assumed scary amounts of power. It would be naïve of us to believe there weren’t people living right here in America who didn’t sympathize with the Nazi cause.”


  Sebastian wasn’t sure how to reply. He’d grown up admiring and respecting the Trinity Masters. In his mind, it was this society that had kept the United States flourishing as a world power. And sure, maybe there was some naivety that came with that belief, but he’d lived his entire life surrounded by these people, by these incredible minds.


  “Are you trying to tell me there were Nazis in the Trinity Masters?” It was a bit like finding out Santa Claus was the leader of ISIS. Sebastian couldn’t quite wrap his head around it.


  Juliette shook her head. “No. Nothing quite so specific. What we discovered was a small sect of purists, Trinity Masters with their own agenda, one that worked against the goals and purposes set forth by our founding fathers at the dawn of this country. The purists strongly believed we needed to keep our bloodlines more pure, limit the membership to only wealthy white people.”


  “This sounds like something straight out of Harry Potter.”


  Juliette rolled her eyes. “I wouldn’t know.”


  He pursed his lips. “I gave you the whole damn set for Christmas and you still won’t read it.”


  “Seb. Focus. Did you hear what I said?”


  “I did. And I’m having a hard time believing it. That’s one hell of a discovery to make.”


  “I know.” Juliette stood and walked over to a bookshelf covered in dusty tomes that Sebastian would bet hadn’t been touched in decades. After so many years, they’d simply become a part of the décor of the room.


  Sebastian bent forward, resting his elbows on his knees and looking down at the expensive Oriental rug. He tended to see the world in black and white, good guys and bad guys. It was a characteristic that left him struggling more often than not in a world comprised solely of gray. In his mind, the Trinity Masters had always been black and white. He could count on them to do the right thing. “And you think these members were successful in their efforts?”


  “I know they were. Franco was a lost legacy.”


  “You keep saying ‘lost’. What does that mean?”


  “His family was erased from our history books, allowed to disappear through the cracks via underhanded means.”


  Sebastian’s brow creased in confusion, so Juliette tried to explain further. “His grandfather was never called to the altar, never allowed to continue. He was tricked into staying away.”


  “And you think there are others like him? Lost legacies?”


  Juliette nodded. “I’m certain there are. And I’m determined to find them.”


  Juliette hadn’t been happy when the leadership of the society was dumped onto her shoulders, but in that moment, Sebastian knew she’d be an incredible Grand Master. She was born to lead, but more than that, she had a huge heart, a tremendous need to correct injustices and make the world a better place.


  “Good,” he said. “They deserve to have their rightful place in the society.”


  “I knew you’d agree.”


  “Is that why I’m here? To help you find them?”


  She shook her head. “No. Your task is slightly different. I need to know if the purists are still at work.”


  Sebastian reared back in his chair. “You think they’re still functioning?”


  She shrugged. “I don’t know. Part of me thinks maybe they’ve always been there.”


  He blew out a long breath. While he appreciated the trust she was placing in him despite the revelations of the past few weeks, the pieces still weren’t adding up.


  “You know I’ll help you any way I can, Jules. But I’m confused about the triad. Why did you call me to the altar? You could have just told me what you needed done.”


  “Do you know the name Breton?”


  Sebastian had recognized it, but he couldn’t recall why. “It rings a bell, but no more than that.”


  “The only known purist we’ve been able to uncover is Jessica Breton, Grant’s great-aunt. She was the member who tricked Franco’s grandfather into staying away. Her means were lethal.”


  “And you want to see if this secret sect operates on the same legacy system the Trinity Masters use?”


  “It’s the only lead we have, Seb. I was hoping you could get close to Grant, feel him out, try to discover if he’s a part of them. I decided the quickest and easiest way for you to accomplish that was to call you both to the altar together. You’ll spend the next week together in the Presidential Suite at the Boston Park Plaza getting to know your partners, working out the details of setting up your lives together. I couldn’t think of any other situation where you could get as close as you’d need to. You need access, a way to delve into his family’s background, into his own personal values and beliefs without raising suspicions. Sex loosens tongues.”


  Jesus. She was right about intimacy lowering walls and inviting confidences, but Sebastian wasn’t sure how he felt about crawling into bed with the guy to discover his secrets. He wanted to help, but he was straight. And Juliette knew that.


  “That may all be true, but that’s a hell of a sacrifice you’ve just asked me to make. Essentially, you’ve tied me to the man for the rest of my life simply to spy on him.”


  Juliette walked over to him and placed her hand on his shoulder. “The true binding ceremony, the permanent marriage, doesn’t happen for thirty days. As Grand Master, I hold the power to dissolve unions during this trial period. I can’t break up a triad once it’s made truly official, but I can at any time during the next month.”


  “It’s not forever?”


  Juliette shook her head. “No. I don’t intend for this to be your true trinity, but it also doesn’t give you much time.”


  Thirty days. He only had thirty days to uncover one hell of a secret. And given his actions at the altar, he would probably have to spend every minute of that time simply getting his “pretend” partners to speak to him again.


  “I’ll do it, but I’m afraid I may have already shot myself in the foot with the way I behaved back there.”


  Juliette’s eyes narrowed and her spine stiffened.


  Nice job, Seb. Way to remind her you were the world’s biggest jackass.


  She lifted her finger and a shiver ran through him. Sebastian had never been afraid of Juliette, but her intimidating stance reminded him once more that she was not the girl he used to know. “By the way, if you ever treat me—the Grand Master—with that level of disrespect again, I won’t hesitate to go all Queen of Hearts on your ass.”


  Sebastian smiled, rose and placed his hand over his chest as he made a vow. “I’m extremely sorry for my behavior, Grand Master.”


  She appeared only slightly appeased, so he reached out to take her hand.


  “Jules, if I’m ever so thick-skulled as to doubt our friendship again, I’ll walk to the guillotine and put my own head on the chopping block.”


  She laughed softly and they hugged. For the first time since landing in Boston this morning, Sebastian was able to take a deep breath.


  As they stayed there, letting all the bad feelings drop away, Sebastian realized there was still a question left unanswered. “There’s one more thing I don’t understand. Where does Elle Hunt figure into this union?”


  Juliette stepped out of his grasp, her face radiating pure evil delight. “Oh, she was your punishment for lying to me all these years.”


   


   


   


  

Chapter Two


   


  Grant frowned at the small door that had slammed behind Sebastian. He threw his robe back over his naked body. “Did he just chase after the Grand Master?”


  Elyse shrugged, unsurprised. “Don’t worry. It’s not you he resents being tied to.”


  Grant tilted his head curiously. “You know each other?”


  Elyse nodded, wishing she could go back to yesterday, before that cream-colored envelope had arrived via messenger. She had finally managed to get her shit together and get to a place in her life where she was happy. At peace.


  Then the invitation to the altar arrived and everything was shot to hell.


  Fate hated her.


  Almost as much as Sebastian Stewart.


  How the hell was she supposed to live with him for the rest of her life?


  “We grew up together here in Boston. We’re the same age, both legacies, and our parents ran in the same circles.” Of course, running in the same circles was a far cry from being friends.


  There were cliques amongst the legacy kids that were every bit as clearly defined as the ones in public high schools. Sebastian and his best friend, Juliette, were from the “old families” in the Trinity Masters. Their money had probably come over in cloth bags on the Mayflower.


  In the meantime, she was new money, her family’s association with the society only beginning with her grandfather. Granddaddy had been an entrepreneur who’d struck it rich, creating a lucrative career from a chain of pharmacies he’d started in Boston. Now, they had stores in pretty much every town in America and their net worth was well into the billions.


  Not that it was the old and new money distinctions that had drawn the line between Elyse and Sebastian. Elyse had created that divide. They’d indulged in a secret friendship during their senior year that had been laced with pretty heavy crushes on both of their parts. She’d almost lost her virginity to Sebastian. Then, in one instant, everything had gone to hell.


  “I see,” Grant said, though it was clear he didn’t. She’d merely mentioned their connections. She hadn’t explained the contempt that dripped off Sebastian when he’d heard her name called out.


  Elyse considered telling him more, but realized she didn’t come out of the story sounding particularly good. And she didn’t want both of her husbands disliking her right out of the gate.


  The silence dragged out just long enough to become awkward.


  Mercifully, Grant found a way to end it. “I’m sort of a legacy, as well. Though I grew up on the west coast—L.A.”


  “Sort of a legacy?”


  “It skipped a generation in my family. For two generations, my family belonged to the organization, beginning with my great-grandparents. My grandparents—and great-uncle—were also a triad, but when my father came along, he rejected the offer of membership. He’d fallen in love with my mother in high school and even though he’d been raised as a legacy, he turned his back on the secret society to marry her.”


  “How did your grandparents take that?”


  He grinned ruefully. “Not well. Though I suspect my birth took some of the pressure off my parents. My grandparents turned their attention toward securing my membership.”


  “You didn’t feel compelled to follow in dear old dad’s footsteps? To marry for love?”


  He shook his head. “I was swayed by the promise of success, money and power.”


  “Isn’t everyone?” The words were spoken sarcastically, but Elyse didn’t think Grant picked up on it.


  She wasn’t interested in money or power. Not deep down. Because of her family’s incredible wealth, she’d spent her entire life with a silver spoon in her mouth, the word “heiress” attached to her name, and paparazzi permanently parked in her backyard. The tabloids clearly saw the potential to bill her as another Paris Hilton or Kim Kardashian, but Elyse wasn’t interested in the limelight. She’d give up every single penny to spend just one damn week like a normal person. Not that she’d ever speak that desire aloud.


  Since graduating from high school and officially joining the organization, Elyse had been blessed with a wonderful patron. Katherine Wythe was an elder in the Trinity Masters, but more than that, she’d been an heiress as well, inheriting a huge fortune upon the death of her parents.


  The Grand Master had solicited Mrs. Wythe’s help in teaching Elyse how to command and control wealth. Elyse had struggled to fit in anywhere growing up—due to a learning disability—but with Mrs. Wythe’s help, she felt her confidence growing, her backbone strengthening, and her ability to guard her privacy getting a bit easier. There were definite tricks to it. She blessed the day Mrs. Wythe had decided to become her mentor.


  Not that she’d been a particularly easy student. It had taken Mrs. Wythe quite a few years to teach Elyse to look beyond her own insecurities and to understand what it meant to take control of your own life, rather than letting circumstances control you.


  “What is it you do?” Elyse asked Grant.


  “I’m a corporate mediator.”


  Elyse struggled not to laugh. Partnering her and Sebastian up with a mediator was either a stroke of genius on the part of the Grand Master or the most ironic event in history.


  “Wow.”


  Grant must have misinterpreted her response. “You can say it. I know it sounds damn dull.”


  Elyse shook her head. She didn’t think that at all. “Oh no, that’s not what I meant.”


  He didn’t look like he completely believed her. “It’s actually more interesting than you might think.” He paused, a thin line appearing between his brows before he admitted, “Okay. No, it’s not.”


  She drew an X over her heart. “I swear I wasn’t putting down your career. I was actually thinking perhaps your skills might come in handy in this triad.”


  Elyse was instantly sorry she had reminded Grant about Sebastian’s rude departure. He glanced toward the door, his frown returning once more.


  Before he could question her about Sebastian, she said, “Anyway, at least you have a job. I’m not sure full-time socialite really classifies as a career.”


  “I wouldn’t say that. It appears to keep you very busy. Your name graces the pages of the tabloids quite frequently. You seem to be partial to red-carpet premieres and…” He paused to remember. “Nightclubs?”


  She grimaced. “That’s what I hear.”


  “But it’s not true?”


  “Do you seriously believe everything you read in tabloids?”


  He bowed his head. “Point taken.”


  “I’m not going to say I’ve always lived like a hermit, but it feels like every time I’ve stepped out, gone to a club or some grand opening, the entire thing is blown out of proportion. I mean I have attended movie premieres and guess what? I saw a movie. End of story.”


  Elyse had cut way back on her social life after Elliot’s death. With Mrs. Wythe’s help, she’d begun to see that there were more important things than so-called celebrity status. She hoped to someday be able to call herself a businesswoman, but her father saw her dyslexia as a weakness. Elias Hunt did not tolerate any weakness, any flaw, any imperfection. Mrs. Wythe was helping Elyse stand up to her father, to force him to accept her as an intelligent woman capable of running a billion-dollar corporation.


  Elyse looked over her shoulder anxiously, wondering what the Grand Master thought of Sebastian’s rejection of this union. Given the terrifying rumors about punishments meted out to members who went against the society’s rules, she was concerned Sebastian might be dead.


  “Do you think we should wait here or head over to the hotel to wait for Seb there?”


  “I think we better wait here. So…Seb? That’s his nickname?”


  Elyse nodded. “Yeah. I mean, at least it was when we were in school.” It occurred to her that Grant seemed older than she and Sebastian.


  “How old are you?” she asked, suddenly curious.


  “Thirty-five. And you?”


  She was about to embark on a lifetime of wedded bliss with this man. They obviously both had a lot of questions. “Twenty-five.”


  Ten years. She wondered if that sizable gap bothered him.


  “You said you grew up on the West Coast. Are you still there?”


  “Yes. I have a condo in L.A., though I’m on the road most of the year. My job drags me to too many different cities for long periods of time.”


  Elyse tried not to be relieved by that tidbit. She’d become a bit of a homebody and pretty stuck in her ways the past couple of years. She wouldn’t mind absentee husbands. It would allow her to keep her life simple, uncomplicated.


  “I assume you live here in Boston?”


  Elyse nodded. “I have a condo on Boston Harbor.”


  Grant let out a low whistle. “That must have cost you a pretty penny.”


  She smiled. There was no judgment or jealousy behind his observation. It almost felt as if he was a friend, teasing her good-naturedly. “I paid three-point-one million for it. But it came with two parking spaces, so it was totally worth it.”


  He laughed at her joke, a deep, rich sound that shoved her completely into the Grant camp. She liked him. A lot. And she imagined there were worse things than being united with him for life.


  Like being united with Sebastian.


  Her stomach lurched. She had spent so much of the past few years trying to forget the night she’d almost given her virginity to him. She’d often wondered what their lives would have been like if they’d made it to bed. If they’d had sex.


  Facing him again, she’d felt parts of the old Elyse reemerging, despite her best efforts. What was it about being faced with someone from high school that made all the insecurities and bad habits of the teenage years resurface?


  Not that she blamed Sebastian for his reaction. The last time they’d seen each other had been disastrous. So many times, she’d looked back on graduation night and wished she’d done everything differently. 


  She had traveled with the wrong pack in school, attaching herself to the “mean girls”. The clique had been so snooty and bitchy they would have given Regina George and the “plastics” a run for their money, but they weren’t particularly bright. Elyse had successfully managed to fool every teacher she’d ever had in school, making them think she was capable, but lazy. Every report card said Elyse was well behaved, a nice girl, but uninterested in her studies.


  None of them—with the exception of her senior English teacher—ever knew how hard she worked to get the grades associated with what they viewed as mediocre attempts. Mrs. Rayburn had been different. She’d recognized Elyse’s struggles and given them a name—dyslexia. Elyse had always known she saw the words on the page differently, but the pressure from her father to be perfect kept her silent.


  Mrs. Rayburn—bless her—understood Elyse’s desire to keep her disability a secret. And she promised not to divulge it…if Elyse agreed to work with a tutor.


  Sebastian had been offered community service credit to tutor her, despite the fact he wasn’t exactly crazy about it. Her association with the clique had formed her reputation as that of a snooty airhead. For most of their lives, Sebastian had lumped her in with that crowd, assuming she was just like those girls, and she’d never bothered to correct that misconception—on his part or anyone else’s. It had served her purpose perfectly.


  Of course, she’d been guilty of drawing the same assumptions about Sebastian, referring to him as a teacher’s pet and goody two-shoes. Elyse’s father would have adored Sebastian because he was the ideal student, straight A’s, president of all the clubs, valedictorian of the class. Mr. Perfect. Every time Sebastian’s name was brought up in her presence, she and her twin brother, Elliot, would roll their eyes and groan.


  As their senior year progressed, Elyse realized Sebastian wasn’t perfect. He was just a really nice, normal guy. Because she’d asked Sebastian not to tell anyone about the tutoring, no one in school knew they were friends, not even Juliette—Seb’s best friend—or Elliot.


  And, in typical teenage fashion, whenever a boy is cute and nice to a girl, Elyse fell for him. Hard.


  The door opened, jarring her from her memories, and Sebastian walked back into the room. He looked slightly surprised to see them still standing there. He glanced at her briefly, and then turned his attention to Grant.


  “I want to apologize for my rudeness during the ceremony.”


  Grant accepted Sebastian’s outstretched hand, shaking it. “Okay.”


  Apparently Sebastian’s contrition didn’t extend to her. “There’s a car outside, waiting to take us to Boston Park Plaza.”


  The car seemed unnecessary, as the hotel was only a few blocks away from the library, but she assumed it was simply part of the tradition. The Plaza was a beautiful hotel. She had attended several functions—wedding receptions, fundraisers, and the like—in its grand ballroom.


  It also seemed silly to stay in a hotel when her apartment was so close, but returning home wasn’t an option. Newly formed trinities were expected to stay together in the hotel for one week—a get-to-know-you sort of occasion where they figured out a way to make their lives fit together. She was going to be ensconced in a suite with Sebastian for seven days. There was no question that sex was supposed to be a part of that getting-to-know-you process.


  Because members of the Trinity Master knew from the moment they joined that they’d one day have an arranged marriage to not just one, but two people, most members’ attitudes about sex were decidedly liberal. Many used the tradition as an excuse to experiment and play around before they were called to the altar. Elyse was sorry she hadn’t done that herself. Her sexual experience was decidedly limited. And she was probably going to pay for that.


  While she’d gotten a very good look at Grant’s body and she was certain sleeping with him would be no hardship, she couldn’t imagine what it would be like to have sex with Sebastian. God knew she’d fantasized about it enough over the years, but given his cold expression, she suspected it would be less like the lovemaking of her dreams and more like angry fucking.


  “We should get out of these robes.” Grant gestured toward the dressing room doors they’d all emerged from earlier. “I’ll meet you both in the hallway in a few minutes.”


  Grant was clearly a man of action. No sooner had he said the words than he’d departed, leaving her alone with Sebastian.


  Sebastian hadn’t bothered to remove his clothing prior to the ceremony, so he simply tugged the robe over his head, revealing his street clothes. Like Grant, Elyse had taken everything off, had been fully prepared to bare herself to her new partners.


  Sebastian raised his eyebrows, as if to dare her to take the robe off now. She didn’t move. Instead, she said, “You didn’t apologize to me.”


  He didn’t miss a beat. “Sorry.” It was the least sincere apology in the history of apologies.


  Her anger sparked at his continued condescension. Then she realized she had always been furious with him. Ever since that night…


  She’d thought he cared about her. Thought he’d cared enough to overcome all the shit and be with the true Elyse. But he’d been just like everyone else in her life. Happy to walk away when she revealed a flaw, when it became obvious she wasn’t perfect.


  For the past twenty-four hours, she’d existed on nothing but nervous anticipation that had kept her up all night. All of that had turned to dread when she’d watched Sebastian walk to the altar. She was in no mood to deal with any of this. She’d go to the hotel, lock herself in one of the bedrooms and shut it all down. Pretend it didn’t exist. She was very good at escaping when life got too hard.


  She started to turn and walk back to the dressing room, but Sebastian caught her upper arm and spun her toward him.


  “Why didn’t you take your robe off at the altar?”


  She tried to shake off his grip. “Why didn’t you?”


  “You know why.”


  “You’re pissed off. Annoyed about being saddled with me for the rest of your life.”


  “Listen, Elle—”


  She sucked in a breath at the nickname. No one had called her that in years. It was one of the first things she’d shed after school—at Mrs. Wythe’s suggestion.


  “My name is Elyse.”


  If he heard her, Sebastian gave no sign. Instead, he forged on. “Do you seriously blame me? God, that night at the hotel…what you asked me to do. And everything that happened after. You have to know how hard that was for me.”


  “It wasn’t easy for me either.” Her heart broke as she spoke those words, bringing back the same agonizing pain she’d suffered when he had walked away from her seven years earlier, his face cold and impassive.


  “Don’t worry, Seb.” Her tone revealed a confidence she didn’t feel, but after years of wearing a false face, she’d become an expert at playing the roles expected of her. “That’s the beauty of the Trinity Masters, right? There’s always a spare. Grant seems like a decent guy. He and I can wear the public face and you can just check in from time to time. No harm, no foul.”


  He scowled. “That’s not how this works and you know it.”


  She shrugged, forcing a nonchalance she didn’t feel. “Maybe not, but you and I both know this isn’t going to work. It’s a complete mismatch. The Grand Master made a mistake.”


  Sebastian fell silent for a few moments. Part of her hoped he’d refute her comments, tell her she was wrong, tell her they could start over.


  Once again, he didn’t say anything at all.


  “So,” she continued, “we’ll simply play the game. Put on a good face in public, then stay out of each other’s way the rest of the time.”


  He shook his head. “No. We’re not doing it that way.”


  She wasn’t sure how to reply to his comment. She was letting him off the hook, giving him an out. And he wasn’t taking it.


  Was his refusal to be set free based on that damn by-the-book philosophy he treated like a religion? Or was there some part of him that accepted this? That accepted her?


  Elyse hated how happy that thought made her…for one brief second. Then it was dashed against the rocks by a single query.


  “How’s your brother?”


  The question caught her off guard, knocked her down just as she was starting to feel hopeful that everything would be okay. “Elliot is dead.”


  Sebastian’s face softened. “I didn’t know. I hadn’t heard.”


  She should be used to the feelings of helplessness and devastation that attacked her every time someone said Elliot’s name by now. “He OD’ed. Guess that doesn’t come as a surprise to you.”


  She started to leave, wanting to get out of the room. Tears clogged her throat, but hell would freeze over before she shed them in front of Sebastian.


  He moved too quickly for her, his hand capturing her wrist and tugging her toward him. Elyse struggled to breathe when he leaned so close their lips were mere inches apart.


  Sebastian was handsome. She had always thought so, but she hadn’t seen him in several years. With his dark hair and crystal-blue eyes, he’d always turned heads, but with time his pretty-boy features had grown more rugged, sexier. His face wasn’t clean-shaven any longer. Instead, he was sporting a five o’clock shadow that looked darker, given his sun-browned skin. He’d been spending a lot of time outdoors and somewhere other than Boston. They were in the midst of a frigid winter. There was no way he’d gotten that tan in New England.


  He looked tired. She could appreciate that feeling. She felt the same straight-to-the-bone weariness she saw on his face and in his posture.


  As she studied him, his gaze raked her face as well, his blue eyes piercing, assessing.


  “I’m sorry,” he said at last. There was no mistaking the sincerity, the genuineness in his apology. She wondered if he was sorry about Elliot or for the way he’d acted at the altar or for that night. Maybe all of them at once.


  She nodded slowly then tugged her hand from his. He let her go this time.


  Elyse managed to make it to the dressing room. She closed the door, leaning against it as her strength deserted her. She missed Elliot every damn day. With his death, it felt as if she’d lost a huge part of herself. For two years, she’d been struggling to recover. She thought she’d made some progress, but seeing Sebastian brought it all back. Wounds time had healed were fresh, bleeding again.


  Unable to hold them back, she let the tears fall, trying desperately to be quiet. She didn’t want Grant or Sebastian to hear her. Didn’t want them to see her like this.


  She covered her face with her shaking hands and silently fell apart.


   


   


   


  

Chapter Three


   


  Grant stood in the entryway of the Presidential suite and soaked up the sheer elegance of the room. Apparently his partners were accustomed to such wealth, as neither batted an eye when they walked in. Elyse had excused herself the instant they’d entered the suite, not bothering to look around as she dragged her suitcase to one of the bedrooms and closed herself in.


  He’d noticed in the limo that she had been crying. Grant could only assume those tears had been provoked by Sebastian, who had dropped his duffle bag by the door and immediately headed to the wet bar.


  Sebastian looked up after pouring himself a Scotch then lifted the bottle. Grant nodded, silently accepting the offer of a drink. The quiet was starting to get on Grant’s nerves. No one had uttered a peep in the limo, and he’d be damned if he was going to let the silence continue here.


  “What do you do for a living, Sebastian?” Grant asked as he walked over and took a seat on the plush white couch.


  Grabbing the two drinks, Sebastian joined Grant, handing him the Scotch before claiming the love seat near the baby grand. Grant noticed how tired the other man looked. Sebastian seemed to be the very definition of exhaustion at the moment.


  Sebastian took a sip of the whiskey. “Normally I’d say that I’m an aid worker, but the truth is I work for the CIA.”


  Grant’s eyebrows rose. “Sounds fascinating.”


  Sebastian shrugged, his gaze traveling down the hallway to the closed door of Elyse’s bedroom. “It’s more paperwork than secret agent. How about you?” he asked distractedly.


  “I’m a corporate mediator.”


  That captured Sebastian’s attention. “Really? What do you study to pursue a career like that?”


  “There are a lot of different routes. I received my undergrad degree in business at Stanford, and then I attended law school at Columbia. I’m not going to lie. My connections with the Trinity Masters helped launch my career. I cut my eyeteeth on the Delta/Northwest merger. Spent months bouncing back and forth between Atlanta and Minneapolis, but I learned a lot. Since then, I’ve been working contractually for large corporation buyouts. Most recently, I played an active role in Actavis acquiring Allergan. Most U.S. companies are finding it difficult to grow new businesses organically, so instead they seek out acquisitions. It’s a good time to be in my particular line of work.”


  “Are you following in your father’s footsteps?”


  Grant shook his head. “No. My father is a community college professor and my mom is a paralegal.”


  Sebastian paused. “I thought you were a legacy?”


  “Who told you that?”


  Grant had to hand it to Sebastian, the man had a very good poker face. Smoothly, Sebastian replied, “The Grand Master.”


  “Ah, yes. I wasn’t at the Winter Gala, but I heard about what happened. There’s a new Grand Master and it’s a woman. First in history.”


  Seb neither confirmed nor denied.


  “I assume she supplied this information when you followed her out? I have to admit I was surprised to see you return in one piece. You must know her well.”


  “I just got lucky.”


  He and his new partner were playing a game of cat and mouse. Grant was used to dealing with distrust and aloofness. Those emotions walked hand in hand in his line of work, but he didn’t like starting out something as important as his marriage that way.


  So, he gave in, deciding the best course of action was complete honesty. “My father chose not to join the Trinity Masters when it came time to commit. He’d fallen in love with my mother and decided he preferred to spend his life with her. Just her.”


  “But your grandparents were members?”


  “My family’s association with the society goes back two generations, beginning with my great-grandparents and grandparents, then skipping my parents. Which I guess makes me the third generation.”


  “And you learned about the Trinity Masters through your grandparents?”


  Grant nodded. “My grandparents were extremely disappointed when my father chose not to join. My parents would have quite happily kept me in the dark about the entire society, but my grandfather insisted that I be given the choice.”


  “And your parents caved?”


  “No. I didn’t know anything about the Trinity Masters until I was eighteen years old.” Grant could still recall the night his grandparents and great-uncle—up until then, he’d always thought his “great-uncle” was just a close friend of his grandparents’ who’d gotten an honorary title—had shown up unannounced at his dorm at Stanford. They’d taken him out for a late dinner and blown his mind with their stories of the secret society and how it was his legacy. The promise of wealth, success and power were heady lures to a young man, and without his parents’ knowledge, he’d flown to Boston with his great-uncle—who in reality, could have been his biological grandfather—one weekend a few months later and joined.


  “Were your parents upset when they learned you’d become a member?”


  Initially, they’d been very angry—more at Grant’s grandparents than at him—but eventually they realized he fit in the organization in a way Grant’s dad wouldn’t have. “They came around. According to my grandmother, I’m very much like my grandfather’s father—in looks and personality. She believed that even if they hadn’t told me about the Trinity Masters, the society still would have found me. I’d like to think that’s true.”


  “Interesting.”


  “How about your family? Any siblings?”


  Sebastian drummed his finger on his knee and glanced down the hallway once more. “I have an older brother and a younger sister. Though I guess they’re really half siblings. I’m the only child of my parents. My dad and Aunt Joyce had Christian and Chelsea.”


  “Christian Stewart? The Broadway star.”


  Sebastian nodded. “Heard of him, have you?”


  “I saw him in Les Mis a couple of years ago. He was incredible as Javert.”


  There was definite pride in Sebastian’s face when Grant complimented his brother. “Yeah. He’s a great actor.”


  “He took your father’s name as well?”


  “Stewart is actually his stage name. It was Christian’s sneaky way of taking our dad’s surname. His birth certificate says Christian Stewart Rogers.”


  “I take it Rogers is your Aunt Joyce’s last name.”


  “Yep.”


  Grant shook his head. “I’ve been a member of the Trinity Masters for seventeen years, but I still struggle to figure out how people make these trinities work.”


  “Yeah. I guess it would seem strange to someone who grew up the conventional way.”


  “I suppose we’re facing a future of being someone’s uncle in the unconventional way.”


  Sebastian nodded slowly, though he didn’t seem to agree. Grant couldn’t figure the man out. His actions and comments seemed counterproductive to what they were supposed to be accomplishing here. Sebastian said he’d accepted the trinity, but Grant didn’t believe that to be true.


  Sebastian lifted the Scotch to his lips and took a long swig. Though he’d participated in the conversation, Grant got the impression Sebastian was still distracted by Elyse’s absence. He had obviously noticed she’d been crying too.


  “How bad is the blood between you and Elyse?” Grant asked.


  “What did she tell you?”


  “She seems convinced your behavior at the altar was due to her presence there. That you’re unhappy with the match. Is that true?”


  Sebastian didn’t reply immediately. Once again, Grant got the impression the man was measuring his words, studying the chess move before touching the piece. It was unnerving, annoying.


  “It was true.”


  Another vague response. Sebastian must be a very good CIA agent. He gave away nothing with his words.


  “Was?”


  “Let’s just say some new information has come to light. Something that’s making it easier to accept what’s happened.”


  Grant was trained to deal with difficult people. He did it for a living. He had been praised for his ability to remain calm in even the tensest of situations. Maybe it was time he fell back on his training and stopped trying to approach this situation as a partner in a marriage. They were clearly thousands of miles away from anything even remotely as comfortable as that. So, he’d treat Sebastian and Elyse like opposing CEOs and tackle their issues that way.


  “Elyse said the two of you grew up together?”


  Sebastian nodded. “We attended the same private schools here in Boston. We were both legacies, always surrounded by money and privilege. We spent a great deal of time together when we were teenagers.”


  “You were friends?”


  Sebastian hesitated long enough that Grant knew his next words were going to be a lie. “Not exactly. We knew each other from school, our families belonged to the same country club, stuff like that.”


  “It sounds like you had a lot in common.”


  Sebastian shrugged. “I guess.”


  “Sebastian, one of the vows we make when we join the Trinity Masters is to accept the Grand Master’s choice for our partners. I’ll admit I’m struggling to figure out exactly why she determined the three of us were a good match, but I suspect the reasons were there and they were sound. I take my commitments very seriously.”


  Sebastian scowled. “As do I. I will obey the Grand Master in all things.”


  Grant lifted his brows in a way that suggested that wasn’t obvious.


  Sebastian put his glass down on the coffee table and leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “I’m committed to this triad, Grant. To learning everything necessary about you—and Elyse—to make this union one that proves advantageous to the Trinity Masters and to society.”


  Grant’s success in his field lay in his ability to actively listen to what people said. And to what they didn’t say. Sebastian’s tone was earnest. And yet for some reason, his comments felt less like a vow to make their partnership a success and more like a threat.


  Something had to give. They had seven days to sort out their lives and then three more weeks to put those plans into action. Grant was worried seven years wouldn’t be enough to make this union work.


  Sebastian rubbed his eyes wearily, so Grant offered a reprieve.


  “You hungry?” Grant asked.


  If Sebastian was surprised by the sudden about-face, he gave no indication. Instead, he lifted one shoulder casually. “I could eat. You like Mexican?”


  “I’m from L.A. What do you think?”


  Sebastian grinned. “There’s a Papagayo near here. The food is really good.”


  Anxious to break the tension that had been thick between them since entering the room, Grant narrowed his eyes good-naturedly. “Something tells me the East and the West have very different ideas about good Mexican food.”


  Grant was pleased when Sebastian chuckled. “Maybe so, but it’s also a tequila bar.”


  “Sold.”


  For the first time since they’d met, Sebastian smiled, a genuine, friendly smile that sparked some hope.


  Grant left Sebastian in the living room and walked down the hallway. He lightly knocked on Elyse’s door, entering the room after she bade him to come in. She was sitting on the bed, looking surprisingly fragile.


  His first thought when she’d pulled back her hood in the room was that she was breathtakingly beautiful. But more than that, he saw the undeniable strength in her posture, in the way she threw her head back proudly. He’d seen the fear in her bright green eyes, in the way she all but dared them to reject her. It had made him want to take her into his arms and hold her tightly. She called to the alpha male in him, the one who thrived on holding on to and protecting what was his.


  He was fairly certain a woman like Elyse wouldn’t appreciate his archaic desires. Unfortunately, Grant had never been very good at subterfuge. According to his mother, what you saw was what you got with him. Sometimes she made that sound like a compliment. More often than not, she didn’t see it as a positive character trait.


  Elyse’s eyes were still red and slightly puffy. She’d been crying again, but given the way she stood up and walked to the mirror, turning her back to him, it was obvious she didn’t want him to see that.


  “What’s up?” she asked in a carefree voice that didn’t fool him for a minute as she found a compact. She started pressing some powder on her face. Even with the tear-stained cheeks, she was one of the loveliest women he’d ever seen. He had recognized her name and face the moment the Grand Master had announced it at the altar. As Elyse said, it wasn’t uncommon to see her picture on the front of the tabloids or splashed across Instagram. His first thought had been that she was even more beautiful in person.


  “We’re going out to dinner,” he said.


  She turned slightly, before returning to face the mirror. “Oh. Okay. I guess I’ll see you later then.”


  Grant smirked. She wasn’t getting out of it that easily. “We’re going out, Elyse. You, me and Sebastian. Grab your coat.”


  Elyse turned around at that, responding with annoyance to his imperious tone. Good. She had a fighting spirit. It gave him no joy to see her sad, to see her struggling. If he had to piss her off to spark a little life into her, he’d do it…and love every minute of it.


  “Excuse me?”


  He leaned against the doorjamb. “You heard me. Grab your coat. I’m hungry.”


  “I think maybe we need to get a few things clear, Mr. Breton. I don’t appreciate being told to do anything. I’m not a dog who heels and I’m not a soldier under your command.”


  He grinned. “So noted. And I agree with you. We don’t know each other. Closed doors and silent treatments aren’t going to help that. Am I right?”


  Elyse appeared chagrined. “You are.”


  “You like Mexican?”


  She nodded slowly. “Yes. I do.”


  “Then that makes three of us. I’d say we’re well on our way to finding quite a bit of common ground.” Grant walked into her bedroom and picked up the coat she had dropped at the foot of her bed. He’d been a gentleman thus far, keeping his distance, but he’d be damned if he would resist the urge to touch her a minute longer.


  Elyse turned so he could help her into her coat, and then sank back without hesitation when he tugged on her shoulders, pressing her back to his chest.


  “You’re very beautiful, Elyse.”


  She looked over her shoulder and smiled at him. “Thank you. I’m sorry I snapped at you. And I’m sorry I closed myself in here. I just needed a few minutes to myself.”


  “Understandable. We’ve all just experienced a life-altering event. Takes time to adjust.” With any luck, Grant would have a big portion of the walls standing between them knocked down by the end of the night.


  “Ready to go?” Sebastian stood at the doorway, watching them with an expression Grant couldn’t read.


  Jealousy?


  Given Sebastian’s actions at the altar and his comments earlier, that feeling seemed unlikely. And yet…


  Grant was a man of action. He’d spent too many years dealing with people who’d made dragging their feet an art form. It was time to see exactly where the three of them stood.


  Keeping his hands on Elyse’s shoulders, he turned until they both faced Sebastian, then he bent forward and placed a kiss on her cheek.


  Sebastian’s eyes narrowed.


  Yep. Definitely jealousy.


  Elyse didn’t attempt to pull away, though Grant felt her stiffen slightly, surprised by his actions.


  Upping the ante, he drew his hands down along her arms before wrapping them loosely around her waist. Elyse’s breathing accelerated, but to her credit, she held her ground.


  They were virtual strangers. And yet, they were about to embark on a lifelong relationship. That knowledge drove Grant to push the limits far faster than he would have if he were merely on a first date with someone.


  Sebastian remained silent, still as a statue by the door. His gaze followed the motion of Grant’s hands.


  “Grant,” Elyse whispered.


  He kept his arms around her, though his attention was on Sebastian. “We all knew this day was coming. Knew what it meant to join the Trinity Masters. We understood what we were giving up. And what we were gaining.”


  He tightened his grip, letting Elyse feel exactly how much she was affecting him. His cock had hardened the moment he’d seen her lying on her bed, looking so lost and lonely.


  For years, he’d worried that he wouldn’t feel an attraction to his spouse or spouses. Sex was something he enjoyed a great deal. His desires were darker than most, stronger, hell—kinkier. So, he’d spent the past seventeen years indulging them…just in case he was matched with less-adventurous souls.


  “You’re going to be my wife, Elyse,” Grant continued, his hand rising to cup one breast. She gasped in surprise, but the nipple budded and her body relaxed under his hands.


  More common ground.


  “Our wife,” Sebastian said, drawing their attention back to him. “She’s going to be our wife.”


  Up until that moment, Grant had gotten the feeling Sebastian was still resistant to the union, determined to buck the Grand Master’s edict.


  And for the first time since he’d taken her in his arms, Elyse tried to pull away.


  Also interesting.


  She didn’t have a problem being Grant’s wife, but she wouldn’t accept that same declaration from Sebastian. Whatever came between them in the past was still an issue. They had their work cut out for them.


  There was a delicate balance to be met if this relationship was going to succeed. It meant all the players needed to be invested. They needed to accept it.


  Grant refused to let go of her. He tightened his grip on her breast until she moaned, her hips pressing against his crotch in a way that betrayed her need for more.


  “Our wife,” Grant repeated, making sure Elyse understood exactly what that meant. She wouldn’t get him without Sebastian.


  They knew what membership entailed and Grant intended to see that promise was kept.


  He twisted her so that she faced him, tipping her head up until their eyes connected. “And we’re your husbands. You’re ours to protect, Elyse. To care for, to love. You’ve been crying.”


  She tried to lower her eyes, to look away, but he cupped her jaw, giving her no reprieve.


  “I hope that some day you’ll trust us enough to let us in, to tell us what you’re feeling. Granted this relationship is a bit unconventional…”


  One side of her mouth lifted in a grin that seemed to scream you can say that again.


  He forged on. “And maybe this isn’t what we would have chosen for ourselves, but that doesn’t mean I’m not committed to it. To you and Sebastian.”


  The sadness in Elyse’s eyes seemed to fade. “I’m committed to it too.”


  Together, they turned to face Sebastian. His face was troubled, his jaw set, eyes dark. Finally he said, “I’m going to do whatever it takes to make this work.”


  There was something about the way Sebastian said this that left Grant wondering what he was referring to.


  Grant’s frustration returned, but he realized no good would come of it. Rome wasn’t built in a day. He’d simply have to keep trying.


  “Let’s go get some dinner.”


  Thirty minutes and two shots of tequila later, Grant finally felt the tension leave his shoulders. Unlike the limo ride, there had been a steady flow of polite conversation in the taxi that had carried over to the table. They hadn’t discussed anything deeply personal, but both Sebastian and Elyse had proven themselves to be interesting, intelligent people who shared the same sense of humor.


  The three of them had managed to hit the restaurant right between the lunch and dinner crowd, so the place was fairly empty, save for another couple who were seated at a table nearby.


  Grant talked a bit about his last project in Dallas, Sebastian spoke about his visit to Istanbul earlier in the month, and Elyse had just returned from a brief sojourn to Scotland. Soon, they were listing all the places they’d visited. While Sebastian and Elyse had taken extensive trips abroad, neither of them could hold a candle to the long list of states Grant had in his travelogue thanks to work.


  Sebastian’s ability to recall street and restaurant names was astounding, and Elyse had a unique talent for describing a place with so much detail, Grant felt as if he’d been there. Despite all his traveling, he had very little to show for it. His recollections of a journey typically held no more information than what the airports and hotels looked like.


  The waitress stopped by to refill Elyse’s iced tea glass, then she looked at him. “Can I get you another tequila flight?”


  He and Sebastian had decided to do an impromptu tasting along with their late lunch/early dinner. Grant shook his head. “No, thank you.”


  He still had one more shot to try and while he was enjoying the relaxed heat provided by the Don Julio, there were quite a few hours between now and bedtime. He needed a clear head.


  “Grant,” Elyse leaned closer, “I need to ask you something. How detrimental would a relationship with me be to your career?”


  He frowned. “Excuse me?”


  Elyse glanced toward the couple at the other table. “The woman over there has figured out who I am. She just snapped a couple of pictures with her phone. I suspect our photo is going to start making the rounds on social media tonight, and by morning, the tabloids will have us romantically linked on the front page. I’m afraid my relationships are always blown out of proportion. And then,” Elyse glanced at Sebastian anxiously, “there have been some other accusations as well.”


  Sebastian’s brow furrowed, but Grant didn’t ask her to elaborate. He knew exactly what she was talking about. In addition to the steady stream of gossip about who Elle Hunt was dating, there had been more than a few covers dedicated to whether or not she had a drug problem like her brother. One of the last headlines he’d read featured an unflattering picture someone had taken of her leaving the doctor’s office—she’d clearly been sick—that wondered if Elle Hunt would meet the same unfortunate end her twin had.


  While he appreciated her desire to protect his image, Grant wasn’t worried. From now on, he’d make it his mission to keep the goddamn paparazzi away from her. “I suspect an association with you could only improve my business. As I said, corporate mergers are damned dull.”


  She nodded appreciatively then glanced at Sebastian. “You have your back to them, Seb. I don’t think she can get a clear shot of you,” she said, as if concerned he would be upset about being seen with her.


  “It’s fine, Elle.”


  Elle. Seb. Grant was feeling a bit of that same jealousy he’d seen on Sebastian’s face in the hotel room. Even if it was rocky, these two shared a history. They had a knowledge of each other built on years of acquaintance. He felt like the blind guy in the room, stumbling around trying to figure out where everything was.


  She nodded. “If you’ll excuse me, I need to go to the ladies’ room.”


  As she walked away, Sebastian’s expression darkened. Was he always this brooding?


  “I don’t like people taking pictures of Elle. She’s entitled to her privacy. She should be able to go out to dinner without worrying about who’s watching.”


  Grant nodded slowly, delighted to hear Sebastian shared the same concern. He glanced at the woman who’d taken the picture. She kept sneaking surreptitious peeks at them. It was annoying. “I agree.”


  Sebastian lifted his chin, covertly pointing out something behind Grant.


  Grant turned and watched the bartender put a pitcher of margaritas on a tray with two glasses as the waitress waited.


  “I’ve got an idea.” Sebastian stood as the waitress picked up the tray. “I think I’ll pay a visit to the restroom too.”


  As Grant watched, Sebastian started toward the men’s room, pacing himself so he was only a couple of steps ahead of the waitress. Then, in a move worthy of an Oscar, he pretended to have forgotten something and turned back abruptly, bumping into the waitress. Utilizing the most dexterous actions—all while appearing clumsy—Sebastian managed to send the margaritas exactly where he wanted. The glass pitcher smashed as it hit the table of the woman who’d been snapping pictures, landing directly on top of her phone. Glass and alcohol splashed all over her and the man she was with.


  Sebastian apologized profusely, offering to pay for the drinks. Then he made his way back to the table, grinning widely.


  Grant worked hard to hide how much he’d enjoyed the show, not wanting the woman to realize the accident hadn’t been an accident at all. She’d only just discovered her destroyed phone and was complaining loudly to the waitress.


  “Not bad,” Grant said, a smile slipping despite his best efforts. “Not bad at all.”


  Elyse glanced at the commotion as she returned from the restroom. “What happened over there?”


  “Just a little spill,” Sebastian said, dismissing the uproar without another word.


  And just like that, Grant knew the Grand Master had gotten it right. This trinity was going to go the distance.


   


   


   


  

Chapter Four


   


  Sebastian rolled over after the deepest sleep of his life and glanced at the clock. It was three in the afternoon. After almost two days of very little sleep on the plane followed by a huge plate of food and a flight of tequila, he’d run out of steam.


  They’d returned from the restaurant around six last night, settled comfortably in the living room, and while Sebastian had tried to keep the conversation going, his continual yawning and nodding off caught Elyse and Grant’s attention. They bid him good night, each of them claiming a different room in the suite. Sebastian had been asleep seconds after laying his head on the pillow.


  His first thought was that he felt better than he had in weeks. Stress over Juliette discovering his secret, anxiety about her reaction, the shit storm that had erupted at work over a shipment of arms to Libya and then the invitation to the altar had nearly put him over the edge.


  Now that things had been resolved at work and with Juliette, he felt more like himself than he had in ages. After his conversation with his best friend about his “mission” for the next month, he’d come to the suite determined to earn her trust back. He would discover the truth about the purist sect, and then help Juliette deal with whatever fallout may result.


  He worked for the CIA. He could do this. Though to be perfectly honest, as a CIA asset rather than a trained agent, he specialized in uncovering information instead of doing James Bond, chasing-after-the-bad-guys sort of stuff.


  Information was what was really important—which was why it was called intelligence work. In his role as an aid worker, he fed the CIA information about at-risk regions. Finding out that a rural area in southeast Turkey was facing a famine, and therefore vulnerable to infiltration by extremists who promised them not only food, but revenge and a way to fight back against a world that would let them starve, meant the U.S. had a chance to intervene.


  In the past, he’d never had trouble separating his emotions from the work. According to Devon, it was one of the things that made him a great asset.


  Sebastian had assumed that ability would carry over to this job. That he’d be able to keep up appearances while maintaining his distance from Grant and Elyse.


  That part of the plan was failing miserably.


  It was Elyse’s fault. Seeing her again had brought up every single emotion he’d tried to tuck away since high school. He thought back to graduation night, his chest tightening with the memory…


   


  The parents of the senior class always paid for a fancy party at the Four Seasons after graduation. It was an annual event where a band was hired, expensive hors d’oeuvres served, and rooms reserved for the night. Most kids had managed to sneak beer, liquor and pot in, so the evening was clearly about to devolve into a bunch of rich eighteen-years-olds getting wasted or high and causing a bit of mayhem.


  Sebastian had been watching the door for half an hour waiting for Elyse. He nearly gave himself away to Juliette when she finally arrived with her brother, Elliot. She wore a short black skirt that showed off her tanned legs perfectly. The skirt was paired with a low-cut sequined shirt and spiky heels. Her outfit triggered every single male hormone he had…and then some. Juliette shot him a funny look when he gasped, but he played it off with a cough, pretending the spiked punch had gone down the wrong way.


  Sebastian wasn’t used to keeping secrets from Juliette, but he’d given Mrs. Rayburn his word that he wouldn’t tell anyone about the tutoring.


  Of course, he also hadn’t told anyone that his decision to tutor Elyse hadn’t been a completely altruistic one. One benefit of spending time with Elyse was that it afforded him the opportunity to learn more about her twin brother and his friends. Elyse thought the sun rose and set on her brother’s shoulders, but Sebastian didn’t feel the same way about the cocky, arrogant boy.


  Throughout the school year, several classmates had overdosed on N-bombs, a synthetic hallucinogen that, according to his dad, was one of the most powerful and deadly drugs to hit the market in years, and the epicenter was Boston. If it was drug-related in Boston, Seb’s dad was the one handling it. Therefore, Dad had been assigned to discovering where the drugs were coming from and who was distributing them.


  Sebastian had launched his own little investigation at school, but given his limited contact with most of the kids in his class, it hadn’t been very successful. Sebastian was in all honors and AP courses, which meant his circle of friends was narrowed to the same handful of kids taking the same classes. He’d hoped through his friendship with Elyse he’d be able to learn more about Elliot and his clique, who were rumored to be fairly hard partiers.


  He and his dad started discussing the case shortly after Christmas and at that point, Sebastian had shared some of his suspicions about who might be dealing the drug at his school. While it was his father’s task to uncover the distribution ring, he’d been hitting a brick wall. With Sebastian’s help, he’d determined to start by picking off some of the smaller fish, with the help of the Boston PD, in hopes of flushing out the entire syndicate.


  However, as more time passed and he and Elyse got closer, Sebastian hadn’t wanted to betray her trust. Which was difficult to do, since it was his observations that had provided his dad with his first real suspect—Elliot.


  As Sebastian looked at Elyse, he felt like a jackass when he considered all the years he’d wasted, brushing her off as a ditz and a snob. She was so far from both of those things, he couldn’t believe how stupid he’d been. High school was ruthless and he was beyond grateful it was over. Elyse must be even more so.


  Elyse caught his gaze within seconds of entering the room, even though the “bitch squad” had marked her entrance and surrounded her with squeals and loud giggles and a bunch of silly eye rolling that indicated they thought the lame party was beneath them. She’d confided in him that it had been easier to hang with that crowd, outshining the mediocre, only concerned about their manicure girls than to try to fit in with Sebastian’s gang of overachieving, successful students.


  He’d been blown away when he realized how serious her learning disability was and how well she’d managed to hide it for so many years. His respect for her had grown over the past few months and he’d found it impossible not to fall in love with her.


  Which made the fact Juliette didn’t know about Elyse that much harder. He told Jules everything.


  Elyse smiled at him and he returned it with a covert wink. Then he spent the longest two hours of his life trying to play it cool, hanging out with his friends while attempting to find some way to get Elyse alone.


  Finally, they wound up at the punch bowl together, out of earshot of the others.


  “You look beautiful,” he whispered.


  She smiled. “I have a gift for you.”


  Sebastian instantly felt terrible. He never thought to get anything for her. “Oh, Elle—”


  She waved away his guilt. “It’s a thank-you gift. For all your tutoring this year.”


  “You didn’t have to do that.”


  She lifted one shoulder casually. “I know. But I wanted to.”


  “Where is it?”


  Elyse giggled. “Up in my hotel room.”


  Sebastian had already been sporting an erection, brought on the second he’d caught a whiff of her perfume. Somehow, miraculously, his cock got even harder. “I’ll meet you in the foyer in five minutes.”


  She nodded her consent and they both made their excuses, escaping their friends. He was already holding the elevator when she left the ballroom. Neither of them spoke as she hit the button for the eighth floor. That silence continued as they walked down the hallway to her room.


  Sebastian had serious hopes for tonight, but he wasn’t sure how Elyse would feel about them. They stopped outside her door as Elyse dug around in her purse for the keycard.


  She’d just pulled it out when Sebastian’s patience vanished. For eight months he’d sat next to her at the Boston Public Library, helping her with her homework, teaching her tricks he’d researched on his own about dyslexia to try to help her read better. And never, not once, had he kissed her.


  That fact astonished him, considering he thought about kissing her at least seven hundred and twenty-eight times a day.


  One minute she was holding the keycard up victoriously and the next he had her pushed against the locked door, his lips on hers. They opened their mouths at the same time, the kiss orbiting miles away from innocent and crash-landing on the surface of ravenous passion.


  Her fingers clenched his muscles as she clung to his upper arms, while his tangled in her hair, ripping the pins out, allowing it to cascade over her shoulder in the sexy blonde waves he loved so much.


  Sebastian pressed his cock against her. Elyse responded by lifting her leg, tilting her hips forward, allowing him to hit just the right spot. They could have been in the hallway for seconds or years for all Sebastian was aware of, but when she finally broke the kiss, he knew the night was going to end exactly how he’d dreamed.


  “Are you sure?” he whispered as she turned to unlock the door. She’d revealed to him a couple of months earlier that she was still a virgin. He understood exactly what this night would mean to her.


  She glanced over her shoulder and nodded. “So sure.”


  He grinned and they entered the room together, still wrapped in each other’s arms. Sebastian backed her toward the bed as they kissed, only pulling away once they’d reached their destination.


  Her fingers were working to loosen his tie, but something caught Sebastian’s eye. Something that stopped him in his tracks.


  “What the fuck is that?”


  He knew exactly what he was looking at. He was the son of one of the DEA’s top agents. Sebastian could identify every type of drug on the market, mainly because his father had taught him from the time he entered middle school exactly what to stay the hell away from.


  Elyse turned to look at the bed. Her face froze as she took in the countless baggies filled with N-bombs.


  “Smiles,” she whispered. It was the name their classmates used for the drug.


  Time seemed to stand still as Sebastian tried to figure out what to do next.


  Elyse wasn’t into this shit. Her shock at what they’d discovered was almost palpable.


  “It’s Elliot, isn’t it? He’s the asshole who’s been pushing this shit.” Seeing all these drugs, recalling the way Jessica Kendrick and Niles Buckneill had almost died from taking these pills, infuriated him.


  Sebastian felt zero affection for Elyse’s twin. The guy was a reckless asshole who spent more time suspended than he did in class. He’d heard the rumors Elliot was into some bad stuff and now he had the proof he’d hoped for, that his father had been searching for. Elliot wasn’t just using, he was dealing.


  Elyse shook her head. “No. It’s not his.”


  She was in denial. “Elle—”


  “Just please, give me a second to explain.”


  “Explain what? That your brother is a drug pusher. I knew it. Knew it all along. I just couldn’t find any evidence.”


  It had been the wrong thing to say.


  “Evidence?”


  He blanched when she turned on him.


  “Your dad is a DEA agent. You were using me.” There was no question in her voice. Nothing but angry accusation.


  What could he say? It had definitely started that way. Rather than dig himself out of that hole, he felt his own anger building.


  “You aren’t seriously going to try to defend him to me? Try to make me think this is okay?”


  She raised her hands, agitated. “Of course I’m not. It’s wrong. It’s really wrong. But so is what you did. I thought we were friends. I…” Her eyes glistened with unshed tears. “I thought we were more than friends. And all along you were just pretending to like me so you could destroy my brother’s life.”


  “What about the lives he’s destroyed?” Sebastian yelled.


  For the first time, he saw the slightest trace of fear in her eyes. “You’re going to tell your dad about this, aren’t you?”


  He knew what Elyse’s friends thought of him. How they considered him too perfect to be any fun, to be cool. He didn’t give a shit what those girls said.


  But he did care about Elyse’s opinion of him.


  If he told his dad, he’d be a snitch. It was a title he could live with. What he couldn’t live with was what telling would do to her. He stared at her beautiful face, his heart racing, his chest tight. Finally, he found enough breath to give her the answer to the hardest question he’d ever been asked in his life.


  “No.”


  She blinked, disbelief in her eyes. “No?”


  He shook his head woodenly. “I’m not telling.”


  “I’ll talk to Elliot, Seb. I’ll make him stop selling. I swear it.”


  He nodded slowly, though he held little hope she could do what she said. Everything inside him was shattering. Sebastian had lived his entire life trying very hard to do what was right. He hadn’t succumbed to teasing or peer pressure during school. Not once. Aunt Joyce had started teasing him about his thirty-year-old soul when he was only twelve years old. The joke hadn’t offended him because he understood it was a compliment, that she admired his strength, his ability to follow his own conscience, to always do the right thing. Even if it wasn’t popular or easy.


  He wasn’t doing that right now. He was going against everything he believed.


  For her.


  “I have to go.” He needed to get away from her, from the drugs, from the secret he was going to have to harbor for the rest of his life.


  “Seb. Please. Wait.”


  He shook his head. He couldn’t wait. But he couldn’t just walk away either. How many people would die from those pills? “Flush them.”


  She didn’t move. It was as if her body had turned to stone.


  Her reticence pissed him off. After what he was giving her, she owed him this. “Flush those pills, Elle. All of them!”


  He hadn’t meant to shout, but his emotions were riding too close to the surface.


  She jumped—in surprise and fear. But then she did as he asked. For several minutes, neither of them spoke as she carried baggie after baggie of pills to the toilet, flushing them away.


  He stood and watched, too afraid to move. Worried he’d go back on his word and call his dad. Terrified he’d touch her, lose his resolve and fall onto that bed with her—pills be damned—as he took her, claimed her virginity, her body, her heart. Took all the things he wanted so damn bad.


  Once the last of the pills had been disposed of, she turned to him with fearful eyes, tear-stained cheeks. “Okay?”


  Her question could have referred to a million different things. But he only responded to one. He shook his head. “No, Elle. I’m not.”


   


  And with those words, he had walked away from her. He’d headed to Europe for a summer abroad the next day, traveling with his friends. When he returned, he had gone straight to NYU where he’d double-majored in international relations and civics. He’d gone to work for an international aid organization, at the urging of the CIA, which had recruited him after graduation. Life had continued moving forward—and away—from Elyse Hunt.


  He’d only seen her one other time, shortly after he’d graduated from college. He had returned for the funeral of a friend, another member of their high school class, who had overdosed. Elyse had been standing by the graveside. When her eyes found his, he saw guilt reflected there and he knew. Knew it was Elliot who had sold the drugs that cost Rick his life.


  She hadn’t convinced her brother to stop. When the service ended, he walked over to her. “That’s the last life your brother is going to take.”


  She’d winced, but didn’t respond or call out to him as he walked away.


  Sebastian went home and told his father everything.


  Dad had been pissed to discover the evidence that could have put Elliot away had been destroyed years earlier. And then Elyse made prosecution even more difficult. Sebastian heard through his father she had convinced Elliot to check into a rehab facility overseas, out of the DEA’s jurisdiction. Brother or not, she had protected a murderer.


  Seeing her again, one thing was crystal clear to Sebastian. He still had feelings for her. Her grip on his heart was no less powerful than it had been the night of graduation.


  And rather than feeling angry at her for what she’d asked him to do, he was pissed as hell at himself for still being so weak, so powerless to whatever hold it was she had over him. The two of them had a day of reckoning coming. He was going to yell, scream, rage, and then he was going to do what he’d regretted not doing in that hotel room. He was going to take her to his bed and make love to her.


  He’d been able to hold on to his anger, to use it as a shield. Every time his thoughts swung to her, he’d reminded himself that she’d gotten her brother out of the country, helped him to escape justice—something she’d been able to do because he’d tipped her off.


  But her brother hadn’t escaped. He was dead, and with his death, some of that anger Seb had used as a shield died too.


  Elyse was still the same sweet, charming, intelligent girl he’d fallen for senior year. Juliette had no idea what can of worms she’d opened in her quest for punishment.  She had merely thought saddling Sebastian with one of the “bitch squad” for a few weeks would teach him a lesson for lying to her. She didn’t realize how many unrequited feelings he had for Elle.


  And if it were just her, Sebastian wouldn’t hesitate to put the pieces back together, to fix what had broken.


  But it wasn’t that simple.


  Grant was in the picture now. Sebastian genuinely liked the guy, which was going to make this job harder to do.


  But more than that, he didn’t want to hurt Elyse, starting something that wasn’t going to end the way she expected. She thought she was in her triad, that her forever was set.


  It wasn’t.


  Especially if it turned out Grant was in bed with the purists.


  Shit. So much for feeling better.


  As Sebastian considered all the things that could go wrong during the next month, his good mood vanished. His life was as fucked up as ever.


  Climbing out of bed, Sebastian dug through his duffle bag for a clean t-shirt and jeans. He was going to have to make a run to the legacy house today for clothes. When he’d headed to the library yesterday morning, he’d truly hoped to be back in his own bed last night. Then Juliette had told him about the purists and his plans had been shot to hell.


  Once he was dressed, he ventured out of his room. Elyse and Grant were sitting side by side on the couch, drinking wine and talking. Sebastian felt the same twinge of jealousy that had blindsided him yesterday when Grant held Elyse.


  “He lives,” Grant joked.


  Elyse gave him a tentative smile that made him feel guilty. He’d hurt her—yesterday at the altar and the night of graduation. Hoping to make amends for his previous grumpiness, Sebastian grabbed an empty wineglass from the kitchen counter and approached the couch.


  He lightly tapped Elyse’s knee, so that she scooted over to make room for him. It was a tight fit for the three of them, leaving them in close proximity. Elyse reached for the bottle, pouring the rest into his glass.


  “Is that the first or second bottle?”


  “The first. If you want more, you and Grant will have to drink the next one. I haven’t had wine in a long time. I’m already feeling the effects.”


  Grant tapped his glass against Sebastian’s, then hers. “You’ve only had one glass.”


  “I need to keep my wits about me if I’m going to hold my own against you guys.”


  “I didn’t notice you struggling with that last night.” Sebastian laid his arm along the back cushion, toying with her wavy blonde hair.


  She gave him a sideways glance, suspicion in her eyes. “I have a feeling tonight might get trickier.”


  Sebastian’s forehead creased with confusion until Grant laughed.


  “It was just a kiss, Elyse.”


  Suddenly Sebastian understood Elyse’s concerns. And once again, his jealousy sparked. “You kissed her?”


  Grant shrugged unrepentantly. “She made an off-color joke and blushed. It was adorable, so I kissed her.”


  He wasn’t sure why the idea of Grant kissing Elyse bugged him so much, but it did. Mainly because he wanted to be the one kissing her. But more than that, there was a part of him—buried deep—that was angry he’d missed seeing it.


  He shoved that thought aside. They weren’t working to build a relationship here. Thirty days. That was it. This wasn’t his trinity and he needed to remember that.


  “I’m sorry about ditching you guys so early last night. I’d just gotten back to Boston yesterday morning after a day and a half spent on an airplane.”


  “Where were you traveling from?” Elyse asked.


  “Libya.”


  Grant let out a long, slow whistle. “I changed my mind. Your job doesn’t sound quite so fascinating anymore.”


  “It sounds dangerous,” Elyse added, concern in her eyes.


  Sebastian raised his hand. “I’m well behind the lines, more intel than anything else. I’m an asset. I look for information and then feed it to the people who go put the fires out.”


  Elyse only looked slightly appeased by that answer. Sebastian liked the idea of having someone to worry about him.


  His parents were too ensconced in the same field as him. They understood the risks attached to doing their duty and, like Sebastian, they were good at tucking away their emotions about doing the job, keeping them locked in a box that never saw the light of day. It wasn’t that his folks didn’t care. They genuinely loved him. However, conversations about his work were always detailed oriented and sentiment never came into play.


  He reached over and clasped her hand, the action based on instinct rather than intellect. If he’d been thinking, he would have kept his hands off her.


  “I’m safe, Elle. Honest.”


  Once he had her hand in his, he didn’t let go.


  Focus, Seb.


  He glanced at Grant, whose attention was riveted to their linked hands. Unlike the jealousy Sebastian had been experiencing, Grant seemed affected in a different way. There was a hunger in the other man’s eyes that Sebastian recognized.


  Focus, Seb!


  Sebastian needed to ferret out more information on Grant. To do that, he needed those same wits Elyse had been worried about maintaining. “Maybe we should spend the afternoon getting to know each other. Elle and I have an advantage on you, Grant, given the fact we grew up together.”


  “I wouldn’t call that an advantage,” Elyse muttered.


  Sebastian knew she didn’t mean it as a joke, but there had been too much tension in the air yesterday, so he grinned. The three of them had been riding the razor’s edge between nervousness and exhaustion. After a night spent talking to Elyse, it felt as if things were starting to go back to the way they’d been prior to graduation night, before everything had gone straight to hell. He leaned closer and whispered in her ear, “It’s an advantage. Trust me.”


  Her face revealed something he hadn’t expected from her. Hope.


  Sebastian’s heart beat a little faster, a little harder. If he’d thought what he had felt for her had merely been a schoolboy crush, he knew now he was wrong. Dead wrong.


  “So maybe I need to be filled in. I wouldn’t mind a few juicy details.” Grant had heard his whispered comment to her.


  Sebastian made sure of that. It wasn’t as if he was trying to hide anything from the other man. But the conversation between he and Elle would be a painful one and Sebastian didn’t want to ruin this moment. He was quite content to share this couch with Elyse and Grant, talking about a whole lot of nothing.


  Elyse seemed determined to take the path of least resistance as well, so she went with the safe details. “I think I should tell you, Grant, Sebastian Stewart was the golden boy. The student all the teachers loved because he never did a damn thing wrong. He was president of the class and so perfect and sweet, he made my teeth hurt.”


  Sebastian expected Grant to laugh at Elyse’s description. After all, she was getting a few digs in at Sebastian, but they were missing the mark. He was actually getting a kick out of it.


  Grant winced instead. “So—just to be clear, Elyse—you don’t care for that type?”


  That’s when Sebastian gave in to the laughter. “Oh my God. You were that guy too, weren’t you?”


  Grant shrugged, adopting a guilty look that wasn’t the least bit sincere. “Editor of the school newspaper and president of the National Honor Society. Voted Most Likely to Succeed.”


  Sebastian tapped his glass against Grant’s in a toast. “So was I.”


  Elyse groaned. “I can’t be married to two Boy Scouts. It just can’t happen. My reputation will be ruined.”


  Sebastian leaned closer. “I think it would take two Boy Scouts to keep you out of trouble.”


  She narrowed her eyes, though there was no anger in her expression. “I was never a bad girl.” The second she spoke the words, Elyse bit her lip as if regretting them, as if expecting him to contradict her.


  Sebastian placed a soft kiss on her cheek. “You’re right. You weren’t.”


  “So what were you in school, Elyse?” Grant asked.


  Elyse smiled self-deprecatingly. “I was…” She paused, considering.


  Sebastian wondered how she’d fill in that blank. Would she tell Grant about her learning disability? She had only trusted him and Mrs. Rayburn with that detail in school, though Sebastian had never fully understood why she felt the need to hide it. There was no shame in being dyslexic.


  “Confused.”


  Grant grinned. “I think that’s standard fare in high school. There must be something else.”


  She shook her head. “Nope. Not really.”


  Sebastian hated her description, so he corrected it, looking at Grant as he spoke. “Elle was funny and quiet cool. The kind of cool that seemed effortless. If she did something, everyone did it.”


  “Ah, the kind of girl I was intimidated by,” Grant said with another wince.


  Elyse snorted. “Somehow I doubt you’ve ever been intimidated by anyone in your life.”


  Grant lifted her hand and kissed it. “I like the way you see me, Elyse.”


  Seb smiled, enjoying their easy conversation. “Her friends were bitchy, but she wasn’t. Not her fault that we all put her up on a pedestal.”


  “My friends weren’t that bitchy. They were just terrified of being made fun of. Easier to strike first.”


  Sebastian gestured to her because she’d just proven some point. “That’s Elle. Bright and loyal. And there was nothing she wouldn’t do for someone she loved.”


  Sebastian felt Elyse’s gaze on his face as he described her. He didn’t look over until he felt her squeeze his hand.


  “I’m sorry,” she whispered.


  Sebastian shrugged. “He was your brother.”


  “Your brother?” Grant asked.


  “He passed away a couple of years ago,” Elyse explained woodenly.


  Grant’s gaze flashed briefly to Sebastian. The poor guy was even more in the dark, but rather than ask for details, he leaned toward Elyse and gave her a soft kiss on the cheek. “I’m very sorry, Elle.”


  Grant’s use of her high school nickname provided the distraction she needed. “I’m not going to win the battle over that name with you guys, am I?”


  Sebastian shook his head. “Nope. You’re always going to be Elle to me.”


  She started to speak, but he placed his fingers over her lips, trying to ignore the jolt of desire that touch provoked. God, he wanted to kiss her. Elyse grasped his wrist, his fingers still pressed against her mouth. Sebastian didn’t move, didn’t blink when she lightly kissed them.


  “I like being your Elle,” she said as she released him. Then she glanced at Grant. “And yours.”


  Grant smiled. “I’m still missing about ninety-nine-point-nine percent of that story, but I think it’ll keep for now. We need more wine.”


  Sebastian agreed. He needed to put some distance between them, to find a way to stop thinking about Elyse’s soft, pink lips. He stood and retrieved a second bottle of wine from the bar. Picking up the corkscrew, he tried to put them back on track.


  “I believe you said you took after your great-grandfather, Grant. Was he a lawyer? A businessman?” As far as segues went, Sebastian’s was weak as hell. He was struggling to keep his head in the game, feeling too many things that were completely inappropriate.


  He wanted Elyse more now than he had in high school. And he was feeling some sort of friendly—almost brotherly—bond forming between him and Grant. They were similar souls beneath the surface. Sebastian hadn’t met many of those in his life. Juliette. Devon. And…that was pretty much it.


  His gut was telling him that Grant was a good guy. Someone with the potential to be a close friend. Maybe even more.


  And Juliette’s assertion that intimacy loosened tongues flashed through his mind. He’d rejected that idea yesterday. Today, it didn’t seem like it would be such a hardship.


  Shit. He must still be suffering from jetlag. His thoughts were taking him to some fucked-up places.


  “My great-grandfather was actually a senator from the fine state of California. Sorry to say, my grandmother had high hopes I would follow his footsteps into politics.”


  Breton.


  Sebastian finally realized why the name was familiar. He’d written a research paper in college about McCarthyism. He’d found the subject fascinating and had dug quite deep into the details of the era. Richard Breton’s name had been linked to Joseph McCarthy’s in the early 1950s. Like McCarthy, Breton had been fond of pointing the finger at suspected Communists, not bothering with things like proof or evidence. He’d served on the House Un-American Activities Committee for well over a decade. Did Grant know about his ancestor’s role during that tumultuous time in American history?


  “I think I recall hearing that name from my studies.” Sebastian paused, wondering how to proceed.


  Grant saved him the trouble. “Well, then I guess you know it’s not something I go around bragging about.”


  Elyse frowned. “Why not?”


  Grant grimaced, though he didn’t seem terribly embarrassed to reveal the information to her. “He had close ties to Joseph McCarthy.”


  “Oh.” Elyse made a face that was clearly supposed to be horrified, but looked very cute.


  Grant picked up her hand and kissed her knuckles. “It’s okay, Elle. I don’t have any plans to launch my own hunt for Reds.”


  Sebastian wasn’t sure what to think. Grant’s casual stance toward his family’s rather checkered history didn’t indicate he was associated with the purists. But he didn’t seem all that bothered by his great-grandfather’s unsavory activities either.


  When Sebastian considered Richard Breton’s association with HUAC, his confusion grew. The committee had been formed in the late thirties to uncover citizens with Nazi ties. Juliette feared Grant’s great-aunt, Jessica, had actually been a Nazi sympathizer. If that were true, why would her father be part of a group that hunted down those individuals? Did he know about his daughter’s politics? Was he protecting her? The pieces weren’t fitting together.


  “So you have no interest in politics at all?” Elyse asked Grant.


  Grant shook his head. “I’m afraid I’ve become rather disenchanted by the American government. I know that’s not a popular opinion for a Trinity Master to hold, but the current state of affairs in the country feels like it’s built less on the idealism of our forefathers and more like some twisted director’s idea for a really stupid reality TV show. Idiocracy rules the day.”


  Elyse’s eyes lit up. “That is the cheesiest movie ever. But I loved it. ‘Enjoy your extra big-ass fries,’” she quoted.


  Grant’s answer bothered Sebastian. According to Juliette, the purists were a group of Trinity Masters who were unhappy with the way the organization—the country—was operating. In his great-grandparents’ day, the purists were resistant to the social changes taking place and the Trinity Masters’ focus on them—educational reform, welfare and such. It would stand to reason that if the secret sect was still at play, their talking points would have changed. What would their goals be now?


  As he considered Grant’s comments, he wondered. Would they be seeking to overthrow what they perceived to be a broken system?


  “Don’t hold back, Grant. Tell us what you really think about the world,” Elyse teased.


  Sebastian dropped the cork on the counter and walked over to refill their glasses. He needed to do some deeper research on Richard Breton and he wanted to talk to Juliette to see if she had any more information to share. As it was, Sebastian was flying blind, shooting at ducks in the dark.


  “Sorry,” Grant said, taking a sip of Cabernet. “I’m usually careful to keep my subversive opinions to myself.”


  The comment was meant to be a joke. That was certainly how Elyse took it as she continued to laugh. Sebastian forced himself to grin and pretend he wasn’t hung up on the word subversive.


  “You definitely don’t want to talk to my dad about politics then,” Elyse said.


  Sebastian was grateful for her presence. While his mind was chewing over everything Grant said, she was driving the conversation, ferreting out details without realizing it.


  “Why is that?” Grant asked.


  Elyse tucked her legs under her. Sebastian hadn’t resumed his place on the couch. Instead, he’d opted to maintain a safer distance, plopping down on the chair across from them.


  “My dad is very interested in politics. He gives unbelievably large donations to candidates who support his causes.”


  Grant took a sip of his wine. “His causes or his bank account?”


  Elyse lifted her glass in a silent cheer. “That’s what I say to him. He’s very good at playing the injured party whenever my mothers and I make that observation. And our tiny digs worked…to an extent. In the last gubernatorial race, he broke party lines and supported a democrat. I’m pretty sure it was simply so he could point to that one example from now until the end of time as a way of proving us wrong. It also helped that the republican candidate was an absolute tool.”


  Sebastian tried to wrap his head around their conversation. Grant and Elyse were both legacies. And yet the actions of their families seemed counterproductive to the society’s mission. He’d never heard anyone within the organization express the conservative leanings that seemed prevalent in Elyse’s and Grant’s families.


  “I take it no one else in your family has pursued a career in politics since your great-grandfather?” Sebastian asked.


  Grant shook his head. “No. My grandfather’s ambitions lay in the medical field. Before he retired, he was one of the leading brain surgeons in the country. And as I said, my dad’s dreams were smaller. He’s a community college professor.”


  Sebastian wasn’t sure how to work an inquiry about Jessica in. After all, when people spoke about their families, it was typically the immediate members. Driving the conversation to a great-aunt who had been dead for decades would be tough.


  Sebastian’s stomach growled. Loudly. “Have you guys eaten today?”


  “Yes,” Elyse replied. “We walked down the street for coffee and bagels this morning. You were dead to the world.”


  “We skipped lunch though. We were waiting for you to wake up. Should we run out for food?” Grant asked.


  Sebastian was too comfortable, too content in the suite. “How would you feel about room service?”


  Elyse jumped up to grab the menu from the kitchen counter. “It’s my favorite thing on earth.”


  Sebastian chuckled and the three of them took turns deciding what they wanted from the menu. Grant called to place the order.


  Elyse and Grant were still sitting beside each other on the couch, though Sebastian noticed they’d moved closer. It reminded him of their earlier confession and though he knew better than to step into the fire, his willpower was weak.


  “So you kissed her?” he asked Grant.


  Grant didn’t hesitate to respond and there was no guilt in the man’s tone. “That’s right. I did.”


  “What kind of kiss are we talking about?” Sebastian attempted to play it cool, though his cock was beginning to stiffen.


  Everything he was doing right now was stupid.


  He did it anyway.


  “The best kind,” Grant joked as Elyse narrowed her eyes.


  She put her wineglass on the coffee table. “I think now might be a good time to lay down some ground rules. I refuse to spend the rest of my life being outnumbered.”


  Grant grinned, but Sebastian couldn’t do the same.


  The rest of her life as far as this relationship was concerned had an expiration date. Thirty days. Sebastian needed to make some sort of progress on his investigation. Instead, he was hung up on that damn kiss he hadn’t seen.


  “Kiss her again,” Sebastian demanded. “I want to see it.”


  Elyse rolled her eyes. “Oh my God. What part of ground rules do you not—”


  Grant had proven himself to be a man of action yesterday. That streak continued today. Before Elyse could finish her complaint, he’d taken her face in his hands and his lips were on hers.


  Sebastian had grown up with three parents who genuinely loved each other. Kissing was a common thing—his father kissed both his wives. And Sebastian’s mom and “aunt” kissed as well. Their relationship was open and loving and—in his mind—perfect.


  However, this kiss was different, powerful. Overwhelmingly passionate.


  The two people sitting across from him were virtual strangers. And though they believed themselves to be pledged to each other in a lifelong commitment, Sebastian knew better. They weren’t his to keep.


  He didn’t care. It had been too long since he’d felt this sort of desire, this need to hold a woman, to put her beneath him and thrust deep and hard as she screamed in the throes of pleasure. What’s more, he wanted Grant there with him, doing the same thing.


  Sebastian had never indulged in a threesome. No doubt his reasons for resisting would cause Elyse to say “I told you so” about his too-honorable personality. He’d always believed that type of affair should be saved for his trinity, that it should be special, sacred.


  These two people weren’t his. And yet he wanted them. Too much.


  As Grant continued to kiss Elyse, Sebastian stared in wonder. Their mouths were open, their tongues touching, stroking, tasting. The temperature in the suite had risen; the air thick and heavy and hot. So damn hot.


  Grant was seducing Elyse with his kiss and taking Sebastian along for the ride. Sebastian kept a white-knuckled grip on the arms of the chair. If he could just stay in his seat, keep away from them, he could resist the lure, the need to join them.


  While Grant had weakened his resolve, it was Elyse who delivered the knockout punch. She pulled away from Grant to look over at him.


  “Seb,” she whispered, holding her hand out in invitation.


  He rose without thought, without considering the consequences. Resuming his place on the couch, she twisted to face him and suddenly it was his lips on hers.


  Elyse’s hand tangled in his hair as if she was afraid he’d let go. There was no power on the planet that could compel him to release her. Her breath was sweet from the wine they’d been drinking. There was no hesitance or reserve in her kiss.


  Their lips parted briefly when Elyse gasped. Sebastian glanced down to see Grant had shifted closer. His arms were wrapped around her, cupping her breasts firmly. She was well endowed, so much so Sebastian wondered if they were real. That rumor had gone around school about every member of the bitch squad. Probably because all four girls in the clique were rich and Barbie-doll perfect.


  However, while the other girls put a lot of money, time and effort into acquiring that look, Elyse came by it naturally.


  Sebastian caught her gaze and raised his eyebrows, enjoying the opportunity to tease her. “You know, there was a rumor…”


  She rolled her eyes. Then with a sexy grin, she quoted Seinfeld. “They’re real, and they’re spectacular.”


  Sebastian laughed, Grant joining him.


  “You can say that again.” Grant tightened his grip and Elyse’s head fell back, a soft moan escaping her lips.


  There was an aggression to Grant’s touches that Elyse responded to. Sebastian had never indulged in rough play. It wasn’t that the desire to do so wasn’t there. It had more to do with his too-deeply ingrained “gentleman” nature. He’d been raised to treat women gently, with respect. He had two mothers who made sure their sons opened doors, pulled out chairs, and made liberal use of the pedestal when it came to girlfriends.


  Grant lifted Elyse’s shirt above her bra and tugged one breast loose, above the lace. His quick, sure moves had Elyse gasping for air, but her lowered eyelids, the flush on her face and her soft mews told Sebastian everything he needed to know.


  Especially when Grant took one of her nipples between his fingers and pinched. Hard.


  There was no question the pinch hurt. And no denying Elyse loved that pain. Responded to it.


  Sebastian was torn between watching and participating. He’d never considered himself a voyeur, but he couldn’t have looked away from Grant’s hands on Elyse if his life depended on it.


  “Kiss her, Seb.”


  Grant was taking control of the situation, and as it just so happened, Sebastian was very good at taking commands.


  He cupped Elyse’s face in his hands, drawing her lips back to his, as Grant continued to squeeze her breast. Elyse gyrated between them, her arousal reaching critical mass. She grabbed Sebastian’s hand and guided it to her pussy. He rubbed her mons through the soft cotton of her lounge pants, offering her the pressure she needed. She thrust against his hand even as their mouths consumed each other in a scorching kiss.


  Sebastian had just reached for the elastic of her pants, intent on stripping her out of the damn things, when they were interrupted by a knock at the door.


  Room service.


  Sebastian pulled away reluctantly. “Forgot about the food.”


  Elyse’s face was bright pink, her breath coming and going in quick pants. “Shit,” she whispered.


  Grant was struggling to recover as well. He rose, clearly intent on answering the door. Sebastian couldn’t help chuckling at the very obvious evidence of his desire straining against his jeans.


  Grant shot him a dirty look with little anger behind it, and then he pointed to Sebastian’s crotch. “You’re not doing much better, my friend.”


  Sebastian wondered which of them would manage to get their dicks under control first.


  Another knock at the door.


  “Coming,” Elyse called out. She was still disheveled, her eyes foggy with unrequited desire.


  Five minutes longer and Sebastian suspected they would have had the rest of their clothing off and one of them would have been inside Elyse.


  That realization crashed over him like ice-cold water. He’d almost had sex with them. Both of them.


  He still wanted to.


  Jesus. He couldn’t want that.


  Sebastian rose quickly, his erection fading fast as regret and guilt overwhelmed him. “I’ll get it.”


  Elyse fixed her bra, pulling her shirt down, and Grant resumed his seat on the couch, readjusting his pants to hide his hard-on. The two of them sat a proper distance apart as Sebastian opened the door for the waiter. None of them spoke as the man set the tray on the dining table. Sebastian signed the check, and then leaned against the door he’d just closed behind the server, hesitant to return to the couch.


  “Smells good,” Sebastian said at last.


  His words broke the tension and made a decision regarding the question none of them asked. Food or sex?


  Sebastian wasn’t sure he could stop himself if things heated up like that again. Elyse and Grant rose and claimed chairs at the table, both of them oohing and ahhing over the food. It did smell delicious, yet Sebastian’s appetite had deserted him. His stomach was twisted in knots.


  “I have to run out,” he said, not leaving his position by the door.


  “What?” Elyse was clearly surprised by his abrupt comment.


  “Can’t it wait until afterwards?” Grant asked, not specifying whether he meant after they ate or after they fucked.


  Sebastian shook his head. He couldn’t stay here. The air was heavy with unfulfilled lust. If he sat down at that table, he wouldn’t be able to resist touching her…touching them.


  He needed to speak to Juliette, to tell her what he’d learned and to see if it was enough. Enough to get him out of this hotel room, out of this trinity.


  “It can’t wait.” Before either of them could convince him otherwise, Sebastian grabbed his wallet from the end table and left.


  As he stepped out of the hotel and onto the sidewalk, he realized it was already getting harder to walk away from them. A lot harder.


   


   


   


  

Chapter Five


   


  Sebastian was relieved to find Juliette at the legacy house. Part of him expected her to be at her office in the Trinity Masters headquarters. He’d been willing to go there if he had to, but he much preferred to see as few people as possible right now and the public library was usually filled with tourists at this time of day.


  He unlocked the door and entered his home, surprised when he was met in the foyer by a man he didn’t know. Then he realized exactly who the guy had to be.


  “Franco?”


  The dark-haired man smiled, his face friendly and relaxed. “You must be Seb.”


  Franco used his nickname. Not that that was unusual. It was the only thing Juliette ever called him. With the exception of Bastian—the nickname he hated—which she reserved for times when she was pissed off at him.


  They shook hands. “It’s nice to finally meet Jules’ new husband. Good luck with that, by the way,” Sebastian joked.


  Franco had a deep laugh that filled the room. “Yeah. Something tells me I’ll need it. Juliette has said a lot of nice things about you. If I wasn’t so secure in my manhood, I’d probably be jealous.”


  Sebastian chuckled. “You’re safe there. And while I appreciate the compliment, I’m not an idiot. I assume she’s also said some equally un-nice things about me too.”


  Franco winked. “You were in the doghouse there for a little while when she found out you’d hidden your association with the CIA from her. Just be glad you weren’t Devon.”


  Seb winced. While his past with Elle was a secret, the fact that Juliette had been stupidly in love with Devon, whom she’d been essentially betrothed to at birth, had been common knowledge. Juliette’s rebellion included refusing to work for the CIA, FBI or any other acronym organization. But Devon and Seb had both gone into intelligence work—and hidden that from Juliette. He would not have wanted to be Devon when Juliette found out the truth about what he did for a living.


  “How bad was it?”


  “Angry sex. Angst-filled conversations in the middle of the night.” Franco looked bemused. “It’s like the two of them can’t have a conversation when it’s light outside.”


  Seb liked Franco, and he was a good third for Juliette and Devon, who were both a bit on the dramatic side.


  Franco smiled. “Good news for you is that all appears to be forgiven now. She said you’re helping us discover if the purists—who I think need a more ominous code name—are still operating within the society.”


  Sebastian nodded. “That’s actually why I’m here. Is she around?”


  Franco gestured toward the living room. “She and Devon are in there. The three of us have been going through member files, trying to see what information we can dig up on these lost legacies. It’s slow going. A lot of the files were handwritten a long time ago. The penmanship sucks and the ink has faded.”


  Though the work sounded painful, Franco’s tone suggested he loved every minute of it.


  “Juliette said you’re an archivist.”


  Franco nodded as he led Sebastian toward the living room. “Yep. While Jules and Dev are groaning about what we’re doing, I’m like a kid in a candy store. I think my happiness is starting to get on their nerves.”


  Sebastian understood Juliette’s attraction to this man. He was laid back, honest to a fault and genuine—the polar opposite of most people in their acquaintance.


  As they entered the room, Juliette looked up, frowning at him. “What are you doing here? You’re supposed to be hate-fucking Elyse Hunt.”


  “Good to see you too.” Sebastian picked up a couple of folders in order to make himself a spot on the couch. “You’re trashing our house.”


  Juliette was sitting on the floor, surrounded by stacks of paper. The place looked like it had been hit by a tornado.


  “Sorry to offend your delicate sensibilities.”


  Sebastian snorted. “Is there anyone else here?”


  “Do you think I’d have a bunch of top-secret files all over the living room floor if there were?”


  “I don’t know, would you?”


  “No. I wouldn’t.” Juliette looked up and glared. “Jerk.”


  Sebastian snorted. “You’re the jerk.”


  Juliette’s eyes narrowed. “Eshek oglu eshek.”


  Sebastian sucked in a breath. She did not just say that. “Amcik agizli.”


  Devon, seated in an armchair with papers mounded on his lap, rubbed the back of his neck. “Children, please.”


  “What are they doing?” Franco sounded only mildly curious.


  “Insulting each other in grammatically incorrect Turkish.”


  Sebastian was trying to think of another insult—he was going to have to switch to Farsi soon, he knew more curse words in that language. Then Juliette used the wrong word and they both paused.


  “Did you just say you were going to turn into a tree and eat me?”


  Juliette pursed her lips. “Damn it, I did.”


  They looked at one another and then broke into gales of laughter. Franco peered at them over the top of his glasses. “Are they always like this?”


  “Yes,” Devon groaned.


  It felt good to laugh. Sebastian rubbed his forehead, and when he looked up, Juliette was staring at him. She must have seen something in his face because she asked, “Is everything okay?”


  He nodded slowly. Nothing was okay, but he didn’t really want to go into the personal details with Franco and Devon—a stranger and Sebastian’s CIA handler respectively—in the room.


  “What do you know about Richard Breton?” he asked.


  Juliette picked up the folder she had been perusing and waved it. “I’ve just been reading about him. He’s Grant’s great-grandfather. He was a senator from California and part of the McCarthy movement. Which seems weird to me, considering we think his daughter might have been a Nazi sympathizer.”


  Dammit. Juliette already had the same information he had. Which meant he had nothing to offer, no reason for being here. Except that he’d needed to get away from Grant and Elyse before he made the biggest mistake of his life.


  “I thought it was odd as well.”


  Juliette gave him a curious look. “Did Grant tell you about Richard?”


  Sebastian nodded. “Yeah. He’s a pretty upfront guy.”


  Franco grinned. “In that case, why don’t you just ask him if he knows about the purists and whether or not they’re still operating?”


  Juliette rolled her eyes as Devon shook his head. “You’d make a shitty spy, Franco.”


  Franco shrugged, unconcerned. “I’ll leave the James Bond stuff to you. I’m pretty sure there’s nothing you do that’s more fascinating than stuff like this.” Franco waved a map around, nearly knocking Sebastian in the face with it.


  Sebastian took it out of the man’s hand before he lost an eye, and then glanced at the faded, torn parchment. It was obviously a very old map. “You call this interesting? It’s not even the whole map.”


  Franco reclaimed the map carefully, holding it as delicately as a first-time mother would her newborn. “Take it easy with that.”


  “What’s it a map of?” Sebastian asked.


  “I have no idea, but it was stashed in between Richard and Jessica Breton’s files. Here, take a look at this.” Franco pointed to the bottom of the map where someone had penciled in initials, followed by question marks. The letters R.B. topped the list.


  Sebastian looked at Franco. “You think R.B. stands for Richard Breton?”


  “That would make sense.”


  As Sebastian studied the map once more, he noticed two more sets of initials. “What about the others? C.W.? M.H.? Who are they?”


  “I don’t have a clue. Wait.” Franco walked over to a pile of file folders and started rifling through them. After a few minutes, he looked up, disappointed. “None of these files include members with those initials.”


  “But we only brought the ones for the Bretons and a fraction of the others we need to look at. We need to widen the net,” Devon suggested.


  Juliette blew out a long, weary breath. They’d obviously been at this for a while. “Yeah, but how much wider? Let’s face it. There are bound to be quite a few members with those initials. Besides, we don’t even know if R.B. stands for Richard Breton. After all, there’s a question mark after all those initials. It could refer to someone or something completely different.”


  “Somebody’s getting hungry,” Franco joked. “Jules turns into Debbie Downer when her stomach’s empty.”


  Juliette flung her pen at Franco, laughing when it bounced off his forehead. “Asshole. But now that you mention it…I wouldn’t complain if you called to have a pizza delivered. Large with everything. And get something for yourself, of course.”


  Franco chuckled then reached for his cell phone, stumbling slightly. “I can grab us some sodas. You sticking around to eat, Seb?”


  Sebastian shook his head. “No. I have to head back to the hotel soon.”


  Devon had his nose back in the file on Richard Breton, worry lines forming around his eyes. “Tell you what, Seb, I’ll see what information I can track down on Senator Breton in the agency files. Maybe I can find out what other committees he served on while in office. I might even be able to discover who he was pointing fingers at during the McCarthy era.”


  Sebastian rose and shook Devon’s hand. “Thanks, Dev.”


  “And here.” Juliette handed him the map. “Why don’t you leave this laying around the hotel somewhere for Grant to stumble upon? Let’s see if he recognizes it.”


  Franco whimpered. “My map.”


  “Are you sure?” Sebastian asked.


  Juliette shrugged. “It’s a long shot at best, but considering there aren’t enough markers on it to tell us what city it represents, I don’t see what it could hurt. If he asks, just say it’s something you’re working on for the CIA.”


  Sebastian took the map and tucked it carefully into an empty file folder to protect it. God only knew how Franco would react if he folded it up and stuffed it in his pocket. “I’m going to run upstairs and grab some more clothes.”


  “I’ll go with you,” Juliette said, following him out of the living room.


  Sebastian preferred to pack alone. The look on his best friend’s face told him he was in for a third degree that had nothing to do with Grant and everything to do with his “punishment”.


  He tried to head her off at the pass. “Franco is a great guy, Jules, but…” Sebastian let the but hover, knowing it would drive her crazy.


  “But what?” she asked haughtily when he didn’t finish his statement.


  “But he’s kind of clumsy, isn’t he? Reminds me of a newborn colt trying to stand up.”


  Juliette got a kick out of his description. “Oh my God. That’s the perfect analogy. Wait until I tell Dev that one.”


  “The three of you really seem to fit.” He entered his bedroom and started rummaging through his closet for winter clothing. He had a wool overcoat somewhere in here.


  “You’re a slob,” Juliette pointed out, though the comment coming from her felt as common as someone else saying, “good morning”.


  “So you keep telling me. Sorry, but most of the world doesn’t work in that obsessive-compulsive way you do.” Juliette’s room looked like an infomercial for extreme organization; everything packed away in clearly marked boxes, organized alphabetically and seasonally…if that was possible.


  Meanwhile, his room looked like something out of Storage Wars. She gave him shit every time they were home together, making a comment about how unorganized he was.


  As he sifted through the suits, jeans, un-ironed shirts and running jackets, tossing hanger after hanger aside in his search for that damn winter coat, he had to admit she probably had a point. But he sure wasn’t saying that out loud.


  “So…how’s Elle?”


  Sebastian was in such a rush to pack and get out, he’d forgotten to maintain conversation meant to distract her. “She’s fine.”


  Hell would freeze over before Juliette let that lame response fly. “Just fine?”


  Sebastian sighed and gave up on shifting hangers down the pole. Instead, he started yanking them off, tossing them to the floor.


  “In a hurry, Seb?”


  “Look, Jules,” he turned to look at her, “I just need a few things. I really don’t need help packing.”


  Juliette studied his face, her gaze too piercing. He’d been a jackass to establish eye contact, but now that he had, he couldn’t look away. To do so would be an outright admission that something was wrong.


  “Tell me about Elyse. I’ll admit I was concerned when I realized she’d joined the Trinity Masters. I know she was a legacy, but that birthright doesn’t come with automatic admittance. I’m worried Harrison was wrong to initiate her.”


  Sebastian frowned, despite the fact he understood where Juliette’s concerns came from. Elyse had definitely projected herself in an unfavorable way when they were younger, hanging out with the snobby girls, taking the lower-level courses, feigning boredom and laziness in school—all as a way of hiding the fact that reading was nearly impossible for her.


  “He wasn’t wrong.”


  Juliette’s eyes widened at his too-gruff, too-short answer. “Really?” Her question was an invitation to elaborate, but Sebastian wasn’t sure how.


  “Look, Jules. I’m doing what I promised. We’re going to find those lost legacies, discover if our enemies are still at work and if they are, we’re going to shut them down.” As Sebastian spoke, he threw stuff in a suitcase he’d dragged off the top shelf of his closet. He wasn’t even looking at what he was packing, just trying to load it up with clothing, so he could get the hell out of there. With his luck, he’d return to the hotel with nothing more than stained t-shirts, ugly Christmas sweaters and running pants, but he didn’t care.


  “I appreciate your help, Seb. Honestly. But that’s not really what I asked.”


  Leave it to Juliette to call him out for his bullshit. Thing was…this wasn’t their first rodeo. He’d gotten very good at filling the empty spaces between them with meaningless words. Sebastian had been forced to hide too many things from her over the past few years, including his association with the CIA and the fact he’d been spying on her for Devon, using her as an unwitting asset. None of that had sat right with him, but he’d done it because he’d believed it would keep her safe. After Elyse had shattered his black-and-white, good-vs.-evil world, Sebastian found lots of blurry lines. “Everything is fine.”


  She sighed, the sound full of disappointment. He slammed the suitcase shut and latched it. Time to retreat.


  He’d almost made it to the door of his bedroom. Almost.


  “Again. Not what I asked.”


  Sebastian turned, offered her a guilty smile, a shrug and then…more nothingness. “I’ll check in soon, Jules. Promise.”


  With that, he left. And as he reached the bottom of the stairs, he realized how much he wanted, how much he needed to come clean…to someone.


  He was tired of running away from people.


   


  Elyse moved the food around on her plate more than she ate it. Since Sebastian’s quick departure, they’d fallen once more into the trap of silence that was only broken occasionally by polite conversations so annoyingly meaningless that Grant felt the need to hit a gym—and then the punching bag.


  Elyse took another sip of her water. They’d both given up on the wine. The pleasant, warm haze it had created vanished with Sebastian, tossing them both back into this cold, sterile existence.


  He wanted to blame Sebastian and Elyse for the distance that remained between the three of them, but as they continued to eat, it dawned on him it was his fault too.


  Grant had been going completely against character, playing the nice guy, letting them get away with this shit.


  Time to take off the kid gloves. And the mask.


  He leaned over and stabbed a small potato from Elyse’s plate. She glanced up, surprised by his actions. “Open up.”


  She didn’t move, so he did. Grant scooted his chair closer to her, twisting hers and capturing her knees between his thighs. They were facing each other, with no more than a few inches between them.


  “Grant—”


  He shook his head, unwilling to hear whatever lame protest she intended to make. He’d never been particularly good at accepting the word no. “I’m going to feed you.”


  “I’m perfectly capable of doing that myself.”


  “Yeah. But you aren’t doing it. You’re pushing food around on your plate and pretending that Sebastian’s sudden departure didn’t hurt your feelings.”


  Her spine stiffened. Elyse did not like to appear weak. “He didn’t—”


  “Stop talking.” His tone was gruff. While it took Elyse aback, Grant realized it was the first time he’d sounded like himself since walking into this hotel suite. “Open your mouth, Elyse. You need to eat. You need your strength for what comes next.”


  She didn’t ask him to clarify that comment. If he weren’t so turned on by their close proximity, he might have laughed. Elyse was obviously too afraid to ask what she’d need her strength for. Clever girl. That self-preservation would serve her well—outside the bedroom. Inside—not so much.


  She accepted the bite of potato, chewing slowly as he dragged his plate next to hers and helped himself to some broccoli.


  “That comment sounded ominous.”


  So much for her self-preservation. His respect for her grew. She was feisty. “I’m going to ask you a question, Elyse. And you’re going to give me a straightforward, honest answer.”


  “And what if I don’t?”


  Her question delighted him. Grant leaned closer until their faces were so near he could feel her hot breath on his cheek. “If you don’t, I’m going to pull down those lounge pants, toss you over my knee and spank the answer out of you.”


  Her mouth gaped and she inhaled loudly. “There’s no way in hell I’d let you do that.”


  Grant chuckled. “It’s not a question of you letting me do anything. But just so you know, there’s not a doubt in my mind, given what I’ve observed, that you’re going to love it when I spank that pretty little ass of yours.”


  “I haven’t done one thing that would make you think I’d invite or enjoy something like that.”


  Their lips were close now. It wouldn’t require much movement for him to kiss her, but he resisted the urge.


  “You’re wrong.” He reached out and pinched her nipple, roughly, through her shirt and bra. She gasped and blushed. And then she moaned when he increased the pressure even more. The sound gave her away.


  “Pain arouses you. Turns you on. Even if you don’t realize it yet.”


  “I don’t like arrogant, domineering men.”


  Grant couldn’t resist. She was so fucking beautiful. He closed the short distance between them and kissed her flushed cheek. “I’m sure you don’t. Outside the bedroom. But that’s where I intend to control you,” he whispered in her ear.


  Her hands, until that point, had remained in her lap, but now she lifted them, placing them on his chest. Grant braced himself, in case she intended to push him away. She didn’t. Nor did she seek to back away. She held her ground.


  She turned her face slightly and treated him to the same soft kiss he’d just given her. Grant tried to recall the last time a woman had kissed his cheek. For such a platonic buss, it packed a punch. Grant’s cock had remained semi-erect since that explosive make-out session on the couch with Sebastian. Now, it thickened, grew harder.


  “I almost gave my virginity to Seb. Back in school.”


  Her words were spoken so quietly he almost didn’t hear her. He leaned back so that he could see her face. Her gaze met his and he knew, at last, she was going to confide in him. Answer the question he hadn’t had the chance to ask.


  “Almost?”


  She nodded. “Graduation night. We were at a celebration party with all our classmates at the Four Seasons. He and I had escaped to my room.”


  “Your parents had gotten you your own hotel room at the Four Seasons?”


  She grinned. “Silver spoons, remember?”


  “You and I had very different upbringings. But that’s a discussion for a later time. What happened in the room?”


  The same shadow that kept hovering nearby reappeared. Her green eyes darkened with sadness and he recalled the tears she’d tried to hide from him yesterday.


  “I loved my brother, Grant. More than I’ve ever loved anyone.”


  It was an odd segue, but Grant didn’t interrupt. Clearly there was a connection.


  “I’m sure you did,” he said.


  “We were twins.”


  “As an only child, I’m jealous of that connection. I would have loved to have a brother growing up.”


  She acknowledged his comment with a sad smile. “When we were kids, we were so close. And then…” She paused for a moment. This conversation was painful. “And then, we weren’t. I know he wasn’t exactly a good person. You have to understand what it was like for me and Elliot growing up. Our father was very strict and he had tremendously high standards—for himself, his employees and his kids. Mistakes weren’t welcome and weakness of any kind was unacceptable.”


  Grant frowned. Clearly the privileges Elyse and her brother enjoyed thanks to their family’s extreme wealth came with a steep price. Suddenly his middle-class upbringing with two loving parents felt like a much better deal.


  “That sounds like an impossible way to live.”


  She nodded, her face clearing. “Yes, exactly. So I knew what was driving Elliot, I understood why he did the things he did. I’m not trying to make excuses for him because the truth is he did some really shitty things. All I’m saying is, I know what he was up against, how hard it was for him.”


  There had been two kids in that house. Apparently Elliot went bad. Grant didn’t mention that she’d faced the same struggles or point out how wonderful she’d turned out. But that was a conversation they were going to have at a later time.


  “What did he do, Elyse?”


  “Seb’s dad is DEA. All of his parents work in law enforcement in some capacity. I guess it shouldn’t have come as any surprise that he followed in their footsteps.”


  She was hedging.


  “What did Elliot do?”


  Elyse bit her lip. For a second, he thought she might shut down again. He patted his thighs lightly, drawing her attention to them, silently reminding her of his earlier promise to spank her if she didn’t talk.


  “There’s a steak knife on that table and I won’t hesitate to use it,” Elyse said.


  That sealed his fate. Grant fell head over heels in love with her.


  The tension of the moment lifted and Elyse continued her story.


  “There was a new designer drug going around our senior year. It was all over Boston, but a couple of our classmates had taken some really bad trips, ended up in the hospital. A couple others wound up in rehab. It was a small school, so to have that many kids affected was a big deal. Seb’s father was assigned to the case, trying to determine who was bringing the drugs in.”


  Grant had a very bad feeling about where this was going.


  Elyse wrung her hands as she spoke. “I’ve never told anyone…” She paused, and then changed direction. “I haven’t thought about that night in a long time. At least, not until I saw Seb standing at that altar. Sometimes you just want the past to die, to go away and never come back.”


  He nodded as he reached out and placed his hand over hers. “That never works.”


  She smiled sadly. “I know. Seb had been tutoring me all year, but no one knew about it.”


  “Why not?”


  She lifted her shoulders. “I asked him not to tell. I have a learning disability. I haven’t told a lot of people about it. It sort of falls under that unacceptable weakness clause found in the Hunt children’s contract.”


  He squeezed her hands. “It’s not a weakness.” The first thing Grant was going to do when he met her father was beat the shit out of him.


  Her expression told him she appreciated the sentiment even if she didn’t really believe it. “Seb and I had never traveled in the same cliques. He was an honors student and he spent most of his time with the brainiacs. Meanwhile, Elliot and I were much less stellar students who chose to have a social life over study time. Seb knew about the case his dad was investigating. He also knew Elliot used drugs, and figured he might use this new one. We called it Smiles.”


  The pieces started to fall into place. And suddenly Grant was feeling less confident about the success of this triad. “Is that why he agreed to tutor you, because of your brother?”


  Elyse nodded. “Yes. But I didn’t realize that until graduation night. I didn’t know Elliot was selling drugs. I suspected he was using them and I’d tried to talk to him about it, but by our last year in school, Elliot had changed so much it felt like I didn’t know him anymore. He’d gotten into some trouble, in classes and in the neighborhood with the law. I’m pretty sure the principal had planned to expel him at least twice. My dad made sizable donations to the school and those issues went away.”


  Grant suddenly started to feel his age and he wondered how all of these problems between Elyse and Sebastian would have played out if they’d been farther away from graduation. Grant was seventeen years away from all the shit associated with school days. So far away, it was a faint memory that held little to no weight in his life now. Elyse and Sebastian were much closer. Seven years hadn’t been enough time away to accumulate different experiences and new perspectives, to calm the emotions. He hadn’t thought the ten-year difference in age between him and his spouses had been a problem. Now it felt like one more hurdle standing in their way.


  “Sebastian and I walked into my hotel room together. We were kissing and I kept thinking it was the most perfect, romantic night of my life. I was so sure I was in love.”


  Grant didn’t doubt for a moment she had been in love with Sebastian. Hell, it was obvious she still was. And that pang of envy he’d been trying to snuff out returned full force.


  “What happened then?” he asked, though he wasn’t sure he wanted to know.


  “I had loaned Elliot the key to my room earlier in the night so he could grab some aspirin for a headache. He’d brought it back to me and I didn’t think of it again. Until… There were drugs on my bed. A lot of them. Way more than someone would buy just for themselves. It was pretty obvious Elliot was selling them.”


  “Why had he put them in your room?” Grant was feeling the urge to beat up a dead man as well. Elyse had spent the majority of her life with some pretty shitty male role models.


  “I asked him that the next day. He said he had seen Seb’s dad hanging out in the hotel lobby. He’d been arrested twice for stupid stuff—petty theft, assault—but he’d been seventeen at the time and my dad’s lawyers had managed to get the charges dropped. We had turned eighteen a few weeks before graduation and there was no way Elliot would avoid jail if Seb’s father found all those drugs in his room.”


  Grant’s temper spiked. “So he stashed ten to twenty years in prison in your room?”


  Elyse nodded and looked down. “Like I said, he’d changed.”


  “What did Sebastian say when he saw the drugs?”


  “He said something about finally finding proof. I realized he’d been tutoring me because he was hoping to gather evidence on Elliot. And like a lovesick idiot, I’d led Seb right to him. We got into a fight. I was certain Seb planned to tell his father and my dad wasn’t going to be able to get Elliot out of that mess. I honestly thought I could help my brother, that I could get him to stop dealing.”


  “And Sebastian agreed to keep quiet?”


  Elyse shrugged. “I knew it went against everything he stood for, but yeah, he promised not to tell.”


  And that was when Grant realized Sebastian had been in love with Elyse as well.


  “He left my room after I flushed all the pills and that was it.”


  “The two of you haven’t seen each other or spoken since then?”


  “Only once, but the conversation was brief. And pretty terrible. We were at the funeral of a friend who had OD’ed. Elliot…Elliot didn’t stop dealing. He just hid it from me. Someone died because I convinced Seb to keep Elliot’s secret. If my brother had been arrested that night…”


  “Don’t say that, Elyse. Don’t even think it. Your friend would have gotten the drugs elsewhere.”


  She lifted one shoulder. “Yeah, I guess. Maybe nothing would have been different. Maybe everything would. Seb was so angry at the funeral.”


  “Most people are angry when someone young dies so senselessly.”


  “Have you ever asked yourself how far you’d go to protect someone you love? What rules you’d break?”


  Grant shook his head. He’d never had to ask himself those questions.


  “I know, from experience, that I’d do almost anything. Even if it’s not the right thing to do.” She looked at him, seeming to dare him to hear what she had to say. “The day after the funeral, after Seb spoke to me, I got Elliot out of the country. Had him check into rehab in Croatia—this beautiful place in the mountains.”


  “Croatia?”


  Elyse smiled grimly. “No extradition.”


  “Oh.”


  “So you see, Seb has reason to hate me. I protected my brother, the drug dealer, even after someone died. I protected him.”


  “Elyse, you’re loyal to the people you love, to your family. In this case, you gave your loyalty to someone who didn’t deserve it.”


  She didn’t reply.


  They had their work cut out for them.


  “Thank you for telling me.”


  She smiled sadly. “It’s kind of a mess, isn’t it?”


  He ran his fingers along her soft cheek. “I don’t think it’s as bad as you think.”


  Elyse was too entrenched in her own feelings of guilt—over her actions that night and her brother’s death—to see the truth. She and Sebastian were still in love with each other. Those feelings were going to come to the surface eventually and at that point, Grant suspected—hoped—all the other crap would fade into the background. The secret was getting the two of them to talk.


  “So here’s the plan. We’re going to finish dinner, and then I’m going to kiss you senseless for no less than ten minutes. Then we’re going to hang out in our rooms, alone. When Sebastian comes back, the two of you are going to talk about all of this. And I’m going to stand guard at the door to make sure the coward doesn’t run again. Deal?”


  Elyse gave him a glimpse at the first genuine happiness he’d seen since he’d met her. “Deal.”


   


   


   


  

Chapter Six


   


  Elyse stood in the hallway outside Sebastian’s closed bedroom door the next night and debated knocking.


  She and Grant had returned to their own rooms before Sebastian came back last night. Despite Grant’s pep talk, she’d been too much of a chicken to leave the room, so she’d spent the second night of her so-called honeymoon sleeping alone.


  This morning, they’d all met around the dining room table, eating the pastries Grant had ordered from room service. Sebastian had returned to his normal, affable self, shocking her when he suggested they take Grant sightseeing.


  Though Grant had been to Boston quite a few times over the last decade or so, he’d merely popped in for Trinity Masters events and hadn’t bothered to explore the city. The three of them had spent the best day Elyse had had in years, walking around, playing tourist in her own hometown. They had wandered around Quincy Market, done a bit of shopping. Grant had talked them into eating lunch at Cheers because he had grown up watching reruns of the show. After lunch, they’d meandered down to the harbor, grabbing giant ice cream cookie sandwiches from the Cookie Monstah truck, and then, because they were close, she’d taken them to her condo and given them a tour of her place. She had liked seeing them in her home. It was the first time she’d gotten a sense that the three of them worked well together.


  Upon returning to the hotel, Elyse had excused herself and gone to her room, terrified of triggering whatever it was that took Sebastian from great guy to cold stranger. The day had been too perfect to ruin.


  However, that fear had evaporated when she’d heard Sebastian and Grant walk down the hall, each of them retiring to their own rooms. That was when her temper sparked and she decided she wasn’t doing this anymore. Wasn’t spending another night in this stupid hotel bed alone without saying what needed to be said.


  She’d known since seeing Sebastian at the altar they were long overdue for a conversation about graduation night, about the drugs he’d found and the secret she’d asked him to keep.


  Talking to Grant yesterday had helped strengthen her resolve. She and Sebastian were embarking on a lifetime together. She didn’t want to do that with this dark cloud hovering over their heads.


  She knocked on his door.


  “Yeah?” Sebastian called from inside.


  “Seb. Can I come in? I’d like to talk.”


  The door opened just as she finished her request. Sebastian stood stiffly, his hand still resting on the knob.


  She hesitated before crossing the threshold, her courage starting to desert her. Sebastian’s continued silence didn’t help. She couldn’t tell if he was angry or bored or annoyed. The man was a master at playing the impassive card. She’d been struggling to read his thoughts for three days; trying to adjust as his temperature ran cold to hot then back to freezing. It was exhausting.


  She recalled Grant’s belief that things weren’t as bad as they seemed and she forged on, stepping into the room before she lost her nerve completely.


  “Listen, Seb—”


  Four steps inside, she turned to face him, but he wasn’t at the door. He’d followed her and before she could say another word, he cupped her face and his lips were on hers. Kissing her as if his life depended on it.


  Once again, he had stopped the conversation before it started. It didn’t matter. She was going to let him get away with it.


  The kiss transported her back in time, to that moment before everything went to hell. Her heart raced with the same excitement and anticipation she’d felt that night. She wasn’t a virgin anymore, but whenever she was in Sebastian’s arms, everything felt new. Different. Special.


  For several beautiful minutes, they were content to simply kiss. Elyse’s eyes had closed the moment he pulled her to him and they didn’t open again until Sebastian released her lips and said, “Are you going to just stand there or are you coming in?”


  She smiled, not bothering to look toward the doorway. Like Sebastian, she’d realized the moment Grant had begun watching them. She had sensed his presence even though she hadn’t seen him. It had taken that powerful kiss and sent it rocketing into space.


  Grant stepped behind her, his chest pressed tightly to her back. “Didn’t want to impose.”


  Sebastian murmured a quiet “mmm-hmmm” before resuming their kiss. Grant swept her hair to one side as he drew his lips along the side of her neck. With nimble fingers, he untied the knot of her robe sash, and then slid the silky garment over her shoulders, the material landing on the floor with a light swish.


  She’d chosen her outfit purposely, putting on the sexy negligee she’d purchased the day she received her call to the altar. Elyse had nervously anticipated wearing it for her new spouses their first night together after the binding ceremony. Obviously that plan had been shot to hell.


  Sebastian released her lips, his gaze seducing her as it slid down her body, taking in the pale-pink silk nightgown with spaghetti straps and a low cut V-neck that hugged her curves, ending several inches above her knees.


  “God, Elle,” he whispered.


  Grant’s hands had rested on her waist, but with Sebastian’s eyes locked on her body, their clever lover found yet another way to raise the bar when he lifted his hands, cupped her breasts and squeezed. The silk against her turgid nipples intensified the sensations he was able to provoke with those beautifully rough touches.


  Though she had pretended to be offended by Grant’s heavy-handed words at the dining table yesterday, everything he’d said had sent waves of pussy-pulsing need thumping through Elyse. She’d had very few lovers in her past, all of them inconsequential, meaningless affairs. Elyse had serious trust issues and those had only gotten worse after she realized Sebastian had been using her.


  She looked at him. They’d both hurt each other that night. He’d abused her trust, but she had taken something from him as well. Forced him to turn his back on his conscience, to keep a very dangerous secret from his father. Neither of them had truly asked for forgiveness. She wondered if it was needed.


  She realized she had forgiven Sebastian a long time ago. And when he looked at her now and gave her that same sweet, friendly smile, she suspected the same held true for him.


  “It’s okay, Elle,” he whispered. “We were both assholes.”


  “Yeah. We were.”


  Grant groaned. “That’s it? Two nights wasted sleeping alone and that was all it took to make it right?”


  Elyse gave Grant a guilty smile as she glanced at him over her shoulder. “Sorry.”


  Grant winked at her. “Tonight we make up for lost time.”


  Elyse leaned back against Grant, needing his support to hold her upright as he played with her breasts. Sebastian didn’t seek to begin the kisses again, content, it seemed, to watch for now.


  After several minutes, Grant’s hands slid down her sides. She shivered. God, she wasn’t sure she’d ever been so turned on. Her skin actually seemed alive, sparking like one of those electricity balls whenever he touched her.


  His fingers closed around the hem of her nightie and he slowly slid the silk up and over her head. Elyse caught her breath and resisted the urge to close her eyes. Neither man had seen her naked before. All those feelings of insecurity and not being good enough resurfaced.


  She forced herself to hold Sebastian’s gaze. To watch him as he looked at her.


  “Elle.” Her name fell out on a breath that was reverent, awestruck.


  It didn’t appear that Grant needed his eyes for exploration. He let his fingers see for him, as they skated over her body, stroking her everywhere.


  “Your turn,” Grant said to Sebastian.


  Sebastian didn’t hesitate. He tugged his t-shirt over his head, his jeans and boxers following. Elyse hadn’t questioned Sebastian’s arousal, but seeing the naked, exposed truth of it was overwhelming. Her too-slow brain finally put two plus one together and figured out exactly what that meant for her.


  She had seen Grant by the altar, had noticed with appreciation and the tiniest bit of apprehension how thick his cock was. Sebastian’s was longer, though she considered it might just appear that way because he was fully erect. Grant’s had looked intimidatingly large and he hadn’t been hard in the ceremony room.


  “Shit,” she murmured.


  Grant kissed the side of her neck once more. “It’s going to be fine, Elle.”


  “I should tell you both now it’s been a while for me,” she confessed.


  Sebastian’s eyes narrowed. “How long?”


  Since Elliot’s death.


  But Elyse didn’t say that. “Over two years.”


  She could tell Seb liked hearing that, the fact confirmed when he said, “Good. I don’t like thinking about you with other men.” Sebastian would be a possessive lover. It was in his eyes, in the way he held himself.


  Grant nipped at her shoulder, drawing both Elyse’s and Sebastian’s attention to him. “What about me?”


  Sebastian grinned. “I’ll be keeping an eye on you.”


  “Good to know. Get on the bed, Seb. I think it’s time we broke this dry spell our girl is suffering.”


  Sebastian climbed on the mattress, scooting toward the middle and sitting with his back against the headboard. Then he reached out, beckoning her to join him.


  “Go on,” Grant urged.


  She crawled toward Sebastian, planting her knees between his outstretched thighs. She leaned over so that she could kiss him again. The touch was too quick for her liking, but Sebastian had other plans.


  He gripped her hips, twisting her until she sat between his legs, his erection resting along her back.


  Grant had stripped off his shirt and walked toward the foot of the bed. He glanced at her closed legs, and then at Sebastian.


  She wasn’t sure what sort of male telepathy they were using, but Sebastian responded to something that wasn’t spoken. He lifted her legs, placing her knees over his as he opened his thighs even more. The position left her completely exposed to Grant, who slowly shucked off his lounge pants.


  She’d been right. Grant at half-mast was nowhere near as intimidating as the fully erect version.


  Elyse was surrounded, outnumbered and in trouble. She’d never been with anyone as large as the two naked men in this room. Her past lovers had been safe, sweet, gentle. Sebastian and Grant didn’t possess those same passive attributes. They were warriors. And they were here to claim.


  Her fear must’ve shown. Grant knelt on the bed, moving toward her. Elyse pressed against Sebastian.


  “We’re not going to hurt you, Elle.” Grant’s voice was deep, powerful, sure.


  There was something about how he spoke that resonated with her in ways she couldn’t understand. One minute she was terrified, the next she was calm.


  Her forehead creased. “What are you? Some kind of horse whisperer?”


  He liked that description, his face lighting with an easygoing smile that was in direct contrast to the intensity of the moment.


  “Maybe. Cup her breasts, Seb.”


  Elyse noticed the easy way Sebastian responded to Grant’s commands. While there was no denying Sebastian was an alpha in his own right, he seemed content to let Grant take the lead in their sexual encounters.


  Sebastian gripped her breasts and all rational thought vanished when he squeezed. He’d been paying attention. Using two fingers, he pinched one of her nipples until she moaned. That sounds morphed into a gasp of surprise midway when Grant’s fingers found her opening. He wasted no time pressing two in to the hilt. They slid in easily. Elyse was almost embarrassed by how wet she was.


  “I stand corrected on that dry-spell comment,” Grant said. “There’s nothing dry about you, Elle.”


  He bent his head lower and just like that, his lips were wrapped around her clit, sucking, nipping, driving her insane. Grant didn’t take anything slow. If he wanted something, he took it, without preamble or warning.


  Elyse’s head flew back, landing on Sebastian’s shoulder.


  “Oh my God.” Elyse lost track of time as Sebastian continued to play with her breasts while Grant worked her clit with his mouth, those two fingers in her pussy thrusting in and out—relentlessly, perfectly.


  Her head was swimming after too many minutes of breath-stealing sensations. Finally, she reached out, gripping Grant’s hair and tugging him away. “I can’t take it anymore. Please. I need you to fuck me.”


  Grant frowned. “You’re going to come first.”


  Elyse shook her head. Was that what he was waiting for? “No, I…”


  She paused. There was no way she could confess she’d never had an orgasm. She had long ago given up hope on that. “I need you inside me.”


  Grant studied her face too closely. “We’re both going to be inside you, Elle. Right after you come.”


  She released a frustrated breath. That wasn’t going to work. She decided to lie. “I can’t come until you’re inside.” It was much easier to fake an orgasm when the guy was mindless with his own climax.


  “Then I guess we’re going to have to teach you.” Grant lifted her knees over his shoulders, bent his head, and thrust his tongue inside her.


  She cried out in surprise and tried not to panic. One of Sebastian’s hands left her breast and traveled lower, stroking her clit. His other remained locked on her breast, rolling the nipple as she gasped for air.


  Her head wouldn’t shut down, wouldn’t let her enjoy the moment. She couldn’t stop thinking, worrying, stressing out. Letting go, giving into them, would be a sign of weakness.


  Wouldn’t it?


  When Grant lifted his head, she expected to see frustration on his face. None of her previous lovers had ever tried to get her off like this. God, there had only been one interested in any type of foreplay and in his mind, that meant a blowjob.


  Grant’s expression was one of pure determination. “Have you ever had an orgasm?”


  She started to nod, had even lifted her head, but Grant’s eyes narrowed.


  “Don’t lie to me, Elyse.”


  “I…can’t.” When she realized that response could be taken as an inability to lie, she added, “Have an orgasm. I think there might be something broken in me.”


  Sebastian cupped her cheek and turned her face to his. He kissed her so gently, she felt the tiniest bit like crying. “There’s nothing broken. You spend too much time trying to keep everything under control, trying to be the perfect person. You can let go with us, Elle.”


  She shook her head. “I don’t know how.”


  It was the truth. For years, she’d kept an ironclad grip on everything, fighting overtime to control every emotion and to hide every weakness.


  Shortly before his death, Elliot had come to see her. Their relationship had become estranged after graduation as he fell deeper and deeper into his drug addiction. Before that, he’d been her very best friend in the world and she had felt his absence intensely.


  As always, whenever they saw each other, the conversation turned to his drug use. She had begged him to go into rehab again, to stop using. But that last time, he’d said something she couldn’t forget, not even now with these two sexy men driving her to incredible heights.


  Elliot said he liked being free too much. The rush of the drugs allowed him to let go of every single thing that was weighing him down. They let him fly without fear of failure, of disappointing their father, of revealing weakness. Her brother had found the ultimate escape, but in taking it, he’d lost his way back.


  Sebastian kissed her on the cheek. “You need to get out of your head, baby. There’s too much shit in there.”


  She started to laugh, but the sound came out as a cry. She bit it back, and then blinked rapidly to stem the tears forming. “Dammit. I need to get out of here. I’m so sorry.” She tried to disentangle herself from the bodies, but neither man gave way.


  “Please,” she said more sternly when their grips on her tightened. “I’ve clearly killed the mood. Let’s just call it a night. I swear to God, I’ll have my head screwed on better tomorrow. It’s just sort of intimidating. I mean…there are two of you and neither one of you is hurting in the…” She waved her hand toward Grant’s cock.


  Sebastian’s arms remained wrapped around her, her back still firmly pressed to his chest. Grant’s hands were locked around her ankles.


  Grant chuckled, which was completely the wrong response in her overwrought state. She tried to kick her feet free from his grip. The bastard was too damn strong. They both were.


  “Elyse. Stop.” Grant’s words were firm and stern.


  Under normal circumstances, she would have obeyed, even though she wouldn’t have understood that easy compliance. Right now, she was too far gone, in a state of sheer panic.


  “Fuck you, Grant.” She doubled her efforts, kicking harder, fighting to pry Sebastian’s arms away from her. “I don’t want to do this.”


  “Keep fighting, honey,” Grant urged. “It won’t work. We’re not letting you escape. Besides, I’ll be damned if I don’t find this hot.”


  “Ahhhh, you asshole!” she yelled loudly, furiously. “Let me go.”


  Grant shook his head. “Never.” Then he looked at Sebastian. “Flip her over, onto her stomach.”


  Elyse lost complete control, rage pulsing through her blood as she tried to claw her way to freedom. She landed one good kick to Grant’s stomach, provoking a grunt that pleased her too much. She also left a long line of scratches along Sebastian’s forearm, one trail deep enough to well with a few drops of blood.


  It didn’t matter. It wasn’t enough. Within seconds, she was facedown on the mattress and held tight by four muscular arms. Grant was straddling her knees, while Sebastian knelt above her, pinning her wrists motionless, next to her head.


  She spewed a stream of obscenities, slightly shocked by the crudeness, the cruel threats. She told them to fuck themselves, to go to hell, to eat shit and die. It was insanity and yet the hateful taunts kept flowing.


  Years of anger fell out of her in one giant heap.


  Neither man spoke. Instead, they simply waited until she ran out of words.


  “Let. Go. Of. Me, you fucking bastards,” she said at last, the words broken by her panting breaths.


  “Are you finished?” Grant asked.


  If she’d been thinking rationally, she would have heard the question for what it was. A simple inquiry. But she was still insane, so it sounded condescending and pissed her off anew.


  “I’m going to fucking kill both of you when you let me go.”


  Sebastian squeezed her wrists. “Sounds like you’ve just given us a great reason to keep you tied to our bed forever.”


  “I will go Lorena Bobbitt on both of your asses and believe me, they won’t find anything to reattach.”


  Grant laughed. “God. I’m pretty sure I’m falling in love with you, Elle.”


  His use of the L word took her aback. Especially given the fact she’d just thrown the world’s biggest adult temper tantrum ever. Her anger deserted her in one long, painful sigh.


  What the hell had happened?


  “I…” How could she apologize for anything she’d just done? Her behavior had been over-the-top and completely out of character. They must think she was insane. Before she could form her apology, Grant leaned over her, caging her beneath him.


  “There you are,” he whispered.


  “I’m sorry.”


  He kissed her cheek. “You lost control.”


  She nodded. “I know. I’m so sorry, Grant. I don’t know how to tell you—”


  “You lost control. And now you’re back. Safe and sound. The world didn’t end because you checked out for a few minutes.”


  Grant’s words began to sink in as he sat back up. Sebastian released her arms, moving until he lay down fully beside her. He cupped her face and smiled. “That was way more fun than it should have been. I’m thinking we try it again, but kinky it up a bit.”


  Elyse giggled. “You’re both twisted.”


  Sebastian winked. “There are a lot better ways to let go, Elle. It’s just the three of us here. No one else will see or ever know.”


  She believed him.


  More than that, she believed in them. Though the relationship was brand new and Elyse was way too rusty, she trusted them.


  “Show me,” she whispered.


  “I thought you’d never ask,” Grant said. And just like that, they were in motion.


  Elyse wondered if she’d ever get used to his charge-in-with-cannons-firing manner. One minute she was facedown on the mattress, the next she was facedown over Grant’s lap.


  She tried to rear up, recalling his threat to spank her earlier. “Oh, hell no.”


  Grant’s hand tapped her bare bottom. The smack wasn’t hard, but it got her attention.


  “Grant—”


  “Let’s get the awkward, first-time stuff out of the way. Are you on birth control?


  She nodded. “Yes.”


  “You know what a safe word is?”


  That wasn’t exactly a standard, first-time question for her, but awkward certainly described it.


  She’d never needed a safe word. Or wanted one. But now…


  “Yes.”


  “Good,” Grant said. “Yours is Boston. But I want you to say it with that cute New England accent of yours. Bahh-ston.”


  She glanced up at him. “Are you making fun of the way I talk?”


  While his expression was meant to be stern, his eyes gave him away. He was enjoying this too much. Elyse glanced around the room, surprised to see Sebastian had left the bed. He’d moved a chair from the small desk in the corner and set it up next to them. He was still naked, his hand making long, slow strokes along his cock.


  She licked her lips, wishing he were closer.


  Apparently, Grant had done all the prep work he intended to do. Lifting his hand, he brought it down on her ass, holding back nothing.


  “I said I was sorry,” she cried out, her safe word on the tip of her tongue. Two things held her back—pride and curiosity.


  “This isn’t a punishment, Elle,” Sebastian said as he reached over to run a comforting caress along her bare back. “It’s foreplay.”


  When Grant spanked her again, the heat traveled straight to her pussy. She squeezed her legs together, seeking some sort of stimulation.


  Grant had initially paused between each smack. She assumed he’d been giving her a chance to call a halt. When the safe word didn’t appear, he stopped waiting. The rise and fall of his hand on her ass came more rapidly, the blows landing somewhere different each time and with varying intensity. Some were taps, some had her crying out in pain.


  Never in her kinkiest fantasies would she have imagined the effect a spanking would have on her. Somewhere inside, her head was screaming at her, telling her this was demeaning, wrong. Her body didn’t care and for once, it didn’t listen.


  She jerked roughly, nearly falling off Grant’s lap when she felt Sebastian’s cool hand on her inner thigh.


  He parted her legs, his fingers finding her opening. If she thought she’d been wet before, she had been a fool. Sebastian thrust three fingers in with ease while Grant continued to pepper her ass with light smacks.


  She gyrated wildly, trying to get more, take more. She wanted it all, only harder and faster.


  When they began to grant her request, she realized she’d voiced her demands aloud. Tears streamed down her face, so many emotions falling out of her in a gush of loud sobs—remnants of her rage, sorrow, need, hunger, pain, relief, love.


  God. Love.


  Grant slowed the spanking, then his fingers met Sebastian’s at her pussy. They took turns fucking her with them. When Grant’s fingers were buried inside, Sebastian stroked her clit. When it was Sebastian’s turn inside her, Grant pressed one wet digit into her ass.


  She screamed. And then, sweet Jesus, she came. Loudly. The orgasm racked her entire body, shook her to the core and the world went black for a few minutes.


  When Elyse opened her eyes, she was in the middle of the bed, sheltered between two large, strong bodies.


  Heaven. On. Earth.


  She could die right now and never regret missing a single thing. Because nothing would ever top that.


   


   


   


  

Chapter Seven


   


  Grant looked at Elyse and recognized the moment she’d come back to them. Her climax had been powerful, amazing. The woman was an enigma. Every time he peeled back another layer of the onion, he found something different and even more fascinating.


  He hadn’t lied about falling in love with her. Grant had never been much of a romantic and all that stuff about love at first sight typically had him rolling his eyes.


  Elyse had him wanting to shower her with flowers every day, picking out “their song” and China patterns and making babies. It was insane. But he wasn’t going to fight it. He didn’t have to. She was his. Theirs.


  Grant looked over Elyse’s body. Seb was lying on the other side of her, his head propped up on his elbow. He was looking at their future wife with the same adoration and awe Grant was experiencing.


  Damn, they’d turned that corner quicker than he’d expected. He was relieved. And ready to go for broke.


  “Ready to move on?” Grant asked.


  Elyse looked at him with drowsy eyes that said she could fall asleep if they’d let her. He was pleased their efforts had rocked her so effectively.


  She nodded slowly. “I’m not sure I can physically withstand another orgasm like that. I think I cracked a rib.”


  He and Sebastian guffawed loudly. While Elyse suffered brief moments of insecurity, more often than not, this witty, courageous, intelligent woman shone through. Though he suspected she didn’t realize it yet, she was their perfect match. All they had to do was prove it to her.


  Sebastian reached for her, lifting her until she lay atop him. “We’ll take it slow and easy then. Be nice and gentle.”


  Elyse scowled. “Well, let’s don’t get too carried away. I only said cracked rib. Not broken.”


  Grant rarely laughed in bed. As the mattress shook with their mirth, that fact dawned hard. He’d always approached sex as a power exchange…one where he took control and his lover submitted. It had always been a serious event, usually one devoid of love and laughter.


  He had clearly been doing it wrong.


  Regardless, his cock was so hard it ached, and the alpha male within was demanding action.


  Grant rose, kneeling next to Elyse and Sebastian, who had begun to kiss. There was something arousing about watching his lovers like this. He’d always found pleasure in voyeurism and he enjoyed viewing porn more than he would ever confess aloud.


  “Sit up, baby,” Grant said, after a few moments of watching the show. He lightly clasped her upper arm until she was straddling Sebastian’s hips.


  Then he kept propelling her toward where he wanted her. He lifted her until her opening was poised just over Sebastian’s cock.


  “You ready?” Grant asked.


  She nodded, so he slowly pressed her downward, enjoying the image of Sebastian’s cock disappearing inside her body.


  Once she was seated to the hilt, Sebastian took back some of the control, grasping Elyse’s waist to hold her in place as he lifted his hips, pushing deeper.


  Elyse gasped, the sound one of pure delight. “That feels…” she whispered. She didn’t bother finishing the statement. She didn’t need to. She pushed up and propelled herself back onto Sebastian’s cock a handful of times. She wasn’t shy about taking what she wanted.


  Grant allowed her that brief moment of freedom before gripping her hips and holding her firmly, Sebastian’s cock sealed tightly inside her.


  “I need to move,” she said, struggling to continue.


  Grant simply held strong. “No. Not yet.”


  He expected Elyse to complain, but it was Sebastian who blew out an exasperated breath. “Listen, man—”


  Grant shook his head, cutting off Sebastian’s complaint. “Trust me, Seb.”


  Sebastian stilled. For a minute, Grant thought the other man would refuse, would tell him to take that request and shove it up his ass. He appreciated Sebastian’s pain, his need to fuck. Grant felt the same way. It was taking every ounce of strength in his body not to drag Elyse away from Sebastian, flip her to her back and pound inside her until he found that same oblivion she’d just returned from.


  But this was their first time. It needed to be special, memorable, and by God, it needed to set a tone. Maybe that was Grant’s fucked-up psyche seeping out, but he knew how he wanted things to be between the three of them. He had no intention of their sex life being a revolving door of taking turns. There were three of them in this bed and they were all going to fuck…and be fucked.


  After a lifetime, Sebastian finally gave his consent with one quick nod.


  “Lean over, Elle.” Grant pressed on her back until her chest lay flat against Sebastian’s. As if they couldn’t resist the impulse, Elyse and Sebastian kissed once more.


  “Now. Neither one of you move. I’ll be right back.”


  Elyse pulled her lips from Sebastian’s to look at him over her shoulder incredulously. “What? Where are you going?”


  Grant didn’t answer her question. Instead, he placed a very firm smack on her still-pink ass. The slap was hard enough to provoke a sensual moan from Elyse…and Sebastian. “Don’t move. I’ll know if you do.”


  With that, Grant rushed down the hallway to his room. Elyse had obviously made some preparations for the honeymoon, considering her pretty negligee. Grant had made his own plans as well.


  Grabbing the lubrication from his suitcase, he returned to Sebastian’s room, pleased to see his lovers in the same position he’d left them. They had begun kissing again, but given the way Elyse was squirming, abstaining was difficult.


  Grant returned to the bed, not bothering to hide what he’d gone to retrieve. Elyse peered at the tube with anxiousness, while Sebastian’s brows rose. Grant imagined it was surprise—and respect—fueling Sebastian’s expression.


  Removing the cap, he placed the tube at Elyse’s ass. As he expected, she tried to rear up.


  “Wait.”


  Grant had been prepared for her response, his hand planted firmly in the middle of her back, holding her against Sebastian.


  “Hold her still, Seb,” Grant said.


  Sebastian wrapped his arms around Elyse’s upper back, keeping her in place.


  “Grant,” Elyse started again, still fighting to escape.


  “The safe word stands, Elyse. You know what to say to make this stop.”


  She froze, her breath coming out in quick, quiet pants. “I’ve never…”


  He caressed her ass cheek, savoring how soft and warm her skin was. “I know, sweetheart. All I’m asking is that you try. If you hate it, say the word and we’ll move on.”


  Sebastian kissed Elyse on the cheek. “We won’t to do anything that hurts you, Elle.”


  She returned Sebastian’s kiss, then looked at Grant once more. “Okay.”


  He smiled. “Say your safe word for me. Just once. So I’m sure you remember it.”


  “Boston.”


  Grant gave her a wink that told her he’d enjoyed her accent. She narrowed her eyes and just like that, the brave woman returned.


  He squeezed some of the lubrication into her anus, then worked it in deeper with one finger. Sebastian’s cock was still filling her pussy. Unable to resist, Grant firmly stroked the thin wall between his finger and Sebastian’s cock.


  “Jesus,” Sebastian whispered reverently.


  Though Sebastian hadn’t said as much, Grant suspected Elyse wasn’t the only one engaging in some new experiences.


  Grant was no stranger to ménage sex, having indulged in it at his sex club on more than one occasion. He’d known where his future lay, and as such, he’d tried to prepare for it.


  Pressing more lubrication and a second finger inside, Grant realized when he heard their soft moans and felt Sebastian and Elyse seeking out more stimulation that nothing could have prepared him for this.


  While he might know the moves, he’d never experienced the emotions. Not once.


  Elyse’s reticence had given way to desire, so Grant moved to the next level. Covering his cock with lubrication, he placed the head at the entrance to her ass and slowly pushed in.


  Elyse froze and Sebastian’s gaze met Grant’s. They watched each other as he slid deeper. Grant listened for the safe word and moved at a snail’s pace as he tried to ensure he didn’t hurt her.


  Elyse remained silent until he was fully lodged, then she slowly released the breath she must have been holding.


  For several long moments, no one moved. Grant couldn’t have if his life depended on it. Being this intimate, this close to Elyse and Sebastian was doing funny things to him. The control he’d always maintained an iron grip on began to slip away. It was all Grant could do not to come.


  It was Sebastian who found his voice first. “Elle? You okay, beautiful?”


  She nodded, though her forehead remained pressed to Sebastian’s chest. Then, at last, she murmured “yes” so quietly, Grant wasn’t sure he’d heard it.


  “How about you?” Sebastian asked Grant.


  Clearly, he was doing a shitty job hiding how much this moment was impacting him. “I’m good.” Grant’s voice sounded gruff even to his own ears.


  Elyse lifted her head and looked over her shoulder at him. Spotting his struggle to hang on, the wicked woman decided to exact some revenge for his previous heavy-handedness. She slid forward slightly, then pushed back with a surprising amount of force on both his and Sebastian’s cocks.


  At that point, it was game over for Grant. He had to trust Elyse would use the safe word if she needed it because he couldn’t hold back, couldn’t stop himself from taking her.


  He gripped her hips and began thrusting. Any pretense of gentleness was gone. She unleashed a beast. In him…


  And in Sebastian.


  They moved in tandem, working as a team. It took several minutes of mindlessness before Grant realized Elyse was giving as good as she got. Her inner muscles clenched tightly on his erection, squeezing hard enough that Grant went light-headed.


  Her teeth had latched onto Sebastian’s pec, biting into the muscle. If it hurt him, Sebastian gave no indication. Especially not when he clasped her head in his large palm and held her in place, prompting her to bite harder.


  Grant reached around her, determined to bring her to orgasm once more. He stroked her clit, then pinched the distended nub. The touch pushed Elyse into that same state of deranged that Grant had been residing in.


  She screamed as she came. Grant was grateful they had this entire floor of the hotel to themselves. Sebastian thrust upwards twice more before giving in to his own climax. Finally, Grant was able to release the reins, closing his eyes as jets of come pumped from his body almost painfully, filling her ass.


  Time stood still. Grant knew it was a cliché, but as he remained there, locked together with his lovers, that was exactly how it felt.


  Then he tumbled to the side as Elyse collapsed atop Sebastian. Grant’s heart thumped rapidly. He wouldn’t need to renew his gym membership if this was what sex with Sebastian and Elyse promised.


  He felt a soft push to his side. Scooting over, he made room for Elyse in the middle. The three of them lay on their backs, looking at the ceiling, and while none of them spoke, the silence wasn’t an awkward one.


  Grant took the time to adjust to what had just happened. Actually it was less adjustment and more wonder.


  “That was…” Elyse was a master at leading statements she never finished.


  Sebastian chuckled. “No fucking kidding. I think I might have died for a few minutes there. I couldn’t breathe and my heart felt like it was going to beat out of my chest. And the crazy thing is, if I could lift my arms or move any part of my body right now, I’d do it all again.”


  Elyse giggled, then wiggled. “Um…I think I need a shower. I’m a little sticky and a lot sweaty.”


  Grant went from zero to caveman in two-point-three seconds, deciding he liked her sticky, liked her having that reminder of him there. If he had his way, she’d always feel sticky. Fortunately he was smart enough to keep that opinion to himself.


  “Shower?” Sebastian suggested.


  Elyse nodded, but none of them made any move to rise from the bed. Grant still hadn’t fully recovered.


  He looked over when he felt Elyse reach out to take his hand. Her eyes captured his and she gave him a secret smile that told him exactly how happy she was. He’d promised her things weren’t as dire as they seemed and he had encouraged her to talk to Seb. Clearly she was pleased with the results.


  “So two years, huh?” Sebastian asked, unaware of the silent communication taking place next to him. “What’s wrong with the guys in Boston these days?”


  Elyse took Sebastian’s hand in her other, still holding Grant’s. “Believe it or not, there is apparently something very intimidating about dating Elle Hunt. I can’t imagine why anyone wouldn’t want to date me. I mean I’m sure it has nothing to do with my controlling, tight-fisted father who financially investigates every boyfriend I’ve ever had, even though he knew I wasn’t going to marry any of them thanks to my affiliation with the Trinity Masters. And don’t even get me started on how much it pisses me off that my dad doesn’t trust me to do the right thing.”


  Grant felt that same urge to pummel her father. “I think I’m going to have a little talk with your dad when we meet, Elle.”


  Sebastian leaned up on his elbow and caught Grant’s eye. “I want a piece of that conversation.”


  Elyse smiled with gratitude.


  “So your dad really scared all the guys away?”


  “No. It wasn’t just him. There was also the fact that I seem to have acquired a bit of a reputation because of my brother’s drug overdose that has nothing to do with my behavior, but is instead based on supposition and the ridiculous opinion that because we were twins and spoiled rich kids, we must both be addicts.”


  Grant considered the headlines he’d read about Elle Hunt over the years. He realized now not a single one of them had been true. “The world seems to be full of people with such small lives they feel the need to destroy others.”


  “Those tabloid stories only hurt if you read them. And I stopped doing that a long time ago.”


  “Even so,” Sebastian said, “they don’t have the right to libel you that way.”


  She shrugged. “It’s okay, Seb. Honest. Mrs. Wythe told me that there’s only one person who can control the way I see myself. And that’s me.”


  “Wise woman,” Grant said.


  “But the truth about my sad sexual dry spell actually has more to do with me. I’ve said no to dates way more than I’ve said yes. Because let’s face it, the guys who were willing to deal with my dad and the whispers of drugs were the ones who were obviously only interested in my money.”


  Grant couldn’t imagine what it must have been like to grow up surrounded by wealth and paparazzi. His childhood had been blissful in its simplicity. He’d gone to public schools, played little league, attended dances where the only cameras poised on him were those of his parents and his date’s. His biggest worries growing up had revolved around getting pimples and getting to second base. They’d had nothing to do with public perception or living up to some impossible ideal set forth by a controlling father.


  “Is that why you decided to take the legacy privilege? To join the Trinity Masters?” Sebastian asked.


  She nodded. “The Grand Master sent Mrs. Wythe to see me shortly after we graduated from high school. Our backgrounds were eerily similar—heiresses to large fortunes, legacies of the society, controlling fathers. She convinced me I’d be safe within the organization. That I could relax about the marriage part and focus my energy on learning everything necessary to take over my father’s business after he’s gone. At the time, Elliot was still alive and I’d anticipated sharing that leadership with him. Now, it’s just me. Mrs. Wythe has taught me so much over the past seven years. I’m not sure where I’d be right now without her.”


  “She sounds wonderful. I can’t wait to meet her.” Grant was grateful Elyse had such a caring mentor.


  Sebastian twisted away from them and sat up. “Shower time. And then I think we might want to move this party to another bedroom. We’ve done a number on the sheets in here.”


  Elyse joined Sebastian, the two of them walking to the bathroom together. Grant was slower to follow. He glanced down at the sheets Sebastian had mentioned with a grin.


  Surprisingly—or maybe not surprisingly—his cock twitched and started to thicken. As he walked to the bathroom, he could almost imagine hearing the bell that signaled round two.


  That suspicion was confirmed when he entered the room and found Sebastian and Elyse kissing as steam floated around them from the shower. It seemed now that they’d let go of the pain of the past, they couldn’t get enough of each other.


  Grant suspected they still had some things to work out. He’d heard Elyse knock on Sebastian’s door and he’d heard every word they said—and didn’t say—before Sebastian started kissing her. While it appeared they’d let go of it for now, Grant knew those past hurts wouldn’t go away until they talked it out fully.


  The black granite bathroom had a Jacuzzi and a bidet. Grant was looking forward to soaking in that tub with his lovers soon. For tonight, however, it looked as if Elyse and Sebastian were seeking simplicity. He grinned. That wasn’t happening.


  He’d had plenty of time to recover from his first climax and given the speed with which is cock was thickening, this shower was going to be far from fast.


  Grant stepped into the shower and held out his hand to help Elyse in. Sebastian followed. It was a double-headed shower, jets of water shooting over them from both ends of the stall. It was sensual decadence. Grant could get used to this. He grabbed the bottle of bath gel and placed a large dollop in Elyse’s palm.


  She started to use the soap on her own chest, but Grant captured her wrist and shook his head. “That’s for Seb’s cock. Scrub it good.”


  Elyse’s eyes lit up, then glanced down, taking in the return of Grant’s erection. “Does the word insatiable mean anything to you?”


  Grant couldn’t fault her question. “I have a feeling this continual hard-on isn’t going away anytime soon.”


  Elyse turned toward Sebastian, but she still looked at Grant over her shoulder. “Oh, that wasn’t a complaint, believe me.”


  Sebastian hissed when she wrapped her hand around his reemerging erection and began to stroke it, slowly, firmly. Elyse’s past experiences may have been limited, but she was a quick study.


  Grant squeezed out some bath gel into his own hands, scrubbing himself thoroughly before reaching around Elyse and rubbing the sudsy lather onto her breasts. Then he moved downwards, stroking the soap between her legs, making sure to pay special attention to her clit.


  Elyse’s forehead fell forward, pressing against Sebastian’s chest as the sound of her sweet, sexy little mewls filled the room. Her insatiableness rivaled his.


  When Grant’s hands drifted around her waist and parted the globes of her ass, she cried out.


  “God. Yes!”


  Grant stroked one finger inside her ass as she pressed against him, seeking more. Glancing over his shoulder, Grant realized the showerhead was detachable, a hand-held. Grabbing it from the mount, he placed the jets directly between her legs, letting the hot water pulse against her pussy and ass.


  Her hands left Sebastian’s dick, clinging to his chest instead as she sought purchase. She leaned over, seeking more of the stimulation.


  Sebastian guided her hand back to his cock, using his grip to guide hers over his thick erection. “God, Elle. You look so hot, baby. I swear I’m going to blow just watching Grant fuck you with that hot water.”


  Grant used one hand to part her cheeks, directing the spray into her ass. She moaned loudly, her response Sebastian’s undoing.


  “Shit. I can’t—” Sebastian didn’t bother to hold back. He came, jets of come landing on Elyse’s bouncing breasts as she thrust against the water Grant was shooting in her ass.


  No sooner had Sebastian finished, than he changed the game.


  “Turn around, Elle. Get on your knees.” Sebastian guided her into the position as he made the request.


  Grant put the showerhead back in the mount just before Elyse wrapped her hand around the base of his cock and took the head into her mouth.


  “Oh yeah. God.” Her mouth was like heaven, especially when she moaned, her voice vibrating against his sensitive flesh.


  He peered down and realized what had provoked the sound. Sebastian had wrapped her hair around his hands, using a tight grip there to drive her mouth on Grant’s cock. The erotic image almost sent Grant to his knees.


  Grant forced himself to look away. He was in danger of coming too quickly. His gaze met Sebastian’s and held. Grant was compelled to reach out and grab Sebastian, to kiss him roughly. He’d never experienced such a powerful connection to another man. And there was no denying Sebastian felt it as well. For once, the man’s poker face had fallen away, giving Grant his first good look at the real Sebastian.


  Sebastian’s hand tightened in Elyse’s hair, enough that she had to pull away, to suck in a breath. She glanced up and froze.


  Grant felt her eyes on them though he hadn’t looked away from Sebastian.


  And then he heard it.


  Just one word spoken in a whisper.


  “Kiss.”


  It was Elyse’s turn to make a demand. Grant never hesitated, never held back from taking what he wanted, but in that moment, he didn’t move. He couldn’t.


  The two of them were mirror images, reflections in pent-up desire and confusion.


  Fuck it. If this was going to be the biggest mistake of his life, Grant was going out in style.


  He grasped the back of Sebastian’s neck and pulled the man forward. Grant didn’t even attempt to be gentle. He placed his lips firmly on Sebastian’s, and then forced the other man’s mouth open, diving in with his tongue.


  It took several seconds before Grant realized there’s been no resistance on Sebastian’s part. He was kissing him back roughly. Strongly.


  The kiss was brief as far as kisses went, lasting no more than twenty, maybe thirty seconds. But it was potent.


  He and Sebastian separated, both breathing heavily. They continued to stare, each one seemingly daring the other to reject how fucking amazing that was.


  Elyse was the first to break the silence. Her wit managing to dissolve any lingering tension. “Wow. First of all, that was totally hot. And secondly, thank God I don’t have to always play center. You can’t begin to imagine how much pressure that takes off me.”


  Grant and Sebastian chuckled. Grant started to help her rise, thinking perhaps the blowjob moment had passed, but Elyse shook off his hand and returned to her previous position, her lips taking in at least half of his length, the rest wrapped firmly in her grip.


  Sebastian hadn’t moved. Grant was worried he might freak out, turn tail and run. He was completely blindsided when Sebastian knelt behind Elyse, his knees resting outside hers. Sebastian whispered dirty instructions in Elyse’s ear and the blowjob quickly moved from hot to scorching.


  Grant closed his eyes and started reciting the nine times tables in his head, but math and every other sane thought vanished when Sebastian gripped Grant’s balls and squeezed gently.


  His climax hit hard as his hips thrust him roughly into Elyse’s mouth more deeply than he’d intended. Jets of come erupted and his vision went gray.


  When he opened his eyes again, Sebastian and Elyse were standing once more. Sebastian’s fingers were buried in Elyse’s pussy, his thumb stroking her clit. She had brought both of them to orgasm and now Sebastian was returning the favor.


  If Grant had an ounce of strength left, he’d join in. As it was, he took advantage of the opportunity to watch. Elyse had leaned back against the tile wall and one of her legs was lifted, resting in the crook of Sebastian’s elbow. He held her wide open as he held nothing back, thrusting three fingers deep as he kissed her.


  When Elyse twisted her face away, gasping for breath, Sebastian launched into some of the sexiest dirty talk Grant had ever heard. And Grant had always considered himself fluent in the language.


  Elyse responded to the words as well as the touch. She came apart beautifully, her eyes drifting closed, her back arched, her lips parted though no sound came out.


  As the waves began to ebb, Grant stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. Sebastian placed their sleepy lover into Grant’s arms, and then he claimed a pile of fluffy white towels.


  Grant carried Elyse down the hall to his bed. He and Sebastian took turns drying her and then themselves before crawling in on either side of her.


  Elyse was asleep within seconds. While he was tired, Grant was finding it more difficult to shut his mind down. Sebastian obviously had the same problem.


  “Listen, man,” Sebastian started as Grant steeled himself for whatever was coming. “That kiss…” Sebastian paused. If he was waiting for Grant to let him off the hook, to fill in the sentence with a lie about it being a fluke or a one-off, he was going to be sorely disappointed.


  Finally, Sebastian continued, “I’ve never kissed another guy. I liked it.”


  It was a simple statement. And…the truth. Yet another first. Sebastian was being open and honest.


  “I liked it too,” Grant admitted.


  “You’re going to want to do more than that, right?”


  “I’m open to exploring different avenues in this relationship, but I’m not going to force you if you’re not into it, Seb.”


  “You’ve been with other guys before?”


  “Yes. A couple.”


  Sebastian fell silent as he considered Grant’s confession. “I gotta think about it,” he said at last.


  Grant respected his honesty. “Take your time. We have plenty of it.”


  Grant thought he heard Sebastian mutter something, but the words were spoken too low and mumbled. It sounded like “not really”, but Grant dismissed it. Now that he and Sebastian had cleared the air, exhaustion—physical and emotional—was setting in.


  The last thing he heard before he drifted to sleep was Sebastian’s soft snore. It was surprisingly soothing.


  And nice.


   


   


   


  

Chapter Eight


   


  Sebastian walked out of the bathroom as he finished buttoning his shirt. He was surprised to find Grant standing in his room, looking at something on the desk.


  The map.


  Sebastian had pulled it out to study before grabbing a shower. The three of them had eaten a leisurely breakfast, delivered by room service, before deciding to get dressed and head out for some more sightseeing.


  Though the winter had been brutally cold, this week’s weather was an anomaly, no chilly wind, no snow and temperatures in the fifties. They were taking advantage of it.


  Grant hadn’t seen him return to the room yet, so he took the time to gauge the man’s reaction as he looked at the map.


  Sensing his presence, Grant turned to him, frowning. “Where did you get this?”


  Sebastian walked over and slid the map back into the file folder, assuming the role of spy. “That’s work related. You weren’t supposed to see it.”


  “Work related?” Grant’s tone was suspicious. “Why would the CIA be interested in something like that?”


  “Like what?”


  Grant didn’t respond. “What does the CIA think it is?”


  It appeared they were going to dance. Sebastian was ready to tango. “Clearly, they think it’s a map.”


  Grant chuckled. “Do you know what it’s a map of?”


  “Do you?”


  Grant pointed to the file folder. “May I?”


  Sebastian nodded.


  Grant took the map out of the folder and began studying it again. “I’ve seen this before. Well, not this part of the map, but another section of it. According to my grandfather, the whole map originally belonged to his father, Richard, but all he had found was just a piece of it among his sister Jessica’s things after she died.”


  “What does it lead to?” Sebastian asked.


  “I have no idea. My grandfather simply said it was a treasure map.”


  “Treasure?”


  Grant sighed. “Yeah. I’ll admit that until this moment I thought it was all just a story, something my grandfather made up to entertain his ten-year-old grandson.”


  “And your grandfather still has one of the sections?”


  Grant didn’t reply. “What is it a map of, Seb? And why would the CIA be interested in it?”


  Sebastian debated how to play this. If this were a true CIA investigation, he wouldn’t have been careless with the map, wouldn’t have allowed anyone to see it. He’d been well trained.


  But those lessons were useless to him in this situation. So did he pretend to take Grant into his confidence or did he continue to be aloof in order to ferret out more information?


  Four days in Grant’s presence had drawn a definite picture of the man. He was honest, friendly, smart, but more than that, he’d proven he was willing to do whatever it took to form a lasting bond with him and Elyse.


  After last night, Sebastian found himself responding to it.


  So he went the buddy route, reciting the backstory he’d made up in case Grant asked. “This map was stolen from the White House during World War II. This section only recently reappeared. The agency has been charged with finding the rest of it and returning it.”


  “So it really is a treasure map?” Grant asked sardonically.


  Sebastian grinned. “I guess. In a way. Did your grandfather tell you what sort of treasure it protected?”


  Grant shook his head. “No. He didn’t. All he said was it kept the Breton family secrets safe.”


  Sebastian took the map from Grant, studying the intricate lines. Then he pointed to the initials at the bottom. “R.B.”


  Grant looked more closely. “You think that’s my great-grandfather.”


  Sebastian shrugged. “Do you?”


  Grant rolled his eyes. “I have no doubt you’re a great CIA asset, Seb. Because trying to have a frank discussion with you is frustrating as hell. Do you ever just say what you think without putting everything in code?”


  Sighing, Sebastian pulled out the desk chair and sank down on it. What would it feel like to just come clean? He knew he couldn’t, but damn if he wasn’t tempted. Regardless, he felt compelled to give Grant as much honesty as he could. “Yeah. I think those initials might stand for Richard Breton.”


  “Did you just come to that realization or did you suspect it before?”


  Now that was a dangerous question. “Why on earth would I suspect that before? No. It didn’t occur to me until you mentioned having part of the map. Do you think the other initials represent the people who hold the rest of it?”


  Grant looked at the initials more closely. “Perhaps, but I don’t have a clue who M.H. or C.W. are.”


  “Would your grandfather know?”


  Grant’s expression grew troubled. “If he did, I suspect he doesn’t anymore. He had a stroke a year ago. It wiped out his memory. He suffers from very serious dementia. My grandmother had to place him in a nursing home. He can’t speak or walk. He’s a shell of the man he used to be.”


  “I’m sorry to hear that.” Sebastian couldn’t get a read on how close Grant was to his grandparents, but there was definite sorrow in the man’s eyes. “What about your great-uncle? Or your grandmother? Would they know?”


  “My great-uncle died of a heart attack nearly five years ago. I could ask my grandmother if you want, though I don’t think she’ll give us the answers.”


  “What makes you say that?”


  “Because she gave me the map when she moved my grandfather into the nursing home. Said it was something that needed to be kept safe. Hidden. In truth, I got the impression my grandmother was glad to be rid of it. She’s a fairly private person. If she’d wanted me to know more about the map, she would have told me when she handed it over. As it is, I was simply charged with keeping it out of sight.”


  Grant had a section of the map?


  Sebastian hoped his poker face was in place because it was taking all his strength not to stand up and demand the man give it to him.


  “You have the map? Here?” Sebastian asked.


  Grant shot him a funny look. “Why the hell would I have it here? I thought it was a sentimental keepsake from my grandfather. It’s not something I carry around with me.”


  Sebastian kicked himself for the stupid question. He needed to play it cool. “Of course not.” Then, he added, “I really need that map, Grant. For my investigation.”


  Grant crossed his arms. “I’ll give it to you on one condition.”


  “What do you want?”


  “I want to know what that map leads to.”


  He had no idea, but Sebastian had prepared an answer just in case. Even so, the lie tasted bad on his lips. “Documents that were stolen from the White House. If they fall into the wrong hands, it could be extremely dangerous for our country.”


  He hoped that vague answer was enough because he hadn’t made up anything more detailed than that.


  “Sounds dire.”


  Sebastian nodded slowly. “I work for the CIA, Grant. Most of what we deal with is dire.”


  “The map is in my apartment in L.A.”


  “Can we go there?”


  Grant’s forehead creased. “Now? You do realize this is supposed to be our honeymoon. You can’t take the rest of this week off?”


  “My job doesn’t afford me that luxury.” He had thirty days to get the information Juliette needed.


  “Fine. When do you want to leave?”


  “Today,” Sebastian said without hesitation.


  Grant’s eyebrows rose. “Damn. You don’t mess around, do you?”


  Sebastian already had his phone in his hand. He called Devon and asked his boss if he could set up three flights to L.A. for them. Sebastian wouldn’t even consider leaving Elyse behind. If he only had this time to be with her, he was going to savor every single second of it.


  Sebastian listened as Devon clicked a few buttons on his computer. Then he said, “Done. I’ll text you the flight details. You have a lead?”


  “Yeah,” Sebastian said. “I do.”


  “On the map?”


  “Yep.” Sebastian was careful to keep his answers to short, one-word replies that wouldn’t tell Grant anything.


  “I’ll tell Juliette we can expect a report from you when you return.”


  “Do that.” Sebastian disconnected the call. “We’re all set.”


  “Okay.”


  “Hey. Are you guys ready to go sightseeing?” Elyse asked, standing at the doorway, bundled up in tight jeans, knee-high boots and a cashmere sweater. She had draped a pretty scarf around her neck that was obviously more for fashion’s sake than warmth. She looked so beautiful she took his breath away.


  “Change of plans,” Sebastian said when Elyse walked over to join them. “Pack an overnight bag. We’re going to take a little trip.”


  She gave him a curious grin. “Seriously? Where to?”


  Grant took her hand and kissed her palm. “L.A. My place. The three of us are going on a treasure hunt.”


  Elyse crinkled her nose, the expression completely adorable. “Is that code for kinky California sex or something?”


  Grant tugged her toward him, expanding on the playful kiss he’d placed on her hand. Gripping her waist, he turned her toward the bed, his intention clear.


  While Sebastian appreciated Grant’s stamina, he wasn’t sure he could spend another night in bed with the two of them and still manage to walk away once the month was over. Juliette didn’t intend for this trinity to last forever, but damn if he wasn’t starting to want it to.


  He had to walk away before he got in too deep. Before they all did.


  Sebastian placed a hand on Grant’s shoulder, holding him back from his target. “If you toss her down on that bed, we’re not going to make our flight.”


  Grant shrugged. “So we’ll catch the next one.”


  “We’re…taking a commercial flight?” Elyse asked, slightly surprised.


  “You have a better idea?”


  “My family has a plane.”


  Grant looked at Seb. “Private plane. Wouldn’t have to worry about missing the flight.”


  Sebastian’s cock twitched, temptation raging. He was seconds from saying California be damned when Elyse’s cell phone rang.


  She pulled the phone from her back pocket to glance at the screen. “Oh, sorry. I need to take this really quick.”


  She answered the phone but didn’t leave the room. “Hi, Katherine. I’m so glad you called.”


  Grant and Sebastian were quiet as she spoke. Sebastian assumed Katherine was Mrs. Wythe. Elyse’s friendly tone as she spoke told him how much she adored the woman.


  Katherine Wythe had to be ninety if she was a day, but she could pass for sixty. She had buried her two husbands at least three decades earlier, but their deaths hadn’t slowed her down, hadn’t kept her from being a driving force in the Trinity Masters. Many members looked to her for leadership, advice and counseling. With longevity came wisdom and experience.


  “I’m afraid I won’t make it to tea this afternoon,” Elyse continued. “I was called to the altar this week.”


  Sebastian couldn’t hear Katherine’s response, but it was clear she was curious.


  Elyse looked at them as she told the other woman their names. Then she added with a blush, “Yes, I’m very happy with the match.”


  Sebastian’s chest tightened. He hadn’t considered the fact that other people would know about this triad. While Juliette had the right to dissolve the union, it would still come as a shock to the other members.


  Sebastian couldn’t recall the Grand Master ever breaking up a trinity prior to the formal marriage ceremony. There were going to be a lot of questions and concerns raised if Juliette did it, especially so soon after taking over leadership of the society. It might make her look as if she didn’t know what she was doing. She clearly hadn’t considered that when she’d hatched her plan to have Sebastian spy on Grant.


  Juliette was already on thin ice as the members waited to see how the first female would fare as a leader. If she dissolved the very first triad she created—apart from her own—would it cause an uproar amongst the membership? He made a mental note to discuss it with her.


  Then he pretended that conversation would occur simply because he was attempting to protect Juliette in her new role and not because he wanted this trinity to stick. Desperately.


  He sighed. Grant had a portion of the map. There was still a chance that he was part of—or at least aware of—this purist sect.


  “We’re taking a quick trip to L.A. this afternoon,” Elyse said, and then laughed in response to something Katherine said. “I have no idea why. Something about hunting for treasure.”


  Sebastian winced. He couldn’t fill Elyse in on what was going on, but her close relationship with Katherine was going to be an issue if she felt the need to tell her friend everything.


  “I’ll call you when I return,” Elyse said. “Goodbye.”


  “Sorry,” she said, as she hung up the phone. “So much has happened in the last few days, I forgot I had plans with Katherine. I swear it feels like time has stopped and the world outside this hotel suite has ceased to exist. It’s sort of a surreal feeling, isn’t it?”


  Elyse and Grant had committed to this time together, putting their lives on hold and throwing themselves into building something. Meanwhile, Sebastian was the usurper, the cheater, the one dragging in too much shit from the outside and lying at every turn.


  Worst of all, there was part of him that wished this were a true honeymoon and that his future was set.


  With them.


   


   


   


  

Chapter Nine


   


  Grant had valeted his car at LAX, so they’d piled in and pulled out onto the highway. He was strangely excited about Sebastian and Elyse seeing his downtown apartment. It felt like one more way he was letting them in, making them a permanent part of his life.


  For so many years, he’d worried about the arranged marriage part of the Trinity Master’s membership. He was a man accustomed to making his own decisions, forging his own path. At eighteen, allowing someone to choose his spouses had seemed like a benefit, something that took the pressure off dating and searching for the one. As he grew older, letting someone else select his partners felt a bit like making a deal with the devil.


  Both Sebastian and Elyse had spent some time in L.A., so they’d decided to skip doing any sightseeing on this excursion. Sebastian was determined to get the map and get back to Boston. Grant had been shocked to discover the old piece of parchment on Sebastian’s desk. At first, he’d thought it was a copy of the same map his grandfather had. However, when he studied it, he realized it was actually a different portion of the same map.


  He wasn’t sure he bought Sebastian’s story about what the map led to. Grant wasn’t sure why, but his gut told him Sebastian was lying, that he was still hiding something. Aside from his intuition about Seb’s motives, there were several gaping holes in Seb’s story, not the least of which was that if the map had been stolen from the White House, it would be the FBI, not the CIA, who were investigating.


  After last night, Grant had hoped they’d scaled that wall. He’d felt a definite connection with Sebastian as they’d taken Elyse together. Grant had felt an attraction to two men in his past and while he’d acted on it, the sex had been purely physical. Emotions hadn’t played a part. Both men had been members of one of the sex clubs Grant frequented occasionally and they had been submissives. The sparks he’d experienced with them were nothing compared to what he felt for Sebastian.


  Unfortunately, he couldn’t quite get a read on Sebastian. There wasn’t a doubt in Grant’s mind the guy was straight—or at least, he had been—and that he’d never even contemplated kissing a man before they’d done so in the shower.


  The other problem was, while Sebastian had responded to Grant’s commands, he hadn’t asked the man to do anything he hadn’t wanted to do. Sebastian had a healthy amount of alpha blood pumping through his veins and try as he might, Grant couldn’t see him agreeing to being tied up or dominated. Grant’s only experience with other men had been based on him being the top.


  Elyse flipped through the radio stations until she found some bouncy pop song. She started to sing along.


  Grant grinned. “Taylor Swift?”


  Elyse rolled her eyes. “Seriously? No. This is Katy Perry.”


  “All sound the same to me,” Grant teased.


  “She wouldn’t appreciate hearing that. I partied with Katy one night. She’s cool.”


  Sebastian leaned over the backseat. “Seriously?”


  Elyse lifted her shoulder. “One of the perks of being super rich. You get invited to some awesome parties.”


  Grant plugged in the code to unlock the gated parking lot located beneath his building. His home had previously been a warehouse, but now it housed upscale lofts. “Here we are. Home sweet home.”


  They grabbed their overnight bags from the trunk and headed for the door. Grant recalled the lack of response Elyse and Sebastian had when they’d entered the swanky hotel suite in Boston. “I should warn you. My place isn’t very fancy.”


  While the loft layout was cool, the furnishings and decorations were sparse. Mainly because Grant wasn’t home enough during the year to put much effort into fixing the place up.


  Elyse grasped his hand. “Neither is my condo in Boston.”


  He knew that wasn’t true. He’d seen her place. Elyse possessed style, elegance and her home décor had been classy, while still comfortable. “Trust me, your condo is way nicer than my place.”


  None of them had initiated a conversation about what came next, what happened once this week was over. The entire relationship was still too new, too tentative. However, like it or not, they were going to have to sit down very soon and start making their three lives fit together.


  Grant’s ties to L.A. were fairly loose. Given the fact he worked on contract, he could live anywhere to do his job. He suspected both Sebastian and Elyse had stronger connections in Boston. They’d probably want to stay there.


  The idea of a cross-country move was more exciting than he would have imagined. He’d become fairly set in his ways the past few years. That didn’t sit well with him. He liked movement and change. Grant was ready for this. And after last night, he was looking forward to it.


  They took the elevator to the fourth floor. There were six units on this level. Grant glanced toward Rose’s place. He’d have to invite her over later to meet Sebastian and Elyse. A member of the Trinity Masters, there was a chance she already knew Sebastian and Elyse as she’d grown up in Boston as well. She had been excited when he had received his invitation to the altar.


  Rose had recently had her triad—an odd, old-school betrothal agreement that wasn’t the Trinity Masters’ norm—broken. She’d been delighted that the arrangement hadn’t stuck, but she’d confided to Grant that she was a little bit nervous about what came next. Unlike Grant, who’d spent seventeen years wondering about his future mates, Rose had grown up knowing what her life held. For the first time, she was facing the same uncertainty about her prospective partners he’d lived with for ages.


  Grant reached out to put his key in the lock, surprised when Sebastian pushed the door open slowly. Sebastian wrapped his arm around Elyse, tugging her behind him.


  Grant’s eyes focused on what Sebastian was trying to protect Elyse from.


  Grant’s condo had been broken into, the place completely trashed.


  “Goddammit!” Grant started to walk in, but Sebastian grabbed his arm.


  “Hang back a second, man.” Sebastian was clearly concerned that whoever had broken in was still there. Grant hoped that was the case because he’d tear the son of a bitch apart.


  “Do you have a gun with you?” Grant asked.


  “A gun?” Elyse asked, at the same time as Sebastian shook his head.


  “Do you carry a gun?” she asked.


  “Sometimes.”


  She frowned. “For work? I thought you were behind the scenes.”


  Both men ignored her question as Grant jerked his arm free from Sebastian’s grip. “Then what are we waiting for?”


  “Shouldn’t we call the police?” Elyse was peering over Sebastian’s shoulder.


  “Yeah. We should. But I’m not standing in the hall waiting for them to arrive. Besides, their response time gets worse every time I call them.” Grant walked into his loft. The place was too quiet. Whoever had been here had come and gone.


  “You’ve called them before?” Sebastian asked.


  Grant nodded. “This isn’t the first time my place has been broken into.”


  “Seriously?” Elyse sounded horrified. “I think I would move.”


  “Shit,” Grant muttered as he studied the path of destruction. “They’ve outdone themselves this time.” His couch had been ransacked, the cushions cut open, stuffing covering the floor. Every drawer had been upended, emptied. His photos had been yanked from the wall, the frames smashed. As he walked farther, he was surprised to find his computer, TV and other expensive electronics were still in the place.


  “It doesn’t look like theft was the goal,” Sebastian said, walking up to stand next to Grant.


  “No. It never seems to be the goal. Problem is I’ve never discovered what the fuck they’re after. Feels like they just want to make my life hell.”


  “No enemies from your job? I can’t imagine all your mergers are sunshine and roses. Maybe someone wasn’t exactly farting glitter over your presence.”


  Grant had considered that more than once, but each time he discounted it. He simply put the procedures in place in terms of the mergers. It would be unlikely that any disgruntled employee saw him as the enemy. He basically showed up after the war and cleaned up the mess. More Red Cross than militia. Plus his last couple of contracts had involved friendly mergers. It had been a few years since he’d dealt with any sort of hostile takeover and the break-ins started well after those ended. “I don’t think this was work related.”


  “You sure? What are you working on now? Maybe someone’s trying to send a message, trying to stop you.”


  Grant shook his head. “I’m between jobs. Made enough on my last one that I’d decided to treat myself to a bit of a holiday. Intended to do nothing but sit on my ass, binge-watching all the shows I’ve missed in the last decade and relaxing.”


  Elyse grinned. “Sounds like a great plan. I’d like to recommend Breaking Bad, True Blood and Modern Family.”


  Grant chuckled. “So noted.”


  They were about to move into the bedroom to take in the rest of the destruction when Grant heard a gasp from the front door.


  “What the hell?”


  He turned at the sound of Rose’s voice. “Did you throw a party without asking, Rose?” Grant figured laughter was preferable to what he really felt like doing…which was beating the shit out of someone.


  “God. They really got you this time, didn’t they?” She stepped into the trashed loft, looking around. She wore elegant wide-leg slacks and a silk tank with a graffiti-inspired print. Her black hair and bangs framed a face that was classic English-rose complexion.


  “Rose?”


  Grant looked over, not entirely surprised to discover Sebastian did know her.


  “Seb?” Rose looked from Sebastian to Grant, her eyes wide. “The Grand Master put you and Seb together?”


  From the tone in her voice, Grant could tell she found that fact shocking.


  He nodded, and then pointed to Elyse. “As well as Elle. Elyse Hunt, I’d like you to meet my friend, Rose Hancock.”


  Elyse walked forward and shook Rose’s hand. “Nice to meet you.”


  Rose smiled. It was apparent that Rose—like the rest of the world—was perfectly aware of who Elle Hunt was. “You too.”


  Rose stepped into the loft and looked around. “I can’t believe this.”


  “So I guess you didn’t hear anything?” Grant was hoping perhaps Rose had seen or heard something that would help them figure out who the culprit was.


  “No. Not a thing. Of course, I was away last night.”


  She didn’t elaborate, so Grant could only assume she’d been out on a date that had turned into a sleepover.


  “And they didn’t break into your place?”


  She gave him a rueful grin. “Nope. Sorry. They seem to save this torment for you.”


  “I wasn’t aware that you two knew each other,” Sebastian said, glancing from Rose to Grant.


  Rose shrugged casually. “I met Grant at the winter gala a few years ago. It came up in conversation that we both lived in L.A. He mentioned he was looking for a new place and the guy living in this loft had just moved out. I told him about it and we’ve been neighbors ever since. Plus we have some shared interests.”


  Rose gave Grant a sly wink. Rose was into BDSM too, and had arranged for him to have a trial membership at her club shortly after they’d met. The club, Las Palmas, had required more of a commitment than Grant was interested in, but it was a fun month.


  Sebastian listened politely, but it was obvious he was distracted. “Are you sure nothing was taken, Grant?”


  A light went on in Grant’s mind.


  Of course. The map. If the CIA was so anxious to get their hands on it, other factions would be as well. Damn. Was that what these assholes had been after all along?


  “Let’s go see.”


  Grant started for his bedroom, everyone else following. When they entered the room, his temper spiked once more. The place looked like it had been hit by a tornado. Every piece of clothing he owned was strewn on the floor, the closet and dressers now empty. All his best suits had been rifled through, some even torn.


  His blood boiled with rage. “I’m going to kill this person when we catch them.”


  Elyse reached for his hand and gave it a comforting squeeze. “I’ll help you,” she said softly.


  Grant leaned over to give her a quick kiss. He was in serious danger of losing his heart to this woman. Then he decided he already had.


  “Grant?”


  Sebastian was like a dog with a bone.


  Grant knelt by his bed and pulled back the Oriental rug that covered the hardwood floor. Then he pried up the loose floorboard he had discovered when he’d moved in three years ago. He’d nearly broken his neck, tripping over the thing. That was when he’d found the hiding spot. Grant didn’t have much of value, but he appreciated the need for secrecy when it came to anything related to the Trinity Masters, and he had some important papers he had wanted to keep protected.


  Reaching in, he withdrew the small fireproof safe he’d purchased. Under normal circumstances, he wouldn’t have thought to put the map in with the other things, but when his grandmother gave it to him, she explained that his grandfather had moved it to a safety deposit box after Grant had found it when he was just a kid. That fact resonated with him, so he’d stashed it in the box and promptly forgotten all about it.


  “Is that the treasure?” Elyse joked.


  Grant nodded and lifted the lid on the box. The map was still there, buried about halfway down. He could see the faded parchment peeking out from beneath his will and the title to his car.


  “Here.” Grant tugged it out and handed it to Sebastian, who blew out a long, slow breath of relief.


  “Thank God.”


  “What’s that?” Rose asked.


  Grant had forgotten she was there.


  Sebastian hadn’t. “Um, listen, Rose, maybe you could do us a favor and call the police, report the break-in?”


  Rose grinned and patted Sebastian on the cheek. “Oh, Seb. That’s so cute. You think I’m going to go away.” She reached out, moving at lightning speed and grabbing the map from Sebastian’s hands.


  He tried to retrieve it, but she turned her back on him and walked away, unfolding the parchment and laying it on Grant’s bed. “A map?”


  “What’s it a map of?” Elyse asked, stepping closer to Rose, the two of them studying the faded ink.


  While Grant was amused by the women’s curiosity, Sebastian looked irritated. “Give me the map, Rose.”


  “Where’s the rest of it?” Elyse looked at Grant, who glanced at Sebastian.


  Sebastian reached into his pocket and pulled out the portion of the map he possessed. Rose unfolded it and placed the two pieces side by side.


  “There’s still part of it missing,” Elyse observed.


  “Yeah. We’re trying to track it down,” Sebastian said. Grant wondered if Sebastian would give the women the same lie he’d given him.


  “It looks like Copley Square,” Rose said.


  Her observation caught Sebastian’s attention. “What?”


  “Well, not the roads or anything, but the landmarks are definitely in the right places.” Rose pointed to squares that Grant hadn’t noticed, probably because without the second piece, the solid geometric shapes hadn’t been whole, so they’d simply blended in with the other squiggly lines. “There’s Trinity Church and that would have been where the Art Museum stood. See those initials denoting the landmarks? T.C. and A.M.?”


  Grant hadn’t really looked at the map since he’d been a kid. He’d given it a passing glance when his grandmother handed it over to him, but he’d been in the midst of a huge merger, so he had simply folded it up and put it in the box. Unlike the portion Sebastian had, his had more words, more denotations of places.


  Rose was studying it with interest. “Of course, this is an old drawing because that looks like where Hotel Westminster used to be. That’s long gone now. I’m assuming the part of the map you’re still missing would show the library. Thing is those streets don’t seem right. They’re running through the buildings.”


  “Maybe they aren’t roads,” Grant replied.


  “So what do you think all the zigzag lines are?” Rose asked.


  This time it was Elyse who replied. “Tunnels?”


  Sebastian reared back. “Holy shit. Yeah.”


  Though he’d only muttered the words, his response confirmed what Grant had suspected. This map had fuck-all to do with the White House.


  “What are these initials over here? The ones that were penciled in? They don’t look as old as the rest of the map,” Elyse asked as she pointed to R.B., M.H. and C.W.


  Sebastian reached down, folding up each part of the map and tucking them away in a file folder. “That’s classified information, ma’am.” He said it tongue-in-cheek, which worked with Elyse, who laughed.


  Grant and Rose didn’t.


  “You know, I have a friend who’s a historian. I bet she’d take a look at that for you if you want. I could give her a call and take them over to her,” Rose offered.


  Sebastian shook his head. “No. That’s okay. I’ve got my own guy…um…at work. He can do the research for me.”


  Grant wondered exactly who Sebastian planned to ask for help. Because he was certain this map had nothing to do with a CIA investigation.


  “So,” Rose said, looking strictly at Sebastian. “You three were called to the altar?”


  Sebastian didn’t reply, so Elyse did. “Yes. Were you at the gala, when the new Grand Master was announced?”


  Rose nodded, still staring at Sebastian. “I was. Does that map have something to do with your task?”


  “Task?” Grant asked.


  “Oh my God. I forgot about that,” Elyse said. “The Grand Master said each new trinity would be given a task to perform.”


  Rose grimaced as she added, “And you’ll only be formally married once that task or puzzle is worked out.”


  Elyse frowned. “We weren’t given a task.”


  Sebastian cleared his throat. “It’s only been a few days. Maybe the Grand Master is giving us a chance to get to know each other first.”


  After all of Sebastian’s lies, Grant found it difficult to believe anything the man said.


  Even Rose didn’t look convinced, but she didn’t press for more. “I’ll admit I’m curious about what happened to the old Grand Master. Still, it’s exciting that it’s a woman this time, wouldn’t you say, Seb?”


  Sebastian’s eyes narrowed, but he remained silent. Grant couldn’t tell if he was annoyed or pissed, but Rose’s comments didn’t seem to warrant either response.


  Of course, Rose’s curiosity was rather unlike her normal teasing, biting manner. What was going on?


  “And she seems young,” Rose added. “According to the rumor mill.”


  Elyse answered once more as Sebastian’s silence continued. “She does seem young. She performed our binding ceremony.”


  Given the way Rose and Seb were looking at each other, Grant thought that maybe either one or both of them knew who the Grand Master was. Which, given the way Sebastian bolted after the Grand Master following the binding ceremony, made sense.


  Rose got a text. “Oh, hey. I need to get going. I’m sorry about your place, Grant. I assume you’re going to call the police and the realtor to let them know?”


  Grant nodded, mentally adding the realtor call to his to-do list. “I will.”


  She gave him a quick, friendly kiss on the cheek. She reached out to take Elyse’s hand. “Really nice to meet you. Hopefully we’ll see each other again sometime soon.”


  Elyse smiled. “I hope so too.”


  Then Rose walked over and gave Sebastian a hug. “Give my love to Dev and Juliette.”


  Grant recognized the names. They were her former betrothed.


  “I will,” Sebastian answered shortly.


  Grant would have to get Rose alone at some point and question her about this conversation. Now, however, wasn’t the time. He had too many other mysteries to solve. Like why Sebastian wanted the map. And what the hell Grant was going to do about his two new spouses. He’d always thought that once the binding ceremony happened, the future would be set. That didn’t appear to be the case. Everything felt more up in the air than ever.


  The sound of the front door closing behind Rose drifted down the hallway. Elyse bent over and began picking up some of Grant’s clothes, folding them and placing them on the dresser neatly.


  “I guess we should start figuring out what comes next,” she said as she worked. “We only have a month to get our affairs in order before the official marriage ceremony.”


  Grant agreed. “I suppose the first question is East or West Coast.”


  Elyse studied his face nervously. “Well…”


  “East Coast, Elle,” Grant said quickly. “I can do my job anywhere. You and Seb have solid ties in Boston. I understand that. Unless, of course, you want to come over here and enjoy the good life—mild winters, an ocean you can swim in without freezing off vital body parts and killer Mexican food.”


  Elyse raised her finger in warning. “Don’t even start on Papagayo’s. That meal was delicious.”


  Before Grant could begin the good-natured fight again, Sebastian intervened. “I don’t think we need to worry about any of this right now. I mean,” he was hedging, clearly grasping for an excuse to put off the conversation, “Grant just had his place broken into.”


  “Nothing was stolen,” Grant said, unwilling to let Sebastian off the hook this time. “And given the state of things, this is probably the perfect time to start making decisions. I’m obviously not coming back here to live—not with it in its current state. Besides, I’m tired of cleaning up the mess. So I’ll just begin packing everything up. Call a moving company and make arrangements to transport it all cross-country.”


  “And move where?” Sebastian asked.


  “To my place,” Elyse replied as if that should be obvious. “There’s plenty of room. Then, maybe somewhere down the road, we can start looking for a house.” That idea sounded wonderful to Grant, but apparently Sebastian wasn’t finished fighting this triad.


  “I don’t think we should rush into this.”


  After everything they’d shared last night, Grant was surprised and a little pissed off. Especially when he saw the hurt expression on Elyse’s face.


  “Seb,” Elyse began. “I thought…”


  Sebastian turned away from them and walked over to the window. Sighing heavily, he faced them, looking contrite. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to keep pushing you both away. It’s not you, I swear.”


  Grant might have chuckled about getting the “it’s not you, it’s me,” speech for the first time in his life if he weren’t so damn mad. “Then why are you doing it?”


  Sebastian shrugged, not bothering to offer an explanation.


  Elyse was the first to break. “Seriously, Seb? I think you owe us more than a damn shrug. What the hell is wrong with you? You’ve spent your entire life knowing that the Grand Master was going to choose your partners. Why are you acting like this? Last night…”


  So she felt it too.


  Grant reached out to take her hand, but before he could grasp it, Sebastian stepped forward and drew her into his arms. “I’m sorry. You’re right. About everything. I knew what joining the society meant. And last night was amazing. Better than amazing. I didn’t mean to hurt you.” Sebastian looked at Grant. “Either of you. You just started talking about the future and I guess I freaked out a little bit. It’s only been four days. Between the shock of getting the invitation to the altar, jetlag and all this stuff with the map, I’m struggling to keep up. None of that has anything to do with the two of you or how I feel about us as a trinity.”


  Grant nodded slowly, accepting Sebastian’s apology. And his reasons. It had only been four days. While Grant and Elyse were all in, they couldn’t fault Sebastian if the adjustment was harder for him to make.


  “I’ll pack up enough clothing for a couple of weeks,” Grant said. “Perhaps by then, we’ll be in a better place to make decisions. Right now, I’ve gotta deal with the cops and try to figure out who broke in. And you have the map to decipher.”


  “Is anyone going to fill me in on the map?” Elyse asked.


  “It’s something I’m investigating for the CIA,” Sebastian said.


  “Okay.” Elyse was better at letting things go than Grant was. He wanted answers from Sebastian. Hell, he’d given Sebastian a huge break in his case. He deserved to know what was going on.


  Grant tried to shake the niggling feeling that told him he was missing a big piece of the picture.


  “So what’s the plan now?” Elyse asked.


  “I have some calls to make.” The sooner Grant could report the break-in, the sooner they could get back to Boston.


  If Sebastian continued to keep him in the dark, Grant would simply launch his own investigation. And Rose had given him an idea of where to start—Trinity Church.


  “Great,” Elyse replied, picking up more of his clothing. “While you do that, Seb and I can start packing your bag.”


  Grant kissed Elyse on the forehead. “And then I’m taking the two of you out for real Mexican food.”


   


   


   


  

Chapter Ten


   


  Sebastian dropped his overnight bag in his room in the suite, then fell facedown on his bed, letting his mind drift back to their whirlwind twenty-four-hour trip. After dealing with the cops and Grant’s landlord, they’d had a late dinner. Though he hadn’t admitted as much to Grant, the Mexican food had been off-the-charts delicious.


  Then they’d returned to Grant’s apartment. Grant had found clean sheets, they’d remade the bed and the three of them had slept together. He and Grant had taken turns making love to Elyse. It had been much calmer than their first encounter, but no less powerful. There was a strong undercurrent of attraction, need and passion flowing between the three of them. It had been amazing, hot, and it was taking all of Sebastian’s willpower not to find his lovers, drag them in here and do it all over again.


  He had sort of expected Grant to kiss him last night. And as shocking as it was, Sebastian wouldn’t have minded the attempt. But he’d told Grant he needed time to decide if that was something he wanted and clearly Grant was giving it to him.


  If anything about this damn relationship was normal, Sebastian would have flashed Grant the green light to go and given in to these unexpected, but undeniable desires. He wanted to expand on the kissing experience with Grant. Hell, he wanted to do a lot more than kiss the guy.


  But nothing about this situation was normal.


  He’d gotten a text from Juliette about five minutes after they’d landed at Logan asking him to stop by and report in.


  While the second portion of the map had definitely given them some sort of direction, the thing was useless without the third part. He was convinced Elyse’s guess that the random lines zigzagging across Copley Square were tunnels was correct, but without the portion of the map that contained the public library side, Sebastian couldn’t figure out how to get into those tunnels. He was certain the entrance was hidden somewhere in the Trinity Masters’ headquarters. But where?


  “How long do you think you’ll be?” Elyse asked from the doorway to his bedroom. Sebastian sat up at the sound of her voice. He’d told them he needed to report in to his boss about the map upon arriving at the hotel.


  Sebastian shrugged. In addition to handing over the map, he intended to have a conversation with Juliette about Grant and Elyse. Sebastian was hoping to change her mind about dissolving the trinity.


  “Shouldn’t be more than a couple hours.” He noticed she’d changed out of her jeans and had donned a pretty skirt and blouse. “Are you going somewhere?”


  “Yes. Mrs. Wythe just called and invited me to meet her at the Four Seasons for coffee. I think she’s dying to get all the details about the binding ceremony and my new husbands.”


  Sebastian struggled to think of an acceptable reason for Elyse not to go. Though she’d already told the woman about them, it probably wasn’t wise to keep spreading the news of their new triad. At least not until Sebastian could convince Juliette to let the relationship stand.


  Unfortunately, he couldn’t come up with a reason that wouldn’t arouse Elyse’s suspicions. After his asshole behavior at Grant’s, he didn’t want to hurt her or make her think he wasn’t committed to their future. They’d started talking about packing up Grant’s apartment, about him moving across the country, and Sebastian had panicked. He and Juliette hadn’t considered the consequences their lie would have on Grant and Elyse. Neither one of them deserved this.


  It was time to set things straight.


  “Listen, Elle. Do me a favor and don’t mention the map or the break-in.”


  Elyse rolled her eyes. “I’m not an idiot, Seb. I wouldn’t betray your confidence like that and I can appreciate that whatever it is you’re working on is confidential.”


  He stood up and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. “Thanks.”


  Sebastian grabbed his jacket and said goodbye. They all planned to meet at the hotel later this afternoon and head out for Italian at Teatro. He stepped out onto the sidewalk and cursed the Boston winter. After so many years in mild climates, his body wasn’t accustomed to the bone-chilling cold of New England. Perhaps they should reconsider their decision to remain on the East Coast. Grant’s loft in California looked pretty damn good right about now.


  Sebastian stopped walking. When had he started thinking about his future in terms of Grant and Elyse? This wasn’t good. Especially if he couldn’t convince Juliette to reconsider.


  Sebastian didn’t want to think about the fallout.


  All he knew was he wasn’t giving them up. Trinity Masters or not.


  And that was dangerous thinking.


  He walked past the line of cabs outside the hotel and took off on foot. The library was a short walk and he needed time to clear his head, to figure out what he was going to say to his best friend. Though he thought she had forgiven him for his deceit, that didn’t mean she wasn’t still angry and hurt. Plus he’d done everything wrong at the altar, showing the new Grand Master disrespect that would have gotten any other member in very serious trouble.


  Would Juliette feel the need to exert her control, to make sure Sebastian understood how seriously she took her new role? The purpose of the arranged marriages was to create powerful triads that would work to improve society on some level. What he needed to do was find some way to make their trinity make sense.


  As he walked, he grimaced. A CIA asset, a corporate mediator and an heiress. Try as he may, he couldn’t make those pieces fit in any way that wasn’t emotional, that didn’t have everything to do with his heart.


  He climbed the stairs in front of the library, and then took the elevator to the third floor. So much for clearing his head. He was more stressed out now than he’d been when he left the hotel.


  Juliette, Franco and Devon were all in her office when he arrived. He’d suspected the guys would be there, but he was still disappointed. What he needed to say to Juliette needed to be said in private.


  Franco’s eyes lit up when Sebastian produced the second part of the map. The four of them walked over to a light table as Sebastian pointed out his observations. He didn’t bother to say that the Copley Square discovery had been Rose’s and the tunnel suggestion Elyse’s. Devon would kick his ass if he found out just how shoddy Sebastian’s undercover work on this case had been. Problem was Sebastian was working at half capacity or worse as most of the blood in his body had taken up permanent residence in his dick.


  Devon seemed impressed with his theories and Juliette came to the same conclusion he had. The map was worthless without the rest.


  Devon pointed to the church. “I’ll head over to the Trinity Church to see if I can figure out a way into the tunnels from there.”


  None of them held out much hope that he’d discover anything. The church had undergone a great deal of remodeling in the past thirty years. It was entirely possible that construction workers had unwittingly sealed any secret entryways. This map dated back to the mid-to-late 1800s. Unless someone with power within the church had known of the entry to the tunnel and protected it, it seemed unlikely it would still be accessible.


  “It’s worth a shot,” Franco said distractedly. The man had put on some sort of magnifying eyeglasses and he was currently bent over, studying the new portion of map intently.


  Sebastian then told them about the break-in at Grant’s place. “By the way, Rose sends her love.”


  Devon stood up straighter. “You saw Rose?”


  “She and Grant are neighbors. In fact, they’re friends.” Sebastian hoped that tidbit might help ease his way toward presenting Grant as a good guy.


  “Really?” Juliette asked. “Interesting.”


  “Did she seem okay?”


  Juliette rolled her eyes at Devon’s question. “Devon can’t conceive of the fact that Rose was probably as relieved as I was when the betrothal was dissolved. I think it has something to do with his overweening sense of self and lifelong ambition to play lord of the manor.”


  Devon ruffled her hair. “I still intend to hear you call me Master.”


  Juliette knocked his hand away. “Yeah, that’s not happening.” She looked at Sebastian once more. “You said Grant had the map hidden in a safe?”


  Sebastian nodded, then tried to downplay it a bit. “It was in a fireproof box. He considered it a keepsake from his grandfather.”


  Devon rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “That’s sort of suspicious, don’t you think? I mean, I have a baseball signed by Babe Ruth that my granddad gave me. I keep it on a shelf in plain view, not stashed away where no one can find it.”


  “It’s not really that suspicious.” While Sebastian could appreciate Devon’s unease, he didn’t share it. Grant had kept it hidden out of respect for his grandfather. “He was just keeping it safe. And it’s not like it’s something you could display anyway. It’s a torn map.”


  “He was okay with you handing it over to us?” Juliette asked.


  Sebastian nodded. “He thinks I’m giving it to my superiors at the CIA.”


  “Good,” Devon said.


  “They’re expecting a task,” Sebastian added.


  “What?” Juliette asked.


  “At the gala, you said each new trinity would be assigned a task or a puzzle to solve. Grant and Elyse are wondering what ours is.”


  Juliette blew out an exasperated breath. “Shit. I gave the task to you. I didn’t consider they’d be waiting for something. I don’t suppose you can tell them the map is the puzzle now.”


  Sebastian shook his head. “Not after all that bullshit I fed them about it being part of my work with the CIA. I’m knee-deep in lies here. They’re never going to forgive me if they find out.”


  Juliette studied his face, her eyes troubled. “You’re worried about their forgiveness?”


  “I’m not an asshole, Jules.”


  His best friend raised one eyebrow as if to say “really?”


  He closed his eyes wearily. Yeah. He had no leg to stand on there. He had been an asshole to Juliette, using her for information for the CIA. He lifted one shoulder in defeat, allowing her to score the point. Juliette might have forgiven him, but she would never forget.


  Regardless, Sebastian took a deep breath and forged on, determined to convince Juliette to change her mind about his trinity. “I think the fake binding ceremony might not have been such a good idea. Grant packed up a couple big suitcases while we were in L.A. yesterday and he’s making plans to move cross-country. To live with Elyse and me in her condo. The two of them are doing what’s expected of them. They’re figuring out how to make all three of our lives mesh.”


  “You need to stall them,” Juliette said, as if that should be the simplest thing on earth. “It’s only thirty days. Make plans, but don’t move on them.”


  “Have you managed to get a feel on Grant Breton?” Devon asked.


  “Yeah. I think that maybe we should bring him in on this investigation. My gut tells me he’s a good guy.”


  Juliette’s brows rose. “Your gut? You’ve known the guy five days, Seb. Sorry, but I’m not about to risk exposing our investigation based on your gut.”


  Sebastian’s temper sparked. “Yeah, well, you might have to put a little trust in that. Like you said, I’ve only got a month before you dissolve this whole thing. At that point, I lose them. I mean…access to them.”


  Juliette fell silent, biting her lower lip as she studied him too closely for his comfort. He’d given himself away, showed way too much of his hand.


  “I don’t think he’s involved with the purists.” Sebastian made sure his tone was softer, less forceful.


  Juliette glanced at Devon, then back at him, concern in her gaze. “Listen, Seb. Devon’s been doing a thorough investigation into Richard Breton’s political practices.”


  Devon walked over to Juliette’s desk and handed him a file folder. It must have been at least two inches thick. Juliette hadn’t lied about thorough.


  Sebastian raised one brow as he opened the folder, immediately overwhelmed by the amount of information. “Want to give me the SparkNotes version?”


  “I found a former CIA agent, Bob Foster, who was in the field when Breton was in office.”


  Sebastian frowned. “Jesus. How old is that guy?”


  Devon grinned. “Ancient, but Bob is sharp as a tack. While you were in L.A., I flew to Florida to meet the man. He lives in a retirement village down there. I asked him about Breton. He said the guy was as slick as they come, said butter wouldn’t melt in the man’s mouth he was so cool.”


  “None of that is particularly helpful information,” Sebastian pointed out.


  Devon gave him a dirty look. “I’m just painting a picture. I asked Bob about Breton’s association with McCarthy. He said there had actually been an internal investigation done on Breton. That some agents suspected him of being a Communist, but that Breton had some high-ranking officials looking out for him.”


  “Trinity Masters?” Sebastian swallowed the bile rising in his throat at that thought.


  “If they were,” Juliette said, “my fear is it was unwittingly. How many members were raised with the same ideals we were, Seb? Raised to believe that Trinity Masters were sort of like super heroes?”


  He had always felt that way about the organization. To find out it had an ugly underbelly was upsetting.


  “Bob took part in some of the under-the-table investigations. It was his information that helped me find a lot of the documents in that file. They were archived, filed away and forgotten. Except by Bob. He was convinced that Richard was the worst kind of American. That he was a man who used his powerful position to promote his own twisted agenda. According to Bob, he served on HUAC in order to protect the true Nazi sympathizers—his daughter included—and in later years, the Communists. While in that role, he pointed the finger at anyone who was a threat to his agenda. He ruined the lives of a lot of innocent people.”


  Sebastian felt sick. “And you have proof of all of that.”


  Devon nodded. “If Breton were a senator today, his ass would already be sitting in jail. But without computers and joint databases and such, I found bits and pieces of that evidence scattered throughout a decade’s worth of filing cabinets. It seemed lots of agents working at several different field offices had suspicions, but none of them managed to talk to each other. No one put all the files together, so it looked like small stuff separately. Now that it’s all there together, Breton was as crooked as they come. And then there were the agents who found the bigger crimes, but ignored them because they were afraid of coming under Richard’s scrutiny. It was a scary time to be alive. Breton was extremely powerful and dangerous. People learned not to cross him.”


  Juliette leaned against her desk. “We think he managed to buy or threaten his way out of exposure. Or…he had help from prominent people in even higher positions who supported his cause.”


  “The purists,” Sebastian mumbled, feeling slightly ill. “So the guy got away with it? All of it?”


  Juliette nodded. “He dodged prosecution and died of a heart attack—while still in office—at the ripe old age of seventy-six.”


  Sebastian tried to imagine what it would do to Grant if he discovered his ancestor had been evil incarnate. The McCarthy association was bad enough, but to find out someone in your family was a Nazi sympathizer?


  Juliette took Sebastian’s hand and gave it a friendly squeeze. “You’ve known Grant less than a week. If he’s anything like his great-grandfather, Grant could be very good at piling on the charm while turning a knife in your back. As a purist, he’ll know how strong your ties to the Trinity Masters are. For all we know, he’s using you to figure out who I am.”


  Devon interjected his own opinion. “If the purists are still operating, I can assure you they’re dying to learn the identity of our new Grand Master, especially one who’s young and female, one they might think they can manipulate.”


  Sebastian appreciated their concerns. But he didn’t agree. “He gave me the map. If it’s something that precious to the purists, why would he hand it over so willingly?”


  Franco looked up from the light table. “Maybe he’s looking for the missing pieces as well. He’s had his section long enough to make copies or memorize it. And he’s gotten a look at our portion now as well. What if the purists lost the other section and he thinks you can help him find it?”


  Sebastian shook his head. “No. I don’t believe that.”


  Franco took no offense at Sebastian’s quick rejection of his premise. “Well, then he could realize we’re doing an investigation, and he gave you the map as a way of earning your trust so that he can find out how much you know. If he is a purist, he’ll want to know if the sect has been exposed, if they’re in danger.”


  No matter what they said, Sebastian couldn’t make himself believe Grant was a purist; that he was capable of doing the terrible things his great-grandfather Richard had. But it was obvious the triad before him had their doubts. So he needed to find more proof. Something solid that would exonerate Grant. Until he did that, there was no way he could broach the subject of solidifying his union with Elyse and Grant.


  Franco grabbed a piece of paper from the top of a stack that sat on Juliette’s desk. The place was a disaster. Sebastian was surprised they could find a damn thing amidst the piles of folders and reams of paper.


  “Here, Seb.” He handed Sebastian a list of names.


  “What’s this?”


  Franco jerked his thumb back toward the map. “I did my own digging while Devon was working on his tan in Florida. That’s a list of every Trinity Master member with the initials C.W. and M.H. in the past century.”


  “Jesus. How long did that take you?”


  Franco shook his head. “You don’t want to know.”


  Juliette giggled. “Don’t let him fool you for one second, Seb. Every minute of that search was a labor of love. There is something seriously wrong with the man.” Her words were spoken in jest, her smile revealing exactly how much she was in love with Franco.


  Sebastian wanted to be happy for the trio—hell, he was happy—but seeing their contentment, their easy camaraderie, their playful affection made him long for the same relationship with Grant and Elyse.


  He looked away when Franco gave Juliette a quick kiss on the cheek, glancing at the list. “Thirty-two names? I would have expected it to be longer.”


  “Yeah, I said the same thing.” Devon stepped next to him and pointed to one name in particular.


  Maximilian Hunt. Elyse’s grandfather.


  “Shit,” he murmured. It was bad enough he had to clear Grant’s name. If suspicion fell to Elyse as well, Sebastian really would lose it.


  “We obviously don’t suspect Elyse,” Juliette said quickly with a light laugh. Her comment indicated that she didn’t think Elyse clever enough to participate in something as subversive as the purist sect. Sebastian took offense. And then he wondered if he was misreading the laugh. Just being paranoid. Or sensitive.


  “Good. Because she’s not part of it.” Once again his words came out too strong, too angry.


  Juliette frowned. “Seb—”


  “I need to get back to the hotel.” He picked up the file folder and tucked Franco’s list of names on top. “I’ll read through all of this tonight. See if I can’t find something in here that will give us an idea of where to go next.”


  As he spoke, he walked to the door. Juliette clearly wanted to say more, and while he’d come to clear the air initially, he knew now he couldn’t ask for the binding to stand until he’d cleared Grant and—Jesus—now Elyse. God willing, he’d be able to do that and uncover the mystery surrounding the sect before he completely lost his head.


  And his heart. 


   


  * * *


   


  Grant sat alone in the rare books room and tried to keep calm. He’d followed Sebastian when he left the hotel, curious to see where he’d end up. At first, he had been surprised when Sebastian walked to the library…then the pieces began to fall into place.


  Sebastian wasn’t gathering information for the CIA or the White House. The map had something to do with the Trinity Masters. Grant had figured that out when Rose pointed out it represented Copley Square.


  But what was starting to sink in, what was fueling Grant’s anger, was the idea that he’d been set up. Used. By Sebastian and quite possibly the Grand Master.


  He glanced at his phone when the text chime beeped. Elyse had met Mrs. Wythe for coffee at the Four Seasons. As she was close, he’d texted her upon arriving at the library to see if she could cut the visit short.


  Now she was replying, wanting to know where he was.


  He responded, “Rare book room. Library.”


  Grant received a ? in reply.


  He wanted her here as he confronted Sebastian because Elyse’s life would be impacted by Sebastian’s actions as well. “Come meet me,” he texted.


  He didn’t text anything more after she replied with “K.” Sebastian owed both of them an explanation. The time for secrets and lies had passed.


  Grant had come to the altar with an open mind, prepared to make his arranged triad work. So far Sebastian had thrown up roadblock after roadblock and told one lie too many.


  The bullshit stopped here. Today.


  However, before he confronted Sebastian, he needed to cool off. His emotions were off the charts right now and if he’d learned anything about the art of mediation, it was that there was no room for anger.


  He tugged a book off a nearby shelf and slowly thumbed through the pages, hoping the book would distract him. It may as well have been written in Latin. Though he read the words, comprehension was beyond him. His head was swimming with too many other concerns.


  Sebastian was working for the Grand Master. The new leader had clearly placed Sebastian in this trinity in order to retrieve Grant’s map. Sebastian and the leader of the society Grant trusted, that he respected, had joined forces to trick him into handing over a family heirloom. But why? What the hell could be so important that the Grand Master would set up a lifelong trinity simply to retrieve it?


  Twenty minutes passed before a door opened. At first, Grant glanced toward the closet, expecting Sebastian to emerge. Then he realized the door behind him had opened.


  “Grant?” Elyse whispered, respecting the solemnity of the library’s quiet spaces. It seemed silly to speak so softly when they were the only ones in the room, but when he replied, Grant too used hushed tones.


  “I’m sorry to interrupt your visit with Mrs. Wythe.”


  “What’s going on?” Elyse claimed the seat across from him, listening intently as Grant confessed to following Sebastian here.


  “That map doesn’t belong to the CIA, does it?”


  Grant shook his head. “I think he’s doing this investigation for the Grand Master.”


  “If it’s something that involves the society, why keep it a secret from us? After all, we’re members too. And part of that map was yours.”


  “I don’t know why he can’t share it.”


  Elyse looked toward the closet door. “It could have nothing to do with us at all. I think I know who the new Grand Master is.”


  Grant looked at her with surprise. “Really?”


  “Yeah. And if I’m right, there’s nothing Sebastian won’t do for her. Even if it involves keeping secrets and lying to us.”


  “Who is it?”


  “His best friend, Juliette Adams.”


  Juliette? Rose was formerly betrothed to her. She was part of the trinity that had been dissolved. If Juliette had taken over as the Grand Master, suddenly that broken betrothal made sense. As did Rose’s comments to Sebastian in L.A. Clearly Rose had her own suspicions about who the new leader was.


  “You know Juliette too? Was she in school with the two of you?”


  Elyse nodded.


  Grant blew out a long breath. “Damn. She’s awfully young to be Grand Master.”


  Elyse didn’t respond, but she looked troubled.


  “You and Juliette weren’t friends?”


  “No. I mean we weren’t enemies, but she wasn’t overly fond of my crowd.”


  Grant recalled Elyse’s description of her clique in school. “Still find it hard to believe you were part of the Mean Girls.”


  “Her voice seemed sort of familiar in the altar room. And then when Seb chased after her, it just felt like something he would only do if it were Juliette. Plus, did you notice the way Seb and Rose were looking at each other, when they mentioned the Grand Master?”


  So Elyse had noticed as well. Grant nodded. “They knew something we didn’t.”


  “Yeah. I could tell Seb was trying to play it cool, trying not to give anything away.”


  “Rose, Juliette and a guy named Devon Asher were betrothed. Rose told me that her planned trinity was dissolved not long ago, just before the gala.”


  “The timing would be right. Juliette becomes Grand Master and breaks up her own betrothal.”


  Grant rubbed his eyes wearily. “The Grand Master is Seb’s best friend. That would explain why he’s investigating the map.”


  “But it doesn’t explain us. This union doesn’t make sense.”


  Grant had felt the same way, but he was curious to hear Elyse’s opinion. “What do you mean?”


  “Juliette loves Seb. She didn’t know about us in high school. There’s no way she would have tied us together for life based on her opinion of me from school.”


  “Maybe Seb told her about the two of you.” Even as he said it, Grant knew that wasn’t true.


  Elyse shook her head. “You saw his face when I pulled my hood down. He was pissed off.”


  “So maybe Juliette isn’t the Grand Master.” Grant didn’t believe that supposition any more than the first.


  Before Elyse could respond, the closet door opened and Sebastian emerged. He was three steps into the room before he managed to process the fact they were there.


  “What’s going on?” Sebastian asked.


  “That’s what we’re here to find out.” Grant failed miserably at masking the anger in his tone. “Last time I checked, the CIA didn’t have offices in the Trinity Masters’ headquarters.”


  Sebastian glanced behind him at the closed closet door. Was he expecting someone else to appear?


  “I think we all know you stopped believing that CIA story back in L.A., when it became clear the map was of Copley Square.”


  “So you’re doing this investigation for the Trinity Masters?” Elyse asked.


  Sebastian hesitated just briefly, and then he nodded.


  “Is the map our task?” she asked.


  Sebastian took too long to answer. If he said it was, Grant would stand up and punch the mother fucker in the mouth. He was sick and tired of the mountain of lies.


  “No,” Sebastian said at last. “It’s not our task. It’s mine.”


  Grant lifted his arms. “We’re members too. Why the need for subterfuge? If there’s a mystery, why not enlist us to help? I think we’ve proven we’re up to the task. I provided the map and Elyse deducted the lines denoted where tunnels lie beneath the streets.”


  “I’m not privy to share that information.”


  Grant’s temper exploded. “I want my map back.”


  Sebastian’s mouth opened, but no words came out. Then he glanced toward the door between the rare book room and the third-floor study room. Grant hadn’t bothered to be quiet.


  “Can we talk about this back at the hotel?” Sebastian asked in hushed tones. “This isn’t a secure location.”


  Grant refused to budge. “Are you going to tell us what the map leads to?”


  “I told you, I can’t.”


  Grant leaned back in his chair, cockily, ready to read Sebastian’s face for the next answer. “How do you think Juliette would respond if I stormed into her office right now?”


  “What?” Sebastian asked with genuine concern, his face confirming Elyse’s suspicions.


  “I knew it,” she whispered. “But why…”


  Elyse didn’t finish her thought. It seemed to Grant she couldn’t find a way to voice her utter confusion.


  Sebastian ran a frustrated hand through his hair. “You’re not supposed to know the Grand Master’s identity.”


  “Then maybe you should have played it cooler at the altar.” Apparently Elyse’s feelings of befuddlement were giving way to anger as well.


  Grant appreciated the company.


  “Fine,” Sebastian said after several long, painful minutes. “I’ll tell you what’s going on. But not here. At the hotel.”


  Grant wasn’t entirely sure he trusted Sebastian to keep his word on that, but he agreed they weren’t in the best place for this conversation. If Sebastian went back on his word or tried to feed them another lie, Grant would lose it. Loudly.


  The library wasn’t the best place for that.


  Grant lifted his arm, gesturing toward the door. “Okay. Let’s go.”


   


   


   


  

Chapter Eleven


   


  Sebastian walked away from the public library like a man about to face the firing squad. Grant was pissed and Elyse was hurt. Again.


  He was batting a thousand. Screwing up everything he touched. Ever since leaving the altar, it felt as if he was being torn in two. He wanted to be loyal to Juliette, to help her succeed in her new position, to help her draw out the poison possibly filtering through the Trinity Masters.


  But he also wanted Elyse and Grant. Until Juliette had called him to the altar, Sebastian had secretly hoped to dodge the binding ceremony until his thirties. He hadn’t thought himself ready to settle down. Just a few days with Elyse and Grant had proven that theory wrong. Now, he wanted nothing more than to be married to them, to build a life, to forge a future with them.


  They had elected to walk from the library to the hotel. As they left Copley Square, he spotted a Starbucks across the street. Coffee. Surely a strong shot of caffeine would help him figure out where to go from here.


  He pointed toward the chain. “I need some coffee.”


  Grant looked like he wanted to protest, but Elyse shared the same addiction. “Okay. I wouldn’t mind an espresso myself. It’s freezing out here.”


  The three of them crossed the street, heading toward the corner store.


  Grant stopped at the door, pacing a bit. He looked like he could commit murder. “I’ll wait here.”


  “Grant,” Sebastian said. “Listen—”


  “I need a few minutes alone, Seb.”


  Sebastian agreed. The coming conversation was going to be difficult for all of them and Grant was beyond pissed.


  “Why don’t you head back to the hotel? We’ll be right behind you.”


  Grant looked instantly suspicious.


  “I promise. We’ll be ten minutes behind you.” Sebastian hoped the cold air and walk would calm the other man down. “Want us to bring you anything back?”


  Grant shook his head, hesitated only a moment more, and then he turned and walked away.


  Sebastian and Elyse stepped inside and got in line. She studied the menu as he glanced toward the large glass window. Grant crossed the street and vanished quickly. Either he was still furious or anxious to get back to find some warmth.


  Once Sebastian and Elyse had their coffee, they stepped out onto the chilly street, heads bent as they walked against a brutally strong headwind. She hadn’t tried to engage him in conversation. He was grateful she was giving him time to get his thoughts together, but concerned her silence had little to do with kindness and everything to do with anger.


  As soon as they stepped off the elevator on the top floor of the Plaza Hotel, Sebastian’s Spidey senses began to tingle.


  The door to the penthouse was wide open.


  “Fuck,” he muttered. “Stay here, Elle.”


  Elyse didn’t listen, but instead she followed him inside.


  Grant lay on the floor by the baby grand. He was unconscious, blood dripping from a cut on the side of his head.


  “Oh my God!” Elyse ran over to him just as Grant stirred.


  There were a few things disrupted, but the damage done to the penthouse was minimal compared to what had been done to Grant’s place in L.A. Clearly, Grant had interrupted the search.


  Sebastian bent down and helped Elyse pull Grant to a sitting position. As his wits returned to him, Grant’s temper exploded.


  “Fucker snuck up on me. Knocked me on the head with that lamp.”


  Sebastian looked at the lamp lying next to them on the floor.


  “How hard is your freaking head?” he asked, hoping to calm Grant down as Elyse grabbed some towels from the kitchenette. Grant grinned at Sebastian’s question, but Elyse didn’t find the humor.


  “You could have been killed.”


  “I don’t think murder was on their minds.”


  “Their?” Sebastian asked.


  “Two guys. I surprised one of them when I walked in. He pulled out a gun. Asked for the map. I told him I didn’t have it.”


  “He had a gun?” Sebastian didn’t like the absolute terror in Elyse’s eyes as she asked the question.


  Grant nodded. “Yeah. I didn’t see the second guy at all. He must have ducked behind the kitchen counter when I came in. Asshole knocked me on the head and they took off.”


  “So they’re still looking for the map,” Elyse said.


  “That seems to be the hot-ticket item, doesn’t it?” Grant said as he looked at Sebastian. “It all happened fast. They had obviously intended to do their search and get out before we returned.”


  “Did you recognize them?” Sebastian asked Grant.


  “Only got a look at the first guy. I’ve never seen him before. I don’t think he’s a member of the Trinity Masters. He looked more like a hired thug.”


  Elyse gently wiped the blood off Grant’s cheek, studying the cut. “It doesn’t look too bad now that the bleeding has stopped. But it might need a stitch or two.”


  Grant shook his head. “It’s fine. There’s a first-aid kit under the sink in my bathroom. You mind grabbing it, Elle? I’ll get by with just a Band-Aid.”


  Elyse left the room to retrieve the kit.


  Sebastian stood up, feeling helpless. And angry. “Goddammit,” he said, slamming the hotel door loudly and then throwing the lock.


  “You don’t know who wants that map, do you?”


  Sebastian shook his head. “Specifically? No. Generally? Yeah. I’ve got an idea.”


  “More fucking code,” Grant muttered as he gripped the coffee table, intent on standing. Sebastian reached out, taking his arm and helping him off the floor. For a second, he thought Grant was going to shake him off, but he didn’t.


  Elyse returned, frowning. “Why are you moving around?” She pulled out the piano bench and bid him to sit back down. She worked quietly and efficiently to clean up the last few drops of blood, then she pinched the edges of the cut together and bandaged it tightly.


  Once she had him cleaned up, she took a step back to study her handiwork. “I still think you should go to the hospital. Even if you don’t want the stitches, you could have a concussion.”


  “I don’t,” Grant said, his voice sounding as strong as ever as he stood up. “Fucker just grazed me, knocked me silly for a few seconds. I’m fine now.”


  As Sebastian watched Elyse fuss over Grant, two things occurred to him. One, the purists were still at work, and two, Grant wasn’t one of them. Sebastian had never been more certain. Perhaps Juliette wouldn’t consider Grant’s knock on the head as proof of anything, but for Sebastian, it only solidified what he’d known for days. Grant was no bad guy.


  Whatever strength had kept Elyse going appeared to wane. She let out a small cry of distress and then, just like that, she was in Grant’s arms, kissing him as if their lives depended on it. “You could have been killed!”


  She’d said it before, but it hadn’t sunk in. Suddenly, Sebastian felt the same fear. The guy had pointed a gun at Grant.


  Her fear was contagious. Sebastian felt the same overwhelming need to touch them, to rejoice that Grant was still there. Still alive.


  He stepped closer to the couple and just like that, he was enveloped in the embrace.


  Sebastian had resisted this as long as he could; tried to hold himself back in favor of the mission. He couldn’t do that anymore. Seeing Grant unconscious on the floor, bleeding, had shaken him loose from his damn stupidity. He’d been wrong to keep pushing them away, for fighting this.


  But how could he come clean now? Would Elyse and Grant forgive him for lying to them and for pretending this trinity was permanent?


  He’d never find the words to convince them how sorry he was.


  Elyse’s lips landed on his, her kiss so sweet and passionate, the fears fell away. There was one language they all understood. For now, it was the only conversation Sebastian wanted to have.


  He reached for the side fastening of her skirt as Grant wrapped his arms around her waist.


  Elyse held still as Sebastian drew the zipper and then the wool skirt down, taking her panties with it. Then she took it a step further, leaning over to tug off her soft leather boots. Her change of position had her face level with Sebastian’s crotch, her ass bumping against Grant’s still-covered cock. Little minx knew exactly what she was doing to them, but she feigned innocence as she drew off her boots, kicking them, the panties and the skirt out of the way. Then she stood between them once more.


  Unable to resist, Sebastian reached out and shoved two fingers inside her pussy. She was soaking wet, aroused, ready for them.


  He’d spent the past few days walking around in a daze, feeling confused, horny and frustrated. Sex seemed to be the only thing the three of them could do that didn’t trigger the trip wire that blew him to smithereens. When they were together like this, he could forget all the rest.


  If Sebastian were thinking clearly, he would never have let this start without having the discussion that was long overdue. Problem was that conversation would guarantee this wouldn’t happen, and he was too selfish to give up what very well may be his last time with them.


  Adrenaline raced through his system, his dick hard enough to pound nails into concrete.


  Sebastian ran his thumb over her clit, applying pressure and taking perverse delight in the way her face flushed. Her eyelids fluttered, then started to close. He leaned toward her and bit her earlobe. “Open your eyes, Elle. Look at me.”


  She responded to his demand the way she always did, instantly, but with that vein of annoyance in her eyes. She felt compelled to submit to them, but obviously thought she should put up a fight. God, she turned him on. Made him want to push her harder, to test limits they’d only begun to explore. She had no idea all the things he wanted to do with her—to her.


  “Do you see my face?” Sebastian asked, his voice dark. He didn’t bother to hide his own fears.


  She nodded.


  “Now look at Grant.”


  Her gaze drifted over her shoulder to where Grant remained, quietly watching everything unfold. For once, he was allowing Sebastian to take the lead.


  “We’re still here.” Sebastian could read the fear on her face. Her expression matched the same emotions coursing through him. They needed this moment, needed to touch, to fuck hard, to know that they were here—together and safe. “Grant’s okay. I’m going to protect you. Both of you.”


  He’d never meant anything more in his life. Grant didn’t reject his comment, even though Sebastian feared he would take offense at his suggestion that he couldn’t take care of himself.


  Instead, Grant’s features softened. “You were both worried.”


  It wasn’t a question. His tone seemed laced with wonder. Elyse turned and enveloped Grant in another tight hug. “All I could see was you lying on the floor and all that blood.”


  “Head wounds bleed like a bitch.” Grant meant to lighten the moment. When Elyse didn’t smile, he tightened his grip. “I’m okay, Elle. I’m not going anywhere.”


  “Take me,” she said, her voice shaky. “God. Take me hard. I need to feel you both inside me. I need…I just…need.”


  Sebastian reacted without thought. Twisting her toward him, he thrust his fingers inside her again more roughly. “I need you too. Need you both so fucking bad.”


  She grasped his shirt, using the material to pull him closer. “Kiss me.”


  Before he could grant her wish, she rose up on tiptoe and kissed him—hard. Then she bit his lip. Sebastian relished the slight tang of blood on his tongue and he narrowed his eyes, promising retribution.


  He dragged his fingers from her dripping pussy and unhooked his pants, pulling out his dick. “Is this what you want?”


  She didn’t hesitate, didn’t demur. She wrapped her hands around him and stroked him with a firm grip that almost had his knees buckling with desire.


  “Yes,” she hissed.


  Grant released her as she dropped down, kneeling in front of him. She looked over at him. “Open your pants too.”


  Obviously Grant’s desperation to fuck was stronger than his usual need to control. He unzipped his pants and stepped close, just as Elyse’s lips parted, sucking Sebastian in.


  Sebastian gripped her head, unable to resist controlling her motions. “Suck it,” he commanded.


  Elyse responded to his demands, his dominance sparking her arousal, making her hungrier. For several minutes, Sebastian drove her hard, fucking her mouth, unable to offer her any gentleness.


  As his balls began to tighten, he pulled away, his cock slipping out of her mouth with a pop. He wasn’t letting this end so quickly.


  Elyse lost no time turning to Grant, opening her mouth and offering their lover the same beautiful torture.


  Sebastian watched Grant’s cock disappear between her plump red lips. Grant gripped her hair, tangling his fingers in her long tresses.


  “That’s it, Elle. God, your mouth is sweet,” Grant said.


  She moved faster, took Grant deeper. He tightened his hold, pulled her hair until she winced…and moaned.


  Sebastian’s tenuous grip on his control snapped at the sound. Grasping her upper arm, he pulled her away from Grant and drew her up.


  He twisted her away from him until Elyse faced Grant. “Bend over at the waist. I’m going to fuck you while you suck Grant off.”


  He pressed on her shoulders with a firm hand and Grant was there, ready for her.


  Grant cupped her cheeks and guided her lips back to his cock. While Sebastian felt the need for strength and control, Grant’s need for her was the opposite—full of affection and care. The break-in had affected them all differently.


  Sebastian felt the pulsing need to reclaim some of the power, a victim of a fucked-up circumstance. That ended here and now. He was taking charge and doing things his way from this point on.


  Meanwhile, Grant seemed to want the softer, more comforting touch.


  And Elyse, as always, managed to give both of them exactly what they needed.


  Sebastian grasped Elyse’s hips, losing no time in sliding inside her tight, slick heat. He’d never get enough of her. Of this.


  The three of them moved in unison. Though they’d only been together a short time, they had become experts in this. It was perfect.


  Sebastian took her hard and deep, her grunts muffled as Grant’s cock filled her mouth. They were taking her. Pushing her. He watched her hand sneak between Grant’s legs. Sebastian could imagine her cupping their lover’s balls, squeezing them. Grant groaned—the sound equal amounts of pleasure and pain.


  “Harder, baby,” Grant urged. “I like pain too.”


  Sebastian would have enjoyed watching Grant lose some of his tightly maintained control if Elyse weren’t working her own voodoo magic on him. Her inner muscles clenched tightly around his cock, her ass slamming against him, forcing him inside her in a pounding motion he would have feared too rough for her. She was setting the pace despite his best efforts to claim the upper hand.


  Sebastian didn’t give a shit.


  They were with her. Together.


  He wasn’t giving up on them. And he prayed, after he told them the truth, they wouldn’t give up on him.


  That thought had him moving faster. Elyse matched him blow for blow and he began to worry they’d leave bruises on each other.


  Meanwhile, Grant stroked Elyse’s hair, whispering, “Shh, baby. It’s okay,” in an attempt to slow her down. To calm her. It appeared to work as she slowed her pace, gasping for breath.


  Then Grant reached out and cupped Sebastian’s cheek in an affectionate way that triggered some serious desires inside him. “It’s okay, Seb. I’m not dead yet,” he said, his voice tender, warm, funny.


  Sebastian’s fingers loosened their grip on Elyse’s hips. It was only when he slackened his hold that he realized he’d been white-knuckled. He stilled his motions. Sebastian and Elyse shuttered as awareness returned.


  They’d turned into ravaging beasts. Even now, Sebastian was struggling to cage the wild animal the stress of the past hour had unleashed.


  Then Grant leaned forward and kissed him. His lips were warm, soothing. When Grant parted his lips, Sebastian followed suit, their tongues touching, stroking.


  Elyse started to move again, slowly this time, swaying between them as they leaned over her, kissing. Grant pressed his forehead against Sebastian’s for a second, and then moved away to caress Elyse’s pretty face as she sucked him. “I’ll never get enough of you, Elle,” Grant murmured.


  Sebastian picked up Elyse’s easier pace, rocking into her, seeking to find that little spot that made her crazy. When she released a small squeak of pleasure, he knew he’d found it.


  Then he reached around her hip to touch her clit, stroking the tight bud until Elyse was gasping. He was so close to coming, yet he wanted to hold off, to drag this out as long as he could.


  Elyse took that option away from him. From both of them.


  Grant fell first, his hands tightening on her cheeks as he came in her mouth. His climax triggered Elyse’s and she cried out mere seconds after Grant pulled away from her lips. Her pussy clenched and milked Sebastian’s cock, taking him down as well.


  For a whole minute, none of them moved, unwilling to break the spell. And then, it was over.


  Grant lifted Elyse into his arms and carried her to the Jacuzzi in the master bathroom. She sat on the edge as he turned on the water, filling the tub. Sebastian stood in the doorway silently.


  They were all in states of disarray. Elyse was naked from the waist down, while he and Grant had done little more than hitch their open pants back up over their hips.


  “Get undressed,” Grant said, directing his comment to Sebastian over his shoulder. As he spoke, he gently unbuttoned Elyse’s blouse, taking that and her bra off before tackling his own clothing.


  Sebastian didn’t move through it all. He’d expected Grant to demand answers. After all, the guy had just taken a nasty blow to the head because of the map and Sebastian’s secrets.


  Grant helped Elyse into the tub and crawled in next to her. When he spotted Sebastian still standing in the doorway, he lifted one eyebrow. “We can talk in here.”


  Sebastian wasn’t sure he wanted to be naked when he confessed all. Then he recalled the altar. The way he’d kept his clothing on beneath his robe, refusing to leave himself exposed, to show them anything.


  Elyse and Grant had both come to that ceremony hiding nothing, with their arms and minds open, ready to embrace their future, no matter what it held. 


  As they watched, Sebastian divested himself of his clothes. He was tired of holding back and hiding from them. Once he was naked, he joined them in the hot water, groaning with pleasure when the strong jets pulsated against his tense shoulders. It didn’t help enough.


  The next few minutes were going to be uncomfortable for all of them.


  “You know who broke into my apartment? Who cracked me over the head?” Grant asked.


  Sebastian nodded. “I have a suspicion.”


  “One that has to do with the map?”


  Sebastian didn’t hesitate to reply. Now that he’d made the decision to come clean, nothing would hold back the truth. He’d simply have to deal with the fallout later.


  “Yeah. I think so. You said your great-grandfather worked with McCarthy. Do you know anything else about his political career?”


  Grant shook his head. “No. To be honest, I stopped looking when I found out the guy was a key figure during McCarthyism. That’s not exactly something to be proud of, is it? I take it from your question he did something worse than send suspected Communists to prison?”


  Sebastian had promised himself he’d tell them all of it, but he hated what his information might do to Grant. “He was a part of HUAC right from its inception. You know what that is?”


  Grant nodded his head, while Elyse shook hers. “I don’t. Take pity on the girl who was a slacker in school, and use little words please.”


  Sebastian kissed her on the tip of her nose. “You weren’t a slacker, Elle. It’s an acronym for the House Un-American Activities Committee. Came about in the late thirties as Congress tried to uncover Americans with Nazi connections. It evolved into the hunt for Reds about a decade or so later.”


  Elyse tilted her head. “It sounds like they were trying to protect democracy, but your tone tells me they weren’t that noble.”


  It was Grant who answered. “Let’s just say finding solid evidence before pointing the finger wasn’t big on these guys’ minds. They destroyed a lot of innocent people’s lives. It turned into one big witch-hunt. Not exactly a proud moment in American history.”


  “And your great-grandfather was a part of that?” Elyse asked.


  Grant nodded. “But I suspect he did worse, right?”


  Grant forced Sebastian to hold his gaze, so he gave him all of it, sharing the information Devon had uncovered in the CIA files. It was bad enough to think your ancestor was a crazy patriot extremist. Sebastian took no pleasure in telling Grant about Richard’s suspected sympathy for the Nazis or the way he abused his political power to advance his own twisted agenda.


  Grant listened quietly as Sebastian described some of Richard’s activities, his face impassive.


  “If this is true, then Richard was actively working against everything the Trinity Masters stand for.”


  Sebastian blew out a long sigh. “He wasn’t the only one. The Grand Master uncovered a secret sect. The purists.” For several minutes, Sebastian told Grant and Elyse about the group and the lost legacies.


  “That’s terrible,” Elyse said. “And Juliette thinks the purists are still operating? What the hell could they want now? I mean it’s not like we’re still fighting the Nazis.”


  “I suspect their agenda has evolved with the times. Or perhaps they’re simply trying to keep anyone from discovering the crimes of their ancestors. Like Grant said, it’s not exactly a heritage to boast about. Maybe there are some people who don’t want the skeletons in their family closets revealed.”


  “That hardly seems like a reason to hurt someone,” Elyse said.


  Grant wrapped his arm around her shoulder comfortingly. “That guy with the gun was surprised to see me. He didn’t come here to hurt anyone. Just to look for that map.”


  Sebastian tried to reassure her as well. “Grant’s right. They haven’t revealed themselves as truly dangerous. Just desperate to recover the map.”


  “The Grand Master thinks I’m a purist, doesn’t she?” Grant asked gruffly. They were slowly entering the danger zone, the place where all of Sebastian’s lies unraveled.


  “Not exactly. You were the only lead we had to discovering more about them.”


  “Because of my great-grandfather?”


  “Actually, the only purist we’d uncovered for certain was your great-aunt Jessica.” Sebastian took a few minutes to fill them in on Jessica’s background and her involvement in Franco’s exclusion from the society.


  Elyse drifted deeper into the hot water until only the tops of her shoulders and head remained above. “Lost legacies. Wow.”


  “You weren’t supposed to tell us any of this.” Grant’s words weren’t a question. “So the fact that you have leads me to believe you don’t think I’m one of the bad guys.”


  “I don’t,” Sebastian replied firmly.


  “What convinced you? This cut on my head?”


  Elyse answered before Sebastian could. “If you were a purist, you wouldn’t have admitted to having the map and you certainly wouldn’t have handed it over. Plus the bad guys wouldn’t have had any reason to break in to your loft and ransack it.”


  Sebastian grinned at her heated defense of Grant. Everything she said was true, but it wasn’t what had convinced Sebastian of Grant’s innocence. “She’s right, but honestly, there was no specific moment. I’ve had the opportunity to get to know you. You would never be a party to something like this.”


  “Which leads us back to the map. What is it?” Elyse asked. “What does it have to do with the purists?”


  “We have no idea.” Elyse and Grant both gave Sebastian incredulous looks. “I swear. We don’t have a clue. We weren’t even sure the map had anything to do with the secret sect. Juliette found it among Richard and Jessica’s files, so we thought we’d lay it out as a bread crumb and see if something came from it. And it has. We just don’t know what it means.”


  “So now we know the map is of Copley Square and you suspect there are tunnels that lie beneath it. Maybe the better question is this—what do you hope it will lead you to?” Elyse asked.


  “The purists’ headquarters.” It was Grant who answered.


  Sebastian had come to the same conclusion though he hadn’t spoken it aloud. “It would stand to reason. We know your great-aunt was part of the sect and your family has protected and hidden that map since her death. I can only assume the deep-seated need to keep it out of sight dimmed with the passage of time and the fact your dad turned his back on the Trinity Masters.”


  The second Sebastian spoke the words, Grant rose. “You’re right. He did.” Grant didn’t bother with a towel as he crossed the bathroom floor to pick up his jeans. He tugged his cell out of the back pocket. “I always believed him when he said he rejected the legacy because of my mother.”


  Elyse frowned. “You don’t think that’s true now?”


  Grant shook his head, but didn’t bother to explain. He’d already dialed the phone. “Hey, Dad.” He paused for a moment. “Yeah. I know it’s been a while since I called. I’ve been busy.” Again the pause. “I’m sorry. I can’t drop by tonight. I’m in Boston. No. I’m not here for work. Listen, Dad. I’m going to ask you something and I want you to give me an honest answer. Why didn’t you join the Trinity Masters?”


  Grant fell silent, listening intently. Sebastian looked at Elyse. She gave him a sad smile. She understood how painful all of this must be for Grant. So far, her concern for Grant had distracted her from the truths yet to be spoken.


  Finally, Grant spoke again. “Yeah. I understand. What do you know about a map fragment?” After several minutes, he sighed. “I’m fine, Dad. Promise. As soon as I’m back in L.A., I’ll stop by for a visit. I’ll explain what’s going on in more detail.”


  Grant said his goodbyes then hung up with another long sigh. “Apparently my dad rejected the legacy because he didn’t agree with his family’s politics. He hoped to escape their treachery and to protect his future children from being drawn into the same web.”


  “What about your grandparents?”


  Grant frowned. “My dad said they knew about Jessica and Richard’s dissatisfaction with the Trinity Masters, but didn’t feel the same. It was why my grandfather went into medicine instead of politics. By all accounts, Jessica was very much her father’s daughter.”


  “And the map?” Elyse asked.


  “My grandfather found it among Jessica’s things after she died. He suspected the map had ties to some of the things she was rumored to have done.”


  “God, this is a sticky web.” Elyse blew out a long sigh. “So people suspected her?”


  “We know they did,” Sebastian replied. “When the Grand Master started asking about the woman who’d tried to keep Franco’s grandfather from joining, Jessica’s name was one of the first that came up.”


  “She had part of the map. And somehow the Grand Master ended up with another portion. But we don’t know how, right?” Grant asked.


  Sebastian shook his head. “Juliette has no idea why that part of the map was among the Grand Master’s files.”


  “Why did your grandfather hide it?” Sebastian asked. “Why not give Jessica’s section to the Grand Master?”


  “My dad couldn’t answer that. But you have to admit the family connections weren’t good ones. Maybe my grandparents were worried Jessica’s actions would cast a shadow over them.”


  Sebastian thought that reason was sound. Given the fact all the primary characters in this play were dead, the best they could do was guess at motivations as they searched for purists still living.


  “So what’s your next step?” Grant asked.


  “What do you mean?” Sebastian was surprised by the question. He’d anticipated the conversation turning to accusations.


  Grant crossed his arms. Sebastian was shocked by how intimidating the stance was, considering the guy was completely naked and dripping wet. “Somebody broke into my apartment, trashed all my stuff and hit me on the head with a lamp. I want in on this investigation.”


  If the shoe were on the other foot, Sebastian would make the same demand. “Done.”


  There wasn’t any question about him including them. He was finishing hiding the truth. Except for…


  He fell silent, waiting for the inevitable questions about their trinity.


  Elyse and Grant shared a look that Sebastian couldn’t begin to read or understand. And then, Grant climbed back into the tub. “Let’s find the other piece of the map and these purists. We can deal with the rest later.”


  Sebastian wasn’t sure how to respond. They were giving him a reprieve. He was equal parts relieved and confused. Did they suspect the trinity was a farce? How could they? Sebastian doubted anyone knew that the Grand Master could dissolve unions within the first thirty days. He certainly hadn’t. So what did they mean by “the rest”?


  Elyse slid over onto Sebastian’s lap and ran her fingers along his face. “Shut it down for now, Seb. You did what you had to do to protect the Trinity Masters. You just can’t stifle that inner Boy Scout.” Her words were spoken on a whisper, and then she kissed him. He lifted her hips slightly, positioned her over his cock and pulled her down slowly. Unlike the brutal way they’d taken each other by the door earlier, this was gentle, soft, but no less powerful.


  Grant moved next to them, his hands entering the play as he stroked Elyse’s back. He reached out to cup one of Elyse’s breasts, placing a kiss on her shoulder. Then his hand dipped lower, between their connected bodies, his fingers exploring the place where Sebastian thrust into her.


  With the tips of his fingers, Grant rubbed Elyse’s clit, then he caressed the tiny part of Sebastian’s cock not buried in her body.


  Sebastian gasped at that touch, his arousal hitting fever pitch. One second he felt as if he could ride the wave forever, the next he was tumbling, unable to hold on. He gripped Elyse’s ass and held her pressed tightly to him as he came.


  Grant reached for her as Sebastian watched, his breathing heavy, his heart racing. She straddled Grant’s lap and the party started again. Like Grant, Sebastian wasn’t content to sit apart, to merely observe. He moved behind her, grasping Elyse’s waist, lifting and pushing her onto Grant’s cock. Unlike the steady pace they’d maintained, this joining was faster, hungrier.


  Water sloshed over the sides of the Jacuzzi, as Grant and Elyse moaned, grunted, then fucked harder. Their union ended like Sebastian’s.


  With one potent touch.


  Sebastian reached around Elyse and pinched her clit. She gasped as she came, taking Grant with her.


  And then, they kissed. All three of them, their lips traveling along each other’s faces, necks, chests. No part on any of their bodies went un-worshipped. It was only when the water started to go cold that they broke apart long enough to dry off and climb into bed.


  Though only five days had passed, they had fallen into a pattern as Elyse rested her head on Sebastian’s shoulder, Grant spooning her from behind.


  Sebastian cursed himself for being a coward and a fool, for failing to reveal the rest of the story. They thought they’d forgiven him for lying, for hiding the truth of the investigation from them. They didn’t realize there was still another, more damaging secret to tell.


  Regardless of that, he couldn’t regret being here with them, like this.


  They fit together.


   


   


  

Chapter Twelve


   


  “This trinity seems to agree with you, my dear,” Mrs. Wythe said as she poured Elyse a cup of tea.


  Elyse grinned, unable to hide her joy. “I’m very happy.”


  Though Elyse understood that nothing was close to settled as far as future plans were concerned, she, Sebastian and Grant had—by tacit agreement—decided to take things one day at a time. Just over two weeks had passed since Sebastian told her and Grant about the purist sect, about Richard and Jessica Breton’s unsavory activities, about the Trinity Masters’ desire to uncover the names of the traitors while recovering lost legacies.


  Grant seemed determined to make up for all his ancestors’ sins by throwing himself into the investigation.


  Juliette—Elyse really needed to start thinking of her as the Grand Master—was unaware of the fact Sebastian had told them the truth about the map and the secret sect. Despite Sebastian’s friendship with Juliette, she was now the Grand Master. Betraying the confidence of the Trinity Masters came with steep punishments. None of them had been willing to risk Juliette’s fury if she discovered their knowledge of her identity and her hunt for purists.


  They were on dangerous ground and all three of them knew it. So they’d participated in the search in secret. Juliette was still sharing information with Sebastian that he then brought home to them. Grant had read every word of the tome Sebastian had that detailed the life and times of an incredibly powerful, but evil man.


  Mrs. Wythe sat back in her chair and sighed. “I’ve missed seeing your smiling face. I know you’re busy with your new husbands, but I must insist that you make time to see me. You’re good for this old soul.”


  Elyse reached over and patted Mrs. Wythe’s hand. “There’s nothing old about you. And I promise I’ll be better about visiting once things are more settled.”


  Sebastian hadn’t been thrilled about her coming to Mrs. Wythe’s house today. Once their “honeymoon” ended, the three of them had moved into Elyse’s condo. Or perhaps “holed up” was a better term for it.


  They spent their days buried in a mountain of paperwork, searching for some clue about who might hold the last part of the map.


  And their nights buried in each other.


  “So tell me about your men.”


  Elyse knew Mrs. Wythe would want to know about her triad. And while Elyse was thrilled with her new partners, she couldn’t help but wonder when the whole thing would blow up in their faces. Sebastian had come to the trinity to spy on Grant. While both men were working closely to uncover the purists now, Elyse felt certain Grant hadn’t forgotten that fact and was harboring some anger about it.


  As for herself, she was still curious about why Juliette would include her in Sebastian’s trinity. There had to be some reason Elyse simply couldn’t see.


  “Sebastian is an aid worker.”


  “Ah. That’s right. He and the Adams girl went off to save the world.” Sometimes Elyse was amazed how well Mrs. Wythe knew each and every Trinity Master. Her mind was as sharp and agile as someone who was a third her age.


  “Well, he’s back now. And I’m hoping he finds a way to stay. I don’t like him traveling to such dangerous places.”


  Mrs. Wythe gave her a sympathetic look. “I understand that. Rumor has it the Adams girl is back in Boston as well.”


  “Yes. Sebastian has spent some time with her. They share a house with some other legacies,” Elyse answered easily, wondering if Mrs. Wythe had figured out who the new Grand Master was. The woman was astute—and curious to a fault.


  “I see. And the other man. Grant Breton, you said?”


  Elyse nodded. “He’s a corporate mediator.”


  Mrs. Wythe lifted her teacup and took a sip of the Darjeeling. “It’s an interesting match. And I believe you have the distinct honor of being one of the first trinities created by our new Grand Master.”


  “I hadn’t considered that.” Elyse grinned. “That’s kind of cool.”


  Mrs. Wythe laughed lightly. “Yes, it is. But it also begs the question of why you were placed together. Have you, Grant and Sebastian discussed it?”


  They hadn’t. Because that answer lay on the other side of the line they’d drawn in the sand. Though Sebastian hadn’t said it—and she and Grant hadn’t asked—it seemed clear the Grand Master had put them together so that Sebastian could spy on Grant. What didn’t make sense was why Sebastian’s best friend would tie him to a suspected purist for the rest of his life and throw her into the mix. The pieces simply didn’t fit.


  “We haven’t talked about that,” Elyse said. Then with a blush, she added, “We haven’t really done a whole lot of talking at all.”


  Mrs. Wythe smiled. “Oh to be young and in love. I can remember those days. However, I hope once all that lust burns off, the three of you find that you match in other, more important ways.”


  Elyse tilted her head, playing dumb. “What do you mean?”


  “I was blessed with my husbands. Like with you, there was definitely a physical attraction, but underneath, there was an even deeper connection. We shared the same ideals and worked well together as we sought to achieve our goals in life—personally and within the society.”


  Elyse agreed that it helped to have similar personalities and ambitions. Grant and Sebastian had spoken a bit about their political beliefs, and she’d been pleasantly surprised to learn they shared like ideas, all of them leaning slightly toward the left.


  “I hope you don’t think me too forward, but given Grant’s and Sebastian’s occupations, I think it’s safe to say any true wealth they will enjoy will be yours.”


  Mrs. Wythe had mentioned Elyse’s large inheritance countless times over the years. Because she had also been an heiress, she appreciated the difficulties that came with so much money—gold diggers, taxes, innovators looking for investors, charities asking for donations, paparazzi hoping for scandals. The list was endless and long. Mrs. Wythe had spent hour upon hour teaching Elyse how to protect her family’s wealth as well as herself.


  “I don’t think either Grant or Sebastian is particularly interested in my billions. They both make good salaries.”


  “Have you discussed money with them?”


  Elyse shook her head. The longer she sat here, the more she realized she and her future husbands hadn’t talked about much of anything besides the investigation.


  “While I don’t doubt that they are good men with honorable intentions, I hope you continue to let me guide you along the financial path. What’s the expression? Been there, done that.”


  Elyse got a kick out of the contemporary phrase coming from her ninety-year-old friend. It sounded so weird. “You know I trust you completely, Katherine. But I don’t want you to worry. Seb, Grant and I are a good match.”


  Despite their lack of conversation, Elyse did believe that of her trinity. Even with everything so up in the air, she’d never been happier in her life.


  “I’m glad. And I’d love to meet them. Just to make sure they’re worthy of you. I’ve come to care for you very much, Elyse. I think of you as the granddaughter I never had.”


  Mrs. Wythe’s comment warmed her. Elyse felt the same way.


  “I’m most interested in meeting Grant. I believe his grandfather’s sister was Jessica.”


  Elyse nodded slowly. “I’ve heard him speak her name.”


  Mrs. Wythe’s brows lifted with interest. “Really? That would make her Grant’s great-aunt. Did I ever tell you Jessica was my mentor in the Trinity Masters for a brief time?”


  “She was?” Elyse asked, hoping her tone sounded merely interested rather than horrified. She had learned far too many unsavory facts about Jessica Breton, including her Nazi sympathies and her secret, sizable donations to organizations that worked against civil rights and supported anti-Semitic causes. It seemed Jessica had been well ensconced on the wrong side of every issue during the thirties and forties.


  “Yes. Jessica was a beautiful woman, so intelligent and well-spoken. She was a counselor to the Grand Master and her father was a very successful state Senator. I was eighteen when I joined the society. So young and unaware of my place in the world.”


  Elyse tucked that piece of information away to share with Sebastian.


  “I met so many important people through Jessica,” Mrs. Wythe continued. “It was one of the reasons I was delighted when the Grand Master asked me to take you under my wing. It gave me a way to pay it forward for Jessica’s kind guidance.”


  “She sounds lovely.” It was a lie and it took some effort to speak the words, but Elyse knew better than to reveal too much.


  “So needless to say, I’m dying to meet her great-nephew. That is…if you’re planning to stay in Boston. I recall you took a trip to L.A. a few weeks ago. Was that in preparation of moving to Grant’s home?”


  Elyse shook her head. “Oh, no. That was simply a quick visit. Grant needed to pack some things for his extended stay here. While his loft was beautiful, we’re living in my condo for the immediate future.”


  A shadow of a frown crossed Mrs. Wythe’s face before her usual countenance returned. “So his apartment was nice?”


  Elyse nodded, her mentor’s question was odd and it seemed as if Mrs. Wythe knew she was lying. The loft had been destroyed, but there was no way Katherine could know that. Elyse chalked up the niggling, poking feeling to paranoia. She’d been jumping at shadows ever since that break-in at the hotel.


  Regardless, Elyse felt compelled to push this conversation a bit. Sebastian and Grant had hit nothing but brick walls in their investigation. The fact that Mrs. Wythe knew Jessica felt like a boon, something Elyse should explore.


  She wondered if Sebastian would be proud of or annoyed by her newfound interest in spying. Maybe she should consider working as a CIA asset.


  “Grant plans to hire a moving company soon to pack up the rest of his things. The only reason we made the trip was so that he could grab the important items, you know, his laptop, some important papers and family heirlooms he wasn’t comfortable leaving behind.”


  To a normal person, Elyse’s comment would have made complete sense and caused no reason for interest. She was devastated when Mrs. Wythe’s attention was piqued.


  “Heirlooms?”


  Elyse gave her a breezy nod, but didn’t reply. Silently she prayed Mrs. Wythe wouldn’t pursue it.


  “Well, I must admit I’m curious about that. I know Jessica had some lovely jewelry. She didn’t have any children, so I’m wondering if any of that was passed down to Grant. You’d be a very lucky girl indeed to inherit those pieces.”


  Elyse slowly released the breath she didn’t know she’d been holding. Of course. Jewelry. Mrs. Wythe would obviously appreciate that sort of bequest. She was in possession of enough jewels to fund a small country for a decade. She had allowed Elyse to borrow a stunning diamond necklace one night to wear to a fundraiser the two of them had attended together.


  “I’m afraid I didn’t see any jewelry. Perhaps Grant’s grandmother or mother has all of that.”


  Mrs. Wythe took a sip of her tea as she digested that information. “Then what heirlooms did he bring back?”


  The question was asked innocently enough, but it took Elyse down like an avalanche. She took a sip from her own cup, proud of how steady her hand was—in spite of the fact she’d just had her eyes opened to the very real possibility that Katherine knew about and possibly belonged to the purists.


  Elyse shrugged as if bored by the conversation, then put her cup down on the coffee table. “Oh, I’m not really sure. Just a bunch of old papers.” As she spoke, she rose and walked to the mantel, looking at a photograph of Mrs. Wythe on her wedding day, flanked by two imposing, powerful men. “Your husbands were very handsome. What were their names again?”


  “Victor Wright and my dear Charles.”


  Charles Wythe. C.W.


  Though his name had been on the list Franco supplied Sebastian, they hadn’t seriously investigated the man. For one thing, there had been nothing to tie Charles to Richard and Jessica, either professionally or personally. Jessica’s mentorship of Katherine must have been a very short, private connection because there was no mention of it in any file.


  And finally, Elyse had dismissed the man, claiming he was Katherine’s husband and asserting there was no way either of them could be involved in the purist sect. Elyse had gone on to list all of the charitable, socially aware organizations Mrs. Wythe was involved in.


  Elyse jumped slightly when Mrs. Wythe spoke again. At some point, the elderly woman had risen and joined Elyse at the mantel.


  “That’s Jessica there.” Mrs. Wythe pointed to a beautiful woman Elyse had always assumed was Katherine’s mother.


  There were definitely some familial likenesses between the woman and Grant.


  “Not a day goes by when I don’t think about Jessica and miss her.”


  Elyse turned, surprised to see tears in Mrs. Wythe’s eyes. She had never seen the woman cry, never seen her be anything other than incredibly stoic and strong.


  Uncertain how to respond, Elyse reached for Mrs. Wythe’s hand. “I’m so sorry, Katherine.”


  “Her death was sudden. A heart attack when she was only thirty-nine years old. And it came at a time when I was traveling abroad. I missed her funeral. I wonder…” Mrs. Wythe paused, as if hesitant to go on.


  “Wonder what?”


  “I wonder if I could look at the heirlooms Grant has. We used to correspond frequently and I’m curious to see if she saved any of my letters.”


  Mrs. Wythe’s sorrow seemed so genuine, so sincere, Elyse found herself questioning whether or not she’d misread this entire conversation. For seven years, Mrs. Wythe had indeed been like a grandmother to her. Elyse loved the woman dearly. It was difficult for her to believe that Katherine would ever take part in anything so horrible as the secret sect.


  “I don’t recall seeing any letters,” Elyse said slowly, wondering if Mrs. Wythe would push the issues.


  “Would you mind asking Grant for me? I’d love to reread some of that old correspondence.”


  “I’ll ask.”


  “I’d love to see anything that he has from her. That he doesn’t mind sharing with me, of course. Jessica used to collect some beautiful things, silhouette portraits and maps.”


  Elyse’s hands turned to ice. Maps.


  She fought hard to maintain her composure. “I—” Her chest had seized, gone tight. She needed to get out of here. She cleared her throat. “I don’t know about any of that.”


  Considering Mrs. Wythe had just been wiping away tears a few moments earlier, her gaze was too intense, too keen. Elyse was uncomfortable under her sharp scrutiny.


  “But you’ll look, yes? For me?”


  Elyse nodded, the slight action making her dizzy in her light-headedness. “I’m afraid I need to go. I’ve got a few things to do this afternoon.”


  The sooner Elyse got out of this house, the better.


  “Of course. It was lovely to see you. We really must make plans for you to bring those new men of yours over to meet me soon.”


  Elyse reached for her purse before walking back to the foyer where she’d hung her coat. “Sure. I’ll call you in a few days.”


  “I hope you will.”


  Elyse said a rushed goodbye as she departed Mrs. Wythe’s house, walking rapidly toward her car. Her mind whirled over what to do next.


  If her suspicions proved correct, her beloved Mrs. Wythe was part of the purists and responsible for the break-in at Grant’s loft and the hotel.


  Elyse’s initial shock gave way to a searing anger as she made her way back to her condo and to her future husbands. As she drove, she crafted a plan. She wanted to see the secret sect exposed and shut down. Only then could she focus on forging a happy future with the two men she’d fallen in love with.


   


   


   


  

Chapter Thirteen


   


  Sebastian listened as Elyse recounted her conversation with Mrs. Wythe. For weeks, they’d been spinning their wheels, investigating everyone with ties to Richard Breton. Charles and Katherine Wythe’s names had never appeared in the mix, short of Charles’ name appearing on the list of members with the initials C.W.


  When he’d first shown that list to Grant and Elyse, he’d been worried about Elyse’s reaction when she spotted her grandfather, Maximilian, on it. Elyse hadn’t blinked an eye at that name, but had instead insisted that there was absolutely no possibility that Katherine’s husband could be involved in something so unsavory.


  Sebastian had teased her about not defending her own flesh and blood, but she’d merely shrugged and said Max Hunt was a more likely candidate than Katherine.


  “I just can’t believe it,” she said for the four-hundredth time. “I’m so upset. And fucking pissed off. How could she have deceived me for so long?”


  Elyse had always had issues with trust. Her brother had let her down, then him, and now Mrs. Wythe. Sebastian hated to see her constantly hurt by the people she cared about.


  Grant sat down next to her on the couch and placed a comforting arm around her shoulders. “Elle, you still don’t have any definite proof Mrs. Wythe is connected to the purists. Perhaps she was truly blind to Jessica’s actions.”


  She looked at Grant incredulously. “Do you seriously believe she’s not involved?”


  Grant closed his eyes briefly. “No. I think she knows. To mention the map…”


  Sebastian ran a hand through his hair. He’d been sleeping like shit for weeks. Between long hours spent studying the Trinity Master’s files, sex marathons with Grant and Elyse, and guilt over hiding the truth about their futures, he was worn out—physically and emotionally.


  He was in love with Elyse and he had been since they were eighteen. And he’d come to think of Grant as one of the best friends he’d ever had, a brother even. The longer they were together and he let the deception remain, the deeper he dug himself into a hole. If he couldn’t convince Juliette to let them marry, if they found out he knew this was all a farce, he’d lose both of them. Forever. They would never forgive him for this. God, he couldn’t forgive himself.


  Sebastian walked over to the coffee table and perched on the end. “I need to call Juliette and fill her in.”


  “And say what? Juliette doesn’t know that I know about this investigation. Won’t it seem a bit suspicious that I’m having conversations with Katherine about a map and Jessica Breton?”


  Sebastian blew out a long exasperated breath. “Then I’ll dig for the information. We need to set up some sort of dinner date with Mrs. Wythe. See if we can get close to her.”


  Elyse shook her head. “No. She’s too smart for that. She knows about your ties to the Trinity Masters, Seb. Your loyalty runs too deep. She’ll never confide in you.”


  “Then me,” Grant said. “She was clearly fond of my great-aunt. It shouldn’t be too difficult for me to convince her that the fruit didn’t fall far from the tree.”


  Again, Elyse dismissed the suggestion. “You’re both underestimating her. The purists tried to rob you rather than recruit you, Grant. They’ve obviously done their own assessment of you over the past seventeen years and determined you wouldn’t fit in. Think about it. These purists are members. Chances are good they come to the Trinity Masters’ galas with the intention of feeling out people they think might follow their cause. Somewhere along the line, you said the wrong thing to the wrong person. Otherwise, they would have tried to recruit you years ago.”


  Sebastian rubbed his jaw, trying to find some way to unclench it. He was frustrated as hell. She made a very good point. Chances were slim Mrs. Wythe would take either of them into her confidence. Which put them back behind the brick wall they’d been slamming their heads against for weeks.


  “Maybe I could turn suspicion back on Charles Wythe somehow. Juliette might know of someone who could—”


  “You’re kidding, right?” Elyse asked, cutting Sebastian off mid-sentence. “Are you guys being purposely obtuse?”


  “What do you mean?” Grant asked, clearly as confused as Sebastian.


  Elyse raised one finger and directed it toward herself. “Me. I’m already close enough. The very fact that she asked me to bring her the map tells me she thinks she’s gained my trust. For all I know, she’s been breeding me for her little underground society all these years. Like I’ve said, my father and grandfather aren’t known for being particularly altruistic. They’re uber-conservative, protective of their money and more than a little bit power hungry. Seems to me it’s my fruit Katherine believes hasn’t fallen far from the tree.”


  “But surely she knows you’re not like that after all these years of friendship,” Grant argued.


  Elyse shrugged. “This may come as a shock to you guys, but I’m not exactly brimming with self-confidence. For at least the first four years of my acquaintance with Katherine, I was too intimidated to say much. I have grown a bit of a backbone, but I have no doubt she sees me as someone she can easily influence. I’m not particularly proud of that. Which is one reason why I’m so damn mad right now. And why I’d like to show her exactly who she’s dealing with.”


  Sebastian shook his head. “No, you’re not getting involved in this. These people could be dangerous. They’re obviously willing to do whatever it takes to protect their secrets. There’s no way I’m letting you walk into that lion’s den.”


  “But—”


  “Save your breath, Elle,” Grant said, turning to cup her face in his large palm. “I’m with Seb on this. Put it out of your head right now. It’s not happening.”


  While Sebastian appreciated Grant’s support, as always, he overstated the case, coming off way too caveman.


  Elyse rose from the couch, her face red with fury, her hands waving wildly. “Who the fuck do you think you are? I may let you guys order me around in the bedroom, but I have by no means made you lords and masters of my life.”


  Sebastian stood up quickly, adopting a gentler tone. “We’re not trying to control you. God, if anything happened to you,” he reached out to place his hands on her shoulders, “you know it would kill me—kill us—right? I just got you back, Elle. I can’t lose you again.” They were the most sincere words he’d ever said. Because all he’d been able to think about for weeks was eventually losing her.


  The scowl lines on her forehead faded, her anger seeming to evaporate. He loved how easygoing she was. Though she had brief outbursts of anger, she never held on to it. Her forgiveness came quick.


  “I feel the same way about the two of you. I hate that someone hurt Grant, hate knowing he could still be a target as they search for that map. And don’t even get me started on your career with the CIA.”


  He smiled and kissed her on the cheek. “Then you understand what we’re saying.”


  She nodded and glanced over at Grant, who gave her a rueful grin.


  “I suck at saying things with any level of political correctness,” Grant admitted.


  Her brows rose, but clearly the anger had passed. “So I’ve noticed.”


  “Seb said what I was thinking a hell of a lot better than I did.”


  She sighed as she reclaimed her seat on the couch. “I’m tired of living in limbo. We’re less than a week away from the official marriage ceremony and I don’t feel like we’ve addressed anything about our personal lives.”


  They still believed this thirty-day bonding period was going to end in a wedding, despite the fact they’d been given no task. Sebastian was to blame for that. Every time the topic of the future came up, he changed the subject. Today wouldn’t be any different.


  “We’re close now, Elle. You’ve given us our first break in weeks.” Sebastian reached down to pull her into his arms. Elyse, as always, curled into his embrace as if she’d been there forever. “For now, I think we should call it a day on the investigation. Give ourselves a break.”


  He kissed her hard, anxious to drive every concern out of her head—the purists, the future, her scheme to put herself in harm’s way.


  Grant didn’t rise or seek to join them immediately. Sebastian worried that he’d reject his attempt to put off a conversation that was long overdue.


  Finally, after a few minutes, Grant stood, reached out and pulled Elyse to him for his own hungry kiss.


  Sebastian fell back only a step, not willing to give them more room than that. They’d had no trouble forging a solid physical relationship. Personal space vanished whenever they came together.


  Grant released Elyse, his gaze finding Sebastian. For a moment, Sebastian saw something unnerving in his friend’s face. It almost felt as if Grant had looked deep and found the deception. “Elyse is right. Time’s running out.”


  His words confirmed Sebastian’s fear. While Elyse knew something was wrong, she hadn’t figured out what. Grant seemed to know they were hitting the end of the road.


  Sebastian nodded. “I know.”


  “What are we going to do about it?”


  There was something very comforting about the way Grant said we. Since the binding ceremony, Sebastian had felt terribly alone in this triad. Torn between loyalty to Juliette and the love he’d come to feel for these two people.


  “We flip the hourglass over and keep going.” Sebastian reached for Grant and kissed him. While they’d kissed nightly, Sebastian hadn’t been able to cross the line he’d drawn between them that very first night they were together.


  Grant gripped Sebastian’s head, holding him close as their kiss became almost brutal with the needs burning between them. Grant pulled away first. He hadn’t pushed Sebastian, respecting his request for time to think. Apart from the kissing and touching, they hadn’t gone any farther down the path toward becoming true lovers.


  Sebastian pulled Grant back to him and kissed him again. “I want you,” he whispered.


  Grant’s brows rose in surprise, while Elyse smiled widely. “Finally,” she whispered. Sebastian chuckled as she took both of their hands, leading them to the bedroom they’d moved into two weeks earlier and made their own.


  Sebastian picked her up as they entered the room and playfully tossed her onto the bed. She giggled and dragged her shirt over her head.


  Grant was already halfway to naked. No matter how many times they were together like this, the excitement, the need to come together, never dimmed. Sebastian understood this was the honeymoon phase, but damn if he didn’t pray it was always like this.


  He began to shed his own clothing. Once they were naked, he crawled across the mattress to Elyse. Grabbing her ankles, he tugged on them until she was flat on her back in the middle of the bed. Then he parted her legs and bent down for a taste.


  Sebastian loved the subtle ways Elyse told him when he hit just the right spot or did something that she loved. He enjoyed the not-so-subtle ways as well, like now, when her fingers were clenched so tightly in his hair he was surprised he wasn’t bald.


  He stroked along her slit, stopping to tease her clit with the tip of his tongue. She had adorable sex sounds, high-pitched squeaks and little sighs.


  When he dipped his tongue inside her, he was treated to a quiet moan, her hips lifting to meet his mouth. He thrust in several times, determined to make her come at least once this way before they advanced to the next stage. It had become a bit of a game between him and Grant, trying to see who could drive her out of her mind the most.


  However, before he could produce the desired results, his lovers changed the rules of the game. Elyse scooted away from him, lifting herself until her back rested against the headboard.


  Sebastian started to follow her, but was caught off guard when Grant grabbed his ankles and held him in place.


  Sebastian glanced over his shoulder. “Grant…”


  In the living room, he’d told Grant that he wanted him. And he’d meant it.


  Grant wasn’t about to reject that offer. He stood at the foot of the bed, a tube of lubrication in his hand. “Change your mind?”


  Sebastian considered the question for only a second before shaking his head. “No. I haven’t.”


  Elyse placed a soft kiss on his cheek, drawing his attention back to her. “Kiss me, Seb.”


  Sebastian suddenly understood what it meant to be on the receiving end. He and Grant had developed some sort of unspoken system, working together to drive Elyse out of her mind. Now the tables had been turned.


  He remained on the bed, kneeling over Elyse. He cupped her cheek and kissed her as he held himself in position with just one hand and his knees on the mattress. He felt the bed dip as Grant joined them, claiming a spot near Sebastian’s feet.


  Grant pressed against his knees, encouraging Sebastian to open his legs. While he put Sebastian into the position he desired, Elyse distracted him with some of the hottest kisses he’d ever indulged in. Her tongue tangled with his and her teeth nipped at his lower lip. She tasted so damn sweet.


  Sebastian jerked when he felt the first cool drops of lube hit his ass. He’d never—not once in his life—imagined being with another man. Then Grant had crawled into bed with him and Elyse, and Sebastian had been able to think of little else.


  Grant worked the lubrication in with one of his thumbs. Sebastian grunted, trying to decide if he liked the sensation. Then he made the mistake of imagining Grant replacing his thumb with his cock. His reticence must have shown.


  Elyse placed soft kisses on his cheek before whispering in his ear, “You’ll love it. Promise.”


  He decided she wasn’t going to merely be an observer. “Lean back.” She did as he requested as he moved down a few inches. The new position put him closer to her breasts. Parting his lips, he sucked one of her nipples into his mouth at the same time Grant replaced his thumb with two fingers.


  Elyse and Sebastian groaned in unison. From that point on, Sebastian marked time not by minutes, but by sensation and sound, taste and touch.


  He continued to play with Elyse’s breasts as Grant slowly prepared his body. When two fingers became three, the slight twinge of pain he’d felt at the beginning faded away, replaced by the burning need for more stimulation, more strength, more friction.


  Sebastian released Elyse’s nipple with a soft pop when he felt the head of Grant’s dick prodding for entrance.


  He held his breath, but Elyse shook her head. “No. You need to breathe. Slow and easy.”


  Her quiet reassurances worked their way through his system, allowing him to relax as Grant pressed deeper.


  When Grant was seated to the hilt, Sebastian rested his head against Elyse’s breasts for a moment, trying to soak in everything that was happening. Grant’s hands held tightly to Sebastian’s hips, but he didn’t use that grip to produce or hinder movement. He simply held on.


  Sebastian was the first to stir. As the pain of the initial penetration faded, he was overcome by need. He pulled away from Grant, not stopping until only the head of his lover’s cock remained. Then he slammed back fast. Hard.


  This time it was Grant who grunted, who groaned. “Seb…”


  He knew Grant was looking for reassurance. Confirmation. “So fucking good.”


  And then it was game on.


  The room was silent except for the sound of their flesh slapping together and their demands for more. Grant’s fingers tightened, found purchase in Sebastian’s hips. Sebastian used his arms to propel himself faster. Elyse still lay beneath him, her hands stroking his arms and chest.


  “I can’t…it’s too…” Grant fell first.


  If Sebastian hadn’t been so shocked by the feeling of his friend’s come filling him, he would have gloated a bit. It was rare for him not to be last man standing. Sebastian and Elyse had less self-control when it came to holding off, to denying themselves the ecstasy at the end of the road.


  Sebastian felt a strange sense of emptiness when Grant withdrew. For the first time in his life, he began to understand how Elyse must feel when they left her body. To go from full to empty was disconcerting. Though his muscles ached, he wanted Grant back. He wanted more.


  Elyse cupped his face, capturing his gaze. “It’s incredible, isn’t it?”


  His cock had been rock hard throughout. Despite having just had one of the most incredible sexual experiences of his life, he still wanted more. They’d be lucky if they got out of this bed anytime in the next century. Sebastian had never felt so overwhelmed, hot, hungry…horny.


  Grant had lit a fire inside that threatened to rage a damn long time. So much for his straight lifestyle. He’d never put himself back in that confining box again.


  He pulled Elyse more fully beneath him and thrust inside with more force than he’d ever used.


  Elyse’s head flew against the pillow and her back arched. “Oh my God. Yes. Fuck me, Seb. Please.”


  His hips moved almost of their own volition, pounding as deep and as hard as he dared. Elyse’s nails scored his shoulders as she screamed for more.


  Through it all, Sebastian was aware of Grant’s gaze on them, watching. The knowledge that his lover was there drove Sebastian even crazier.


  “Take her, Seb. Let her feel how much you want her. Need her.”


  He wasn’t sure who tipped over first. It seemed as if they both came at the exact same second. One minute he was thrusting as she clawed at him, begging for more. The next, they were motionless, their mouths open but silent.


  Sebastian fell to her side. Mere seconds had passed before he heard Elyse’s gentle breathing. He lifted his head and grinned.


  “She can fall asleep faster than anyone I’ve ever met,” Grant murmured.


  Sebastian chuckled. “Yeah. Although I’m not going to be too far behind her.”


  “Amen,” Grant said.


  Their eyes met and held for a few moments.


  “Okay?” Grant asked.


  Sebastian nodded. “I’m okay. I’m better than okay. I…” It was on the tip of Sebastian’s tongue to tell Grant he loved him. In three short weeks, the guy had become a best friend, brother and lover all rolled into one. But Sebastian sucked when it came to talking about his emotions, and given that so much was still up in the air, he wasn’t sure this was the right time anyway.


  Grant gave him a crooked grin that said it all. “Ditto, Seb.”


  Sebastian smiled and fell back to the bed, sleeping claiming him before he could even consider what had just passed between them.


   


   


   


  

Chapter Fourteen


   


  Sebastian awoke several hours later, surprised to find only Grant in the bed. He lay there for several minutes, expecting Elyse to return. A glance at the clock told him it was only seven p.m. They had a knack for mixing up their days and nights. At some point, they were going to have to come up with a sex schedule. Sebastian chuckled at the thought—then he heard soft voices coming from the living room.


  Who the hell was here?


  He sat up and tugged on the pair of jeans he’d shed earlier. His movements woke Grant.


  “Where’s Elyse?” he asked groggily.


  Sebastian shrugged. “That’s what I’m going to find out. I think someone else is with her.”


  Grant sat up and began to dress as well. They hadn’t had a single visitor since they’d moved into Elyse’s condo. Ever since he’d come clean about the secret sect, and Grant’s ancestors’ involvement in it, they had dedicated themselves to the investigation. Given the break-ins at Grant’s place and the hotel, none of them had wanted to venture too far from home.


  Sebastian entered the living room after Grant, surprised to find Juliette sitting on the couch next to Elyse.


  Juliette’s narrowed eyes zoomed in on Sebastian. “Apparently my secret identity isn’t very secret.”


  Sebastian took in the room. The coffee table was piled up with all the information he, Grant and Elyse had attempted to gather on Jessica Breton and the map. The incriminating evidence revealed the secret the three of them had been harboring about Grant and Elyse’s participation in the investigation.


  “I didn’t…” Elyse bit her lip. “You guys were dead to the world up there. I figured you’d be hungry when you woke up, so I thought I’d order a pizza. When the doorbell rang, I thought…”


  Sebastian really had been out of it. He hadn’t heard the doorbell.


  Juliette was white with rage. “I thought I’d stop by and pay you a visit, Bastian. See how my old friend was doing.”


  Oh yeah. She was pissed.


  “You told them?” If he thought Juliette had been hurt by his years of deception as a CIA asset, he’d been wrong. He hadn’t seen true pain until now.


  “No, Jules. I didn’t.”


  “We guessed,” Grant said, clearly hoping to diffuse a very dangerous situation. “It was obvious Sebastian was close to the new Grand Master given the way he chased you out of the altar room and returned to tell the tale, the way he delivered the map to you.”


  “You knew…” Juliette began.


  Sebastian shrugged, the action stiff given the tension in his shoulders. “They followed me to the library the morning I brought you Grant’s section of it. And Elyse recognized your voice during the binding ceremony.”


  “I’ll have to work on disguising it better.”


  “This is my fault.” Elyse looked devastated. “She saw all the files. I was trying to find a way to explain. I—”


  Juliette crossed her arms. “She apologized to me. Said the three of you would never betray the Grand Master, never let me down.”


  Sebastian walked over to Elyse to put a comforting arm around her. She was trembling. “It’s okay, Elle. We shouldn’t have left all this stuff lying around.”


  “No,” Juliette said. “You shouldn’t have.”


  Sebastian understood Juliette’s anger and while she was entitled to it, he couldn’t hold back a bit of his own. “That’s the pot calling the kettle black, isn’t it, Jules. There are more than a few legacy members who have keys to our shared house. You weren’t being very discreet either.”


  Her eyes narrowed angrily, then slowly, she released a long, tired breath. “No. I haven’t been.”


  Juliette had been running full steam ahead since assuming the position of Grand Master. The stress of uncovering the secret sect and attempting to discover the lost legacies was clearly starting to take its toll.


  “What are you doing here?” Sebastian asked. All his meetings with Juliette had been held at the headquarters or the legacy house. She’d never visited him at Elyse’s condo.


  Juliette didn’t reply at first. “I hadn’t heard from you in a few days. And I…” She clearly had news to share, but she wasn’t comfortable talking in front of Elyse and Grant. Sebastian didn’t offer her an out. They were a part of this. They had been for weeks. He was just as exhausted as Juliette. Sebastian figured it was time they widened the circle of trust. The tasks she’d inherited as Grand Master were too big for one woman. They were even too big for just one trinity.


  When it was clear he wasn’t going to dismiss his lovers, she huffed out a heated, “fine.” She gestured for them to all take a seat. Sebastian claimed the chair closest to Juliette, while Grant sat down on the love seat with Elyse.


  “Before you walked in, Elyse said you’d discovered something. Something about Katherine Wythe.”


  Sebastian took a few minutes to fill Juliette in on the conversation Elyse had shared with Katherine earlier in the day.


  “You said something about a plan,” Juliette said to Elyse.


  Sebastian didn’t have time to react before Grant was up and out of his chair. “Elle is not taking part in this investigation in any way.”


  Juliette laughed. “Really. Because it looks to me like she’s been in it up to her neck for weeks.”


  Elyse’s eyes narrowed as she stared down Grant. Sebastian had always been the one whose temper rose quicker than the temperature in New Orleans in August, but Grant had him outmatched by a mile.


  If Grant felt the heat of Elyse’s glare, the fool ignored it. “Elle’s not taking part in anything that will put her in danger.”


  “Elle is also sitting in this room,” Elyse said through gritted teeth. She stood tall though Sebastian could see the action didn’t give her as much power as she might have hoped. Grant looked like a mountain next to her. The height disadvantage didn’t stop her from putting up a fight. Their woman was scrappy. “And she’s not a child. Dammit, Grant. You know how much this caveman attitude of yours pisses me off.”


  Grant put his hands on his hips, Elyse’s anger not quite getting through to the idiot, who seemed determined to dig himself into a deeper hole. “I haven’t even started to go caveman yet. You keep insisting on putting yourself in danger and I’ll drag you to the bedroom, tie you to the bed and keep you there forever.”


  Elyse was completely unfazed by his heated words. “That threat is getting old. And I dare you to try.”


  Grant looked as if he was more than willing to do that, so Sebastian stepped between them. “Can we just focus on the issue at hand? We suspect Katherine Wythe is a member of the purists. I’m sure Juliette has plenty of members in the organization she could send over to feel out Mrs. Wythe about her possible involvement.”


  Juliette gave him a bemused look and shook her head. “I just took over as Grand Master, Seb. It’s not like I have an arsenal of trusted members up my sleeve.”


  “What about your brother?” Sebastian asked. “Harrison could talk to her. After all, he was the one who asked Mrs. Wythe to mentor Elyse in the first place.”


  “You’re joking, right? I suspect that request was made in writing, not person. No one is supposed to know who the Grand Master is. Remember?”


  Juliette was still super-pissed that Grant and Elyse had discovered her secret identity.


  “I know. Which is why Harrison could talk to her.”


  Juliette rolled her eyes. “I’m pretty sure Katherine is fully aware of the fact Harrison was the former Grand Master. There’s no way in hell she would talk to him.”


  Sebastian paced as he tried to think of the members he knew, but he couldn’t come up with any suitable suggestions. Finally, he stopped and faced Juliette.


  She gave him a sad smile. “Ready to admit that Elle is our best—and only—chance at uncovering the truth?”


  “Katherine is ninety years old, Seb,” Elyse added. “It’s not like I’d be in physical danger.”


  Grant scoffed. “Nice try. But I’ve already come face-to-face with the thugs and their guns.”


  Elyse threw Grant’s words back in his face. “You said you didn’t believe they’d use them. That they were only searching for the map.”


  “They still bashed me in the head pretty good.”


  “I’ll be careful. Besides, I’m pretty sure her mentorship has been all about trying to recruit me for membership into her little sect. Why would she hurt me if she thinks I want to join them?”


  “And why would she suddenly think you’d be interested in joining them? Won’t that tip her off?” Grant asked.


  “I don’t think it’s Elyse’s ideals that matter to Mrs. Wythe, so much as what Elyse would bring to the table financially,” Juliette replied.


  Sebastian realized Juliette had discovered something new. “What are you talking about?”


  “It’s why I came to see you. Harrison stopped by yesterday. I believe I told you I have him working to decipher our father’s journals.”


  Sebastian nodded.


  “I called him a couple of weeks ago and told him to be on the lookout for anything in them that referred to Richard and Jessica Breton or a map. He found a passage that caught his eye.”


  Sebastian sank back down into the chair. Elyse and Grant followed suit.


  “What did it say?” Sebastian asked.


  “He couldn’t make out all of it—I swear my father’s handwriting was worse than a serial killer’s—but the basic gist was my grandfather knew about and was investigating the purists. They were basically Nazi sympathizers during World War II who started to push back against adding members who worked on social issues or who were minorities.”


  “We know all that,” Grant interjected.


  “Yes,” Juliette continued, “but let’s face it. They’d pretty much effectively lost that battle by the sixties, and it seems some of it was in part thanks to the work the Trinity Masters did, despite dissention within the organization. My grandfather seemed to think they’d disbanded, but in his journals, my father said he thought they went underground.”


  Sebastian frowned, confused. “But if they’re not Nazi sympathizers, what was their cause?”


  Juliette sighed. “What is always the underlying root of all evil? Greed. Apparently, my dad realized that some of the Trinity Masters’ secrets—some valuables, information that could be used for financial gain, stuff like that—went missing.”


  “And he thought the purists took it?”


  “Yes.”


  Elyse reached for the pitcher of iced tea she must have put out for their pizza dinner, pouring a glass and taking a sip. “Mrs. Wythe said that Jessica had been one of the Grand Master’s counselors.”


  Juliette nodded. “Yeah. She was close to my grandfather and she would have had access to files—financial records of the members, geological surveys showing where there might be oil, government secrets. I think she managed to sneak out a lot of stuff before my grandfather’s suspicions were raised.”


  Elyse looked troubled. “So she betrayed the Grand Master.”


  Juliette’s eyes narrowed. “Yes. Yes, she did.”


  Sebastian wanted to roll his eyes, but thought it probably best not to taunt Juliette. Instead, he said, “And that was very naughty.”


  Juliette said something unflattering about his desire to make love to an inanimate object in Arabic.


  Grant cleared his throat. “There’s something I’ve been wondering. No one seems to know who Jessica’s trinity was.”


  Juliette leaned back, her expression morphing from irritated to grim. “I don’t believe she was ever called to the altar. I think my grandfather discovered her disloyalty and kicked her out before she was ever matched with her triad.”


  Grant rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Jessica died of a heart attack. According to my grandfather, his sister’s death was sudden. She wasn’t particularly old.”


  “She had just turned thirty-nine when she died.” Juliette supplied the answer quickly. She had obviously done her homework on Jessica.


  “You think your grandfather…” Grant didn’t finish asking the question. He didn’t have to.


  Juliette shrugged. “We’ve all heard the stories about what happens to members who break the rules.”


  They all took a minute to let that sink in.


  When Juliette spoke again, her voice was quiet. “There’s one particular entry that Harrison noted, that makes me think my father was still worried about them. That it didn’t all end with Jessica’s death. It was an entry about one of the galas where my dad announced that the Trinity Masters had new, improved storage areas. Apparently he gave some speech about how members had been asked to safeguard the treasures of the society in the past, but now it was time for those to come home.”


  “You think it was a fishing expedition,” Sebastian said.


  “Or a pardon.” Grant rubbed the spot on his head that had finally healed. “It was a chance for anyone who’d been part of Jessica’s original theft to give back whatever they had.”


  Elyse rose and walked to the window, then sat on the wide sill and faced them. “Did anyone come forward?”


  Juliette shook her head. “No. Either they were too afraid, despite the way my father phrased it, or they were still active members of the purists. I’ll bet you anything there isn’t a member of the purist sect who doesn’t know about Jessica’s untimely death. The wrath of the Trinity Masters is mighty.”


  Grant sighed. “And this brings us back to Mrs. Wythe.”


  “You think she’s been mentoring Elyse in hopes of recruiting her as a member?” Sebastian asked.


  “Yes,” Juliette and Elyse answered in unison.


  “I’m sure Katherine saw me as a very rich, very impressionable little girl whom she could mold in her own image. She doesn’t have any children of her own and if she’s proud of her sordid legacy, then it stands to reason she’d want to pass it on. To keep it alive. When you think of it, the purists’ cause has always been the same. They want to stay rich and in control.”


  Sebastian stood, his anger rising. “That isn’t what the Trinity Masters is about.”


  Juliette smiled. “I agree. Which is why it’s vital we find out who’s involved.”


  “And then what?” Grant asked. “What happens when you discover their names?”


  It was obvious to everyone in the room what he was asking. Sebastian thought it was a bold question.


  “Grant—” Sebastian started. Asking the new Grand Master if she had the chops to do what was necessary to punish the wrongdoers probably wasn’t a wise thing to do considering they’d just been caught in said wrongdoing.


  Juliette raised her hand to cut Sebastian off. “I’ll do whatever is necessary.” The answer was short, succinct and deadly. Sebastian didn’t doubt for a moment that his best friend meant it.


  “Which means,” Juliette continued, looking at Grant and daring him to challenge her again, “Elyse is going to take the map to Mrs. Wythe.”


  Grant didn’t respond. In fact, Sebastian could see the other man’s jaw tense as if he was clenching his teeth to remain silent.


  “In public,” Sebastian said. “Elle can arrange to meet Mrs. Wythe at the library. Show her the map there.”


  Juliette considered that suggestion, and then agreed. “Very well.”


  “I’ll call her tomorrow to set it up,” Elyse said. “I don’t want to appear too anxious. It might make her suspicious.”


  Juliette rose and reached for her coat. “Perfect. Keep me in the loop on the plans. I want to thank the three of you for your efforts to uncover the truth. Just a few more days and then you can go back to your normal lives.”


  Elyse chuckled. “I’m not sure the three of us have set up a normal life yet.”


  Juliette frowned, her troubled gaze flying to Sebastian. Though she didn’t say a word, her confused look wasn’t lost on Elyse and Grant. It was as if a bomb had detonated in the room.


  “You said you brought them into the investigation…” Juliette seemed to be at a loss for words.


  Sebastian held her gaze, wondering, hoping his best friend could read his plea, could understand what was in his heart.


  She gave him a sympathetic look in return. “I see,” she said at last. Then she left.


  The room was silent, no one moved.


  Grant was the first to break it, his expression and voice wooden. “The trinity was a fake.”


  “Of course,” Elyse whispered. “It never made sense. Now it does.”


  “It’s not a fake,” Sebastian said stubbornly. “I won’t let it be.”


  Grant scowled. “It’s not your fucking decision, is it, Seb?”


  “You knew,” Elyse said, angry tears forming in her eyes. “You knew this whole time.”


  Sebastian couldn’t stand their matching looks of anger laced with sorrow. “I also knew I was going to ask Juliette to let the trinity stand.”


  “And when were you going to do that?” Grant asked.


  “I thought all of this shit would be over by now. I’d hoped we would find the information we needed and then I could convince her that this—that we—work.”


  “I’ve never heard of a trinity being broken without repercussions.”


  Sebastian sank down onto his chair. “The Grand Master has the right to dissolve a trinity during the binding period. Once the marriage ceremony is performed, no one can break it.”


  “So we have less than a week left?” Elyse asked, her voice strained, quiet.


  Sebastian nodded.


  “What do you think Juliette’s answer will be?” Grant’s anger seemed to have abated.


  However, Elyse still looked shattered. It killed Sebastian.


  “I don’t know.” And that was what had stopped Sebastian time and time again. If Juliette said no, if she insisted on dissolving the trinity, he couldn’t remain with the society. “I’m not taking no for an answer. And if she won’t change her mind, I…”


  He struggled to admit where his thoughts had been taking him. They all knew what going against the organization meant. “I have a place in Rome, friends there. We could…”


  Elyse tilted her head. “Leave the Trinity Masters? Run?”


  “We’re not going to have to do that. We’ll convince her to marry us.” Grant’s tone was strong, sure.


  Elyse glanced at Grant, surprised. Then her face morphed into one that matched Grant’s in determination. “Yeah. We will. We’ll do whatever it takes. No one is breaking us up.”


  For the first time since he’d met his partners at the altar, Sebastian didn’t feel completely alone. “I’m so sorry for all the lies, for not telling you right from the beginning.” Sebastian had been buried under a mountain of guilt for weeks. He couldn’t quite believe they weren’t tearing him apart, ripping him a new one.


  Grant shook his head. “No, Seb. We don’t need apologies. You were doing what the Grand Master asked.”


  “Helping someone you loved. Even though it killed you to do it,” Elyse added. Sebastian saw the compassion in her eyes and realized she knew exactly what it felt like to go against your own beliefs to help someone you cared about.


  Grant walked over and put a strong hand on Sebastian’s shoulder. “We’re going to find a way to make this work. The two of you are mine. I don’t give up what belongs to me without a fight.”


  Elyse chuckled. “Your inner caveman is showing again.”


  Grant reached out and pulled her toward him, engulfing her tiny frame in his bear-like embrace. “Is that a complaint?”


  “This time?” she asked, her voice muffled as she pressed her face against Grant’s chest. “No. But I reserve the right to complain about it on a case-by-case basis.”


  Sebastian chuckled. The weight of the world had just been lifted from his shoulders. He’d come clean to his lovers and they were still here. If he needed to, he could fly.


  Grant’s face was serious when he stepped away from Elyse, his hands gripping her upper arms as he bent down to look her in the eye.


  “Well, get ready to bitch because I’m not finished speaking my piece about this plan of yours.”


  She shrugged off Grant’s hold and stepped away. “I’m not changing my mind. I’ve lived my entire life fitting into the molds other people formed for me. Snob. Airhead. Lazy. Weak. I don’t want to be any of those Elyses anymore. I want to be the woman the two of you see when you look at me. Strong. Smart. Worthy.”


  “God, Elle,” Sebastian said, rising from his chair. “You are that woman. You don’t have to put yourself in danger to prove that.”


  “Maybe not to you. But I need to prove it to myself. I’m going to stand up to Katherine tomorrow. I’m going to make her pay for what she’s done. And then I’m going to face my father, show him that I’m not weak or stupid or—” Her voice broke as she added, “Elliot.”


  Grant huffed out a frustrated breath. “Fine. It’s obvious we’re not going to change your mind. So we’re making a plan. One that keeps you well away from harm.”


  Elyse smiled and reached up on tiptoe to kiss Grant, then Sebastian. “Okay.”


  “Let’s discuss it over dinner,” Sebastian said, rubbing his stomach. “We keep missing meals, feeding other hungers.”


  “The pizza should be here any minute,” Elyse said, checking the time on her cell phone.


  Grant laughed. “Let’s raid the cabinets for some dessert for after. If we’re very clever in that kitchen, maybe we can find a way to feed both at the same time.”


   


   


   


  

Chapter Fifteen


   


  Elyse stood in a dark corner of the Wiggins Gallery and perused the dioramas. The third floor of the library was dingy, quiet, off the beaten path. Sebastian and Grant were on the first floor, no doubt attempting to blend in with the scores of tourists roaming around, snapping pictures of the murals and sculptures, and awaiting the arrival of Mrs. Wythe. They planned to make sure she was alone and then follow her up. They’d chosen this room because of the adjoining hallway.


  Mrs. Wythe would no doubt use the elevator. Sebastian and Grant intended to use the stairway in the Sargent Gallery and watch them through the small window in the door. They’d be able to observe her conversation with the elderly woman covertly while remaining close.


  She glanced at her phone and tried to calm her nerves. She’d told herself a million times since arriving that this was just Mrs. Wythe. There was nothing frightening about the tiny, elderly lady.


  She tugged her purse off her arm and pulled the map out. She’d only brought Grant’s section. As far as they knew, Mrs. Wythe wasn’t aware that the Grand Master was in possession of a second section.


  Katherine had been very excited when Elyse called this morning to say she had found a map mixed in with Grant’s family papers. Elyse had tried to brush it off as a boring discovery, considering the map was torn, but Mrs. Wythe’s undeniable excitement over seeing it was the last ounce of proof she needed. Katherine was a purist. The thought angered Elyse, made her sick.


  “There you are, dear,” Mrs. Wythe said.


  Elyse turned and forced a friendly smile. “I’m sorry to drag you to the library, Katherine. I’ve just got a million errands to run. I didn’t have time to make the journey out to Wellesley today, but I could have brought it out for you to see next week.” Elyse had said basically the same thing on the phone, but Mrs. Wythe had insisted on seeing the map as soon as possible.


  “It was absolutely no problem. I have errands of my own to attend to in the city as well, so today was just perfect.” Mrs. Wythe pointed to Elyse’s hand. “Is that the map?”


  Elyse led Katherine over to a table, where she spread out Grant’s section of the map. The room was empty except for them. Elyse resisted the urge to look over her shoulder to see if Grant and Sebastian were peering in from the Sargent Gallery. She didn’t want Katherine to catch a glimpse of them.


  Katherine studied the map quietly for several minutes.


  “What do you think it’s a map of?” Elyse asked, playing dumb.


  Katherine glanced up at her question, and then looked around the room to confirm they were still alone. “I’ll show you.”


  Elyse was shocked when Mrs. Wythe picked up the map.


  “What do you mean?”


  Mrs. Wythe’s hand snuck into the pocket of her coat. She pulled it out slowly, revealing the gun. When she returned it to her pocket, her hand remaining, there was no doubt the muzzle was pointed at Elyse.


  “Shall we take a little walk?” Katherine asked as pleasantly as if they were strolling through a garden.


  Elyse slowly followed, wondering if Grant and Sebastian had seen her flash the gun. She trusted they were formulating a plan and figuring out the best way to approach them.


  Katherine gave her a light shove toward the hallway that led away from the Sargent Gallery. “Walk.”


  Elyse kept moving as Katherine directed her toward the rare book room.


  “Katherine?” Elyse asked when they entered the room. She hadn’t expected Mrs. Wythe to take her anywhere. She’d anticipated Katherine taking the map and leaving. “Where are we going?”


  “You’ll see.” The elderly woman was silent as she opened the hidden door. Together, they took the secret elevator down to the Trinity Masters’ headquarters. Elyse was slightly surprised that neither Grant nor Sebastian had stopped them yet, but she wasn’t worried. Devon had given her a tracking device to wear this morning. The tiny piece of technology was taped in place just beneath the top edge of her bra.


  Mrs. Wythe was watching her closely, the gun still directed at her. Elyse prayed the old woman didn’t accidentally pull the trigger.


  When the elevator doors opened, Katherine led her down the long grand hallway, their steps echoing. They turned left at the first, and only, intersection. Mrs. Wythe walked with confidence down a corridor Elyse had never taken. Her initiation into the organization and her binding ceremony had both taken place in the altar room. With the exception of that room and the dressing room attached to it, and the larger gathering room, Elyse had seen very little of the headquarters below. She knew there were offices and other rooms filling the elegant space, but she’d never seen them


  Mrs. Wythe ushered her into one of the dressing rooms, where the long ceremonial gray robes waited in neat rows. She opened a door that Elyse assumed was to a bathroom, but instead was a small private changing room with a floor-to-ceiling mirror on one wall.


  There was a handle set into the mirror frame.


  Katherine pulled the handle, revealing a small conference room, complete with a large table and chairs.


  “I had no idea this was here.” Elyse tried to hide her growing fear. Would the tracker work with her so deep underground? As far as she knew, no one privy to her meeting was down here.


  If the tracker didn’t work, did Sebastian and Juliette even know about this room? Would they be able to find her?


  Then she wondered where Juliette’s office was in relation to this room. Something told her it was nowhere near here.


  “The existence of the Trinity Masters is only the first secret most of us learn. You’re young, but don’t worry, dear, I’ll tell you some of my secrets.”


  Once they were in the room, Katherine shut the door and locked it. “Where’s the rest of the map?”


  “What?” Elyse asked.


  “The other piece.” Katherine’s voice was no longer that of the kindly grandmother Elyse was accustomed to. This woman was no-nonsense, demanding.


  Only a handful of people knew that two sections of the map had been found.


  Elyse wished there was some way she could distract Mrs. Wythe, find some way to text Sebastian and Grant to tell them where she was just in case the tracker failed. She’d never had a gun pointed at her. It was terrifying to think her life could be snuffed out in just a second.


  “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Elyse said casually. “I told you when I called, Grant only had a portion of it. That’s all I have.”


  “Sebastian and Grant are in the courtyard. Do they have the other part with them?”


  They did. Juliette had given them both pieces back this morning. They had all planned to convene at the legacy house after this meeting to discuss what they’d learned.


  But how the hell did Katherine know they were here? Elyse’s face must have betrayed her.


  “You don’t think I came here alone, do you, Elle?”


  Mrs. Wythe had never used Elyse’s nickname. Not once.


  “Why would you be a part of something like this?” Elyse asked, not bothering with the pretense any longer.


  “You had such potential, my darling girl. You were so insecure when I met you, a little mouse of a thing just looking for someone to love her, to understand her. I was much the same way when I was your age. Then I met Jessica and she showed me my full potential, taught me how to use my wealth and position to acquire more power. That’s the secret no one ever tells you, Elle. Power is much more exciting than love.”


  Elyse shook her head, unable to believe her ears. “You can’t truly believe that.”


  Katherine rolled her eyes. “So you are in love with them. I thought so. No matter. I suspect my men have already secured the second piece of the map.”


  “Your men?”


  Katherine grinned. “Yes. I believe Grant has already met them. This all would have been so much easier, so much neater if your lover hadn’t returned before they’d had a chance to recover the other portion from the hotel.”


  Is that why Grant and Sebastian weren’t here? Had Katherine’s men harmed them? Any fear she’d previously felt for herself vanished in the face of the terror she felt now for Sebastian and Grant.


  “Where does the map lead?” Elyse asked. If she was going to die, she wanted to know what it was for.


  “Where all maps lead. To treasure beyond your imagination.”


  “If it was that important, why did you lose it?”


  Katherine scowled. “Jessica originally possessed the map, but when she realized the Grand Master had discovered her deception, she divided it into three pieces. She kept one section, then gave the others to two trusted friends.”


  “You have the last piece.”


  Katherine smiled evilly as she patted her bag. “Jessica died unexpectedly, when I was out of the country. Her brother had cleaned out her things and hidden the map before I could get home to recover it.”


  “And the third piece? You lost that too.”


  Elyse had never heard Katherine lose her temper, but it was clear her patience had run out. The elderly woman pulled the gun from her coat pocket, not bothering to hide the menacing thing any longer. Elyse had been a fool to think Mrs. Wythe wasn’t dangerous.


  Katherine’s cell phone beeped and Elyse jumped, despite her attempts at playing it cool.


  Katherine glanced at the screen, clearly delighted by whatever she read there. She texted a reply, then put the phone away. “And now I have it all.”


  Elyse’s heart sank. If Katherine’s thugs had the map, then something very bad had happened to Grant and Sebastian. She felt like throwing up. Then a more terrifying thought struck. With the entire map in her possession, Katherine didn’t need Elyse anymore.


  Her mind raced as she tried to find a way to stall, to buy some sort of time, in hopes of figuring out a way to escape.


  “How do you know we’re alone down here?” Elyse asked. “The Grand Master could be watching your every move right now.”


  Katherine laughed loudly, not bothering to remain quiet. “Juliette is currently dealing with a little fire at her home. I promise you, there is no one down here to save you.”


  Mrs. Wythe knew far too much.


  “What are you going to do with the map now?” Elyse was beginning to lose hope that she’d walk out of the library alive.


  “It will be protected.” As she spoke, Katherine withdrew her piece of the map from her purse. “Here, dear. Have a look.”


  Elyse took the two pieces of the map and laid them on the table side by side. She had the third piece memorized after weeks of studying it, looking for clues.


  Despite her nervousness, Elyse pointed to the zig-zags. “Are these tunnels?”


  “Is that what everyone thinks?”


  Elyse shrugged. “I thought…that was my guess.”


  Katherine grinned, and there was real pride in her eyes. “You really are quite bright. Your father destroyed you. It pains me to think what you could have become if he weren’t in the way.”


  Elyse shivered at the cold-blooded assessment. “They are tunnels.”


  Katherine patted the map. “And now our secret hiding spot is safe.”


  “Wait. You didn’t need the map to find the entrance?”


  “Dear God, my girl, you don’t know what you’ve uncovered, do you?”


  Elyse wished Sebastian, or Grant, or Juliette, or anyone else was here. She wasn’t a spy, wasn’t trained to interrogate people or get them to discuss things. Their investigation had clearly triggered a nerve, otherwise she wouldn’t be in this position, but nothing seemed to fit together. She couldn’t figure this out.


  Katherine reached over and patted Elyse’s arm with the hand that wasn’t holding the gun. “I know that look, dear. Don’t be your own worst enemy.”


  “You…you were mentored by Jessica Breton. Her father Richard was a Nazi sympathizer and a purist, but he pretended not to be.”


  “Keep your enemies close.”


  “Jessica was one of the Grand Master’s counselors, and she used her position to steal some things and to try to stop people the purists didn’t like from joining, even if they were legacies.”


  “What comes next? What would you do?”


  This was the most surreal conversation Elle had ever had. It was the same sort of conversation Katherine had had with her a million times before—guiding her to ask and answer her own questions. Mrs. Wythe had never given her answers, but helped her figure them out by herself.


  “If Jessica stole something, she’d need somewhere to keep it. She built tunnels from here,” Elyse gestured around them, then to the library, which was clearly represented on the map, “to the Trinity Church.”


  “Not built. Found.”


  “So she didn’t make the map, she stole it, then used it to hide the other things she stole.”


  Elyse felt a little thrill at having put the puzzle together, before she remembered that, puzzle completed or not, a woman she trusted was still holding a gun on her.


  “You needed the map in order to find the entrances to the tunnels.”


  “Do you think we’re thick? We’ve always known where the entrances were.”


  “There are two?”


  Katherine smiled, her wrinkled skin and skinny neck making the movement bird-like. “One of our members got cold feet years ago. He sealed up the church entrance, hoping that he could hide from his own actions. He didn’t realize that wasn’t the only way in.”


  “Then why do you need the map?”


  “Because the tunnels are old. Old even for Boston, and they don’t all lead to the same places or take the same route.”


  “So you can’t get to all the things Jessica stole?”


  “The only useable entrance is not far from here.”


  “In the Trinity Masters’ headquarters?”


  “Yes. Which means our visits there have been severely limited since the one with easier access was sealed.”


  “You wanted the map to make sure the Trinity Masters never realized where the entrance was.”


  Katherine chuckled. “When I heard you’d been paired with Grant Breton in a trinity, I spied a way to retrieve Jessica’s portion of the map. With two-thirds of it in our possession, the final piece would have been worthless. Jessica ensured the map was impossible to read without all the parts.”


  “But now you have them all.”


  Katherine’s grin was pure evil. Elyse wondered how she could have missed this cold edge for so long. “An unexpected bonus.”


  “How did you know we had the second section?”


  “I think you’ll find our numbers are not as small as your Grand Master might hope.”


  Elyse glanced toward the locked conference room door.


  “They aren’t coming to save the day. My associates have dealt with your lovers. Which means all I have to do is take care of you.”


  “You realize there’s no protection for you now. The Grand Master will know it was you who killed me and that you have the map. You’ve revealed yourself.”


  Katherine didn’t appear concerned. “I’m ninety years old, Elyse. My legacy to those who share my same beliefs will be this map. I have protected what is ours for the future generation. That’s all that matters to me now.”


  “Your beliefs!” Elyse sneered. “I can’t believe you would do all this to protect some horrible racist vision of the Trinity Masters.”


  Katherine shook her head. “That may have been how we started, but that’s not what we’re about now.” Katherine tsked. “You know better than that, Elyse. How many charities have I run, donated to and worked for?”


  “Then why? What’s the point?”


  “I told you. Money. With the information and valuables in their archives, the Trinity Masters could rule this world. The Grand Master’s weakness is what stopped us from using all that we were, all that we have, to its full potential.”


  “Money.” Elyse spit out the word.


  “And power. You’ve always had both, so you’ll never understand.”


  The gun wavered in Katherine’s hand as she tightened her grip.


  This is it. I’m going to die.


  “Katherine, wait. Please!” Terror coursed through Elyse as she faced the barrel of the gun.


  “No. There’s no need to postpone this any longer. There’s no one to help you, Elyse.”


  “I wouldn’t say no one.”


  Elyse’s gaze flew to the door where Devon stood.


  Elyse dove just as Katherine’s finger pulled the trigger. Devon’s unexpected arrival had given her the split second opportunity she’d needed. The bullet whizzed by her, piercing the wall behind her as Elyse hit the floor.


  Devon moved in fast, before Katherine had a chance to turn her weapon on him and fire. He disarmed her quickly and led her to the table, forcing her to sit.


  Juliette and Franco entered. Franco helping Elyse from the floor.


  Juliette leaned over the table, glaring at Mrs. Wythe. “You set my house on fire.”


  Katherine’s face revealed no remorse at all. “I’d rather hoped you’d burn up in it.”


  Elyse shrugged off Franco’s supportive grip, recalling Katherine’s threat to harm Sebastian and Grant. “She’s not working alone. I have to get upstairs to—”


  Sebastian and Grant blocked the doorway before Elyse could pass through. She jumped into Sebastian’s arms with a loud squeal, hugging him tightly.


  “We’re okay, Elle.”


  She kissed him hard, not bothering to stem her tears. When she released him, Grant was there, ready for her embrace. “I was so afraid. She said she had people in place to take care of you, to stop you. Then she got that text. Said she had the map.”


  “Shh,” Grant soothed, cupping her cheeks to kiss her. “She walked in alone and we started up the stairs to the Sargent Gallery. That’s when I recognized the man who had broken into the hotel. He was with another guy and we figured they were the two men who’d gotten the jump on me. We managed to lure them to a private area and, well, let’s just say they’re going to be the ones suffering from headaches when they come to.”


  “What about the text?”


  Grant looked far too pleased with himself. “I grabbed one of the guy’s phones and found Katherine’s number. Sent a text that said we’d been dealt with. Jackass didn’t even have a security code on his phone. She replied and told us to grab the last portion of the map. That’s when we called Devon. He was already in the library, following the tracking device and headed here.”


  Sebastian grinned. “By the way, Jules, there are two bloody, unconscious servants tied to a toilet in a men’s bathroom on the second floor.”


  Juliette rolled her eyes, and then looked at Devon. He sighed and grabbed his cell phone while keeping the gun trained on Mrs. Wythe. “I’ll take care of it.” He made a quick call to God only knew who.


  “All we could think about was getting to you,” Grant said, his arms tightening around her.


  Sebastian tugged Elyse into his embrace once Grant released her. “God. I don’t know what I would have done if she’d hurt you.”


  Elyse wiped her eyes. “It’s over now. We’re all okay.”


  Sebastian kissed her again, this one slower and more thorough, despite the fact there were lots of witnesses in the room.


  They broke apart when Devon cleared his throat. “I wouldn’t say it’s over yet.” He turned to point at the map as he looked at Mrs. Wythe. “What does this lead to?”


  The older woman sat silently, her gaze pointed straight ahead.


  They didn’t need her. She’d already told Elyse plenty.


  “It leads to everything Jessica stole from the Grand Master.”


  Franco’s eyes widened with delight as he leaned over the table. Placing all three pieces side by side, he reared back in surprise. “You’re not going to believe this, Jules, but I think the tunnel entrance is in your office.”


  Juliette looked at where Franco pointed and shook her head. “I can’t believe it. It was right there, all the time.” She glanced over her shoulder at Sebastian. “Behind the bookcase. But how…”


  Elyse explained. “Apparently there had been a more easily accessible entrance in the Trinity Church, but it was sealed when one of the purists had a change of heart.”


  Devon elected to remain behind to guard Mrs. Wythe as the rest of them picked up the map and headed to Juliette’s office. Grant, Franco and Sebastian strained for several minutes to move the gigantic shelf aside enough for them to be able to open the door hidden behind it.


  Juliette handed Grant and Franco flashlights as they led the way down the dark, musty corridor. The tunnel was narrow and filled with too many spiders’ webs for Elyse’s comfort. She hated spiders. They passed four doors along the way, but all of them were locked.


  “We can try to get into these later. Let’s see where this tunnel leads first,” Juliette told Franco.


  He nodded. “My gut says we won’t get in these rooms easily, but you’re right. We can deal with that later.”


  They continued moving on. By the time they reached the large chamber at the end of the hallway, Elyse was convinced they’d traveled far enough that they were directly under Trinity Church. There were two more locked doors in the chamber, but they didn’t bother with those. Their attention was riveted on what the main chamber held.


  Juliette groaned. “More boxes of files.”


  Franco was either having a seizure or freaking out in excitement. It was hard to tell which.


  Elyse tugged the lid off one of the boxes, turning her nose up at the yellowed pages. The files had clearly been stored away for decades as the cloud of dust she’d stirred up caused her to sneeze.


  Franco peered around, and then headed for a small stack of decrepit-looking cardboard boxes. He removed the top from the upper box, reached in and pulled out a tattered-looking book bound in brown leather. The cream-colored pages had pictures and letters stuck to them. Old scrapbooks seemed like a rather odd thing to keep in such a super-secret location.


  Franco apparently didn’t share her feelings about the album. Cursing under his breath, he sank to his knees, cradling the book. He ripped off his sweater, laid it on the ground, then carefully placed the book on top of it.


  Grant lifted a piece of paper from a box near him. “This box appears to contain newer information. Shit. Elyse, this mentions the eventual possibility of using your grandfather’s pharmacies to distribute drugs that haven’t been approved by the FDA to unwitting test subjects. Apparently, it would benefit Riley Pharmaceuticals.”


  Juliette glanced at the paper. “I’ll have Devon check into who owns Riley. If it’s a Trinity Master, it might give us a lead on another member of the purists.”


  Elyse took the piece of paper from Grant. The document was dated twenty years earlier. “Mrs. Wythe said she had planned to recruit me. I was five years old when these plans were made.”


  “Which leads me to believe the purists were unable to convince your grandfather or father to join their ranks,” Juliette said as she skimmed the paper.


  “Talk about playing the long game,” Grant added.


  “It’s going to take us quite a bit of time to go through all of this,” Juliette said. “Let’s get back to Devon, tell him what we’ve found. Maybe we can convince Mrs. Wythe to give us the names of the other members if we promise leniency.”


  Elyse shook her head. “She won’t tell you anything.”


  “Juliette.” Franco’s voice held a mix of anger and awe. “You need to look at this.”


  The Grand Master walked over to her kneeling husband, who started speaking so rapidly Elyse barely understood anything he was saying. She thought she heard the word “Nazi” and the name “Rosenberg.” Juliette frowned and reached into the box, extracting another book that looked just as tattered as the first.


  Franco yelled and demanded she replace the book. Juliette put it away, keeping a wary eye on her husband as she did.


  Elyse looked around. There were so many boxes, so many secrets.


  Juliette motioned towards the door. “We need to go back.”


  They started back the way they’d come—Franco cradling the box he’d wrapped in his sweater to his chest.


  As they walked through the dark corridor, Sebastian tried to open the locked doors once again. “Something tells me we’ve only scratched the surface of what’s down here.”


  “Yeah,” Juliette agreed. “I think you’re right.”


  When they returned to the conference room, they were shocked to discover Mrs. Wythe lying on the floor, unconscious, her lips turning blue.


  Devon was kneeling over her, holding a vial in his hands. He looked up when they entered.


  “She had poison in her pocket. I got a text from my men telling me they’d taken care of our issue in the library restroom. I looked away for seconds. She drank whatever was in this vial.”


  Sebastian knelt next to Devon, placing his fingers against her carotid. “She’s dead.”


  Elyse sank down onto a chair in the conference room. “She came here knowing she’d reached the end. I guess she was prepared to take care of things no matter what the outcome.”


  Juliette crossed her arms. “It doesn’t matter. We’ve found their hiding place. It will take us some time, but we’re going to uncover all the members. We’re going to make things right.”


  Elyse smiled. “You’re going to be a great Grand Master.”


  Juliette gave her a quick surprised look, and then her grin grew. “Thanks, Elle.”


  For the next several minutes, Elyse repeated her entire conversation with Mrs. Wythe, sharing every detail the woman had told her.


  Franco tapped his fingers rapidly on the table, studying the map once more. Several times, he wondered aloud what was locked behind the other doors.


  Devon made arrangements to have Mrs. Wythe discreetly removed from the library. Given the insurmountable tasks awaiting her, Elyse couldn’t help but think Juliette had set herself up with the perfect husbands.


  For several minutes, the men continued to discuss the information they’d uncovered, while Juliette slipped away to her office.


  Elyse glanced at Grant, who was studying the map with Franco, and Sebastian, who was engaging in a hushed conversation with Devon. She felt blessed herself.


  If only…


  She stood up, intent on cornering Juliette and requesting that the trinity be allowed to stand. Juliette was alone in her office, so now was the perfect time. She could step out while the men were distracted.


  “You ready to go?” Sebastian asked, catching her before she reached the door of the conference room.


  “I…” Elyse’s nerve began to waver and she suddenly understood Sebastian’s reluctance to bring up the subject to Juliette. What if she said no? What if they only had a few more nights together?


  Then she recalled Sebastian’s comments. Rome really was a beautiful country.


  She sighed. They still had four days before the marriage ceremony. Plenty of time to corner Juliette and present their plea. For now, she wanted to wrap herself around Sebastian and Grant and celebrate the fact they were all safe.


  And alive.


  “Sure.”


  They bid their goodbyes to Devon and Franco. Grant took one hand as Sebastian claimed the other.


  All she wanted was to be home. With them.


   


   


   


  

Chapter Sixteen


   


  “Sebastian,” Juliette called out, catching them just before they could step onto the elevator. “Before the three of you leave, I need to speak to you. There’s something we need to take care of immediately.”


  Sebastian glanced at Elyse and Grant and saw the concern in their gazes. None of them were familiar with the policies surrounding the dissolution of a trinity, but it appeared Juliette was determined to tie up all the loose ends today.


  “Jules,” Sebastian started as they followed her into the altar room, “can’t this—”


  “Quiet,” she demanded in a firm voice.


  Sebastian had made a vow that he wouldn’t show disrespect to his Grand Master again, but if Juliette ended this trinity, if she took Grant and Elyse away from him, he wouldn’t continue with Trinity Masters.


  To choose that path meant ruination—he didn’t think Juliette would have him killed—but he didn’t care what the consequences were. They were his, and hell would freeze over before he let anyone take them away from him.


  Juliette gestured to the bronze symbol in the middle of the floor, silently directing each of them to assume the same places where they had stood several weeks earlier.


  Elyse shook her head when Juliette began to speak.


  “Please,” she whispered to Juliette, before looking at Grant and Sebastian with imploring eyes.


  “Grand Master—” Grant started.


  “Silence!” Juliette barked, the three of them falling quiet in the face of her demand.


  Sebastian looked at Grant and saw the same determination in his lover’s face. They’d risk losing everything to keep each other.


  Juliette began the ceremony once more and as she spoke, Sebastian began to recognize the words.


  “Jules,” he whispered. She wasn’t dissolving the union. She was marrying them.


  Elyse gasped and Grant grinned when they realized the same thing.


  Juliette smiled, but didn’t stop. The Trinity Masters’ marriage ceremony contained many similarities to its conventional counterpart. The three of them spoke their vows, their promises to love each other, as well as reaffirming their oaths to uphold the beliefs of the organization. Those words felt particularly powerful to Sebastian, as he dealt with the fact he’d been willing to walk away from everything he’d always believed in only a few moments earlier.


  Love.


  It seemed Elyse—and now Grant—had the power to make him forget his ideals, to make him do stupid things.


  Elyse squeezed his hand and smiled. They’d let too many things come between them in the past. Those days were over. From this point on, they walked this path together.


  When the ceremony was over, Juliette pronounced them married. Unlike their last time at the altar, there was no hesitance as they reached out for each other. Grant kissed Elyse, who then turned to kiss Sebastian. Once he released their bride, Grant was there, his lips pressed firmly to Sebastian’s.


  For a moment, he wondered what Juliette would make of that kiss.


  When they broke apart, he glanced over and realized Juliette was leaving. He sprinted after her, catching her at the door.


  She looked over her shoulder and rolled her eyes. “Leaving them at the altar again, Seb? Bad form.”


  He didn’t bother to reply to her joke. Instead, he bent and hugged her. Her arms wrapped tightly around him as he whispered “thank you” in her ear.


  “Be happy,” she said as she released him. For a second, he thought he saw a tear in her eye, but she turned and left the room before he could confirm and give her shit for it.


  When he returned to the altar, Grant had Elyse tucked in front of him, his arms around her waist as the two of them watched his exchange with Juliette.


  “Should we go home?” Sebastian asked.


  Elyse nodded. “Home. Our home.”


  “Or better yet, our bed,” Grant joked.


  They caught a cab to the Boston Harbor and it took all the strength Sebastian possessed not to engage in the world’s kinkiest make-out session in the backseat. Unfortunately, Elyse was too well known and he didn’t want to do anything that would cause a scandal for her.


  When they entered the condo, Grant kept hold of Elyse’s hand and tried to drag her toward the bedroom.


  She pulled free and tugged off her wool peacoat and hung it on the rack, intent on teasing them, making them wait.


  “I think it’s time for Seb and me to follow through on a promise we made to you yesterday.”


  Elyse took a step away from them. “What promise?”


  Sebastian grinned. “The one that involved us tying you to our bed.”


  “I’ve been dying to try a little bondage with our girl,” Grant admitted to him.


  Elyse narrowed her eyes, the intensity of the look ruined by her flirty grin. “You have to catch me first.”


  Before either he or Grant realized her intention, she was in motion. They were only a few steps behind her when she darted out of the room and down the hallway. It was obvious her plan didn’t really involve escape when she ran into their bedroom and leapt over the bed, putting the king-size mattress between her and them.


  Grant stood guard on the side opposite her as Sebastian slowly walked around the foot of the bed.


  “If you give up now, we’ll take it easy on you,” Grant said.


  Elyse laughed, the sound pure joy without a drop of fear. “When have I ever asked for easy?”


  Sebastian boxed her in until her only choice was to try to get by Grant. They caught her in the middle of the mattress. Grant straddled her hips, holding her in place as Sebastian dug through the dresser drawer that held Elyse’s scarves.


  When he returned, Grant had already managed to get her topless. Not that Elyse was putting up much of a fight.


  He handed the scarves to Grant, who gave him a quick up and down.


  “Get undressed,” Grant said gruffly.


  Sebastian was becoming accustomed to Grant’s demanding nature in the bedroom. Something in his lover’s eyes told him now that the ink was drying on this marriage, Grant wasn’t going to hold back.


  Sebastian stripped off his shirt, then shucked his pants as Elyse and Grant watched. Once he was naked, he gestured toward Grant. “What about you?”


  Grant grinned—the smile sexy and intimidating at the same time. Sebastian was certain the sudden thickening of his cock wasn’t lost on either of his lovers.


  “I intend to see to Elyse first. Grab one of those scarves and secure her hand to that side of the headboard.” As he spoke, Grant picked up a second scarf and tied her other hand to the corner opposite Sebastian.


  Elyse remained still for only a moment. Then she appeared to lose her nerve, struggling against them. Her efforts were in vain.


  “Safe word,” Grant said, reminding her.


  She shook her head.


  Grant chuckled. “Just say it for me once, green eyes, so I know you remember it.”


  “Bahh-ston.”


  Sebastian was amused by her exaggerated pronunciation of their hometown.


  Grant rose from the bed. As he undressed, he told Sebastian to finish taking Elyse’s clothing off. Then, they worked together to tie her ankles to the footboard.


  Once she was spread eagle on the mattress, Grant took a moment to admire his handiwork. “One of these nights, I’m going to tie both of you up, preferably together.”


  Sebastian grunted, unsuccessfully pretending he wasn’t sorry Grant wasn’t following through on that promise right now.


  Grant sat down next to Elyse, who jumped slightly.


  “You faced down the barrel of a gun today. I’m fairly certain what happens here will be no problem for you.” Grant ran his fingers between her breasts, along her stomach and down to her clit. His touches were light, but deadly. Elyse shivered, her nipples budding. She squirmed, clearly in need of something a bit stronger, but Grant appeared to be in no hurry.


  Sebastian considered joining them, but decided he liked watching for now. Studying Grant’s skill. His new partner had ten years on him age-wise, but it felt like Grant was centuries ahead of Sebastian when it came to pleasing a woman. Their woman.


  Elyse’s flushed face confirmed how much she loved everything Grant was doing to her. When he finally pushed two fingers inside her, her back arched and she cried out.


  Talk about riding the razor’s edge. Her responses were having a powerful effect on him as well. Sebastian slowly stroked his erection as he watched Grant drive Elyse closer and closer to her orgasm.


  When he couldn’t stand not touching them a second longer, he sat on her opposite side, imitating Grant’s earlier strokes. He ran his fingers over her breasts. He lightly pinched her nipples. He dipped his hand lower to gently caress her clit as Grant added a third finger to the first two still pumping deep inside her.


  Elyse thrashed her head from side to side. “God. God!” she cried.


  Sebastian caught Grant’s eye. They shared a secret smile and Grant leaned forward to kiss him. It was a quick, hard kiss. They broke away when Elyse’s body jerked, her orgasm coming hard enough that she shook the bed.


  When Sebastian looked back at her, he realized she’d been watching them kiss. She got the same sense of thrill he did in seeing his lovers touch.


  For several moments, he and Grant slowed their motions, letting her ride out the storm. Once it had passed, they cast her right back into the hurricane, driving her up and over twice more before they loosened the ties and set her free.


  Lethargic and limp were good words to describe Elyse. He chuckled. “You look like you’re made of rubber, Elle.”


  She tried to give Sebastian an annoyed look, but the smile on her face killed any sting. “I’m going to sleep for the next five years to recover from that. Then I’m getting even,” she threatened.


  Grant laughed. “Actually, that nap of yours is going to have to wait. I’m not finished with you yet.”


  Elyse didn’t respond with words. Instead, she lifted her arms and drew Grant to her. He caged her beneath him, his cock sliding in smoothly. Though they’d only been together less than a month, their bodies had given in to the inevitable perfectness of this long before their heads and hearts.


  Sebastian watched as Grant thrust inside their wife, his motions strong and sure. He couldn’t resist reaching out to stroke his hand along Grant’s powerful back, to feel his muscles as he worked to bring Elyse to the pinnacle once more.


  Grant glanced over and smiled. Then, his unshakable lover missed a beat when Sebastian drew his hand lower, caressing Grant’s ass.


  Elyse giggled—the sound morphing into a gasp when Grant thrust harder. And then her gasp became a groan when Sebastian raised his hand and slapped Grant’s ass.


  Grant’s eyes narrowed and Sebastian wondered if he’d demand that he stop. Grant was typically king of the hill in the bedroom, topping Sebastian and Elyse with a steadfast grip.


  Grant only paused for a moment, then he began moving once more. “Do it again,” he demanded to Sebastian.


  Sebastian grinned. Even in this, Grant found a way to control the moment.


  Not that Sebastian minded. He lifted his hand and smacked Grant’s ass harder. As Grant took Elyse, his motions began to mimic the rise and fall of Sebastian’s hand. If Sebastian gave him a firm slap, Grant thrust hard. If he gentled his touch, Grant slowed down, rocking into Elyse’s body.


  For the first time, Sebastian held the reins. And he loved it. When it was obvious both his lovers were close, Sebastian upped the ante. Reaching between Grant’s legs, he dipped his finger into Elyse’s dripping pussy, moving the digit in alongside Grant’s cock.


  Elyse cried out, her back arching, her inner muscles clenching. She liked that. A lot. Sebastian cataloged that fact away. He wanted to explore it in depth, but that would have to happen later. Right now, his plan was different.


  Using the juices from Elyse’s body, he pulled free of her pussy. On Grant’s next inward thrust, Sebastian was there, ready. He pushed his finger into Grant’s ass, straight to the hilt.


  Grant yelled out as he came. Elyse was right there with him. Her hands gripping Grant’s hips, her body undulating as pleasure rolled through her. Sebastian kept his finger lodged deep, not daring to move.


  Once Grant’s climax waned, he looked over his shoulder at Sebastian.


  “No one’s ever touched me there,” Grant admitted. “That’s usually my role.”


  “Looks like we’re destined to be each other’s firsts.” Sebastian wasn’t sure how Grant would reply to that. There was no denying he desperately wanted to take Grant that way.


  Grant’s jaw clenched as he considered Sebastian’s assertion. “I guess we are,” he said at last. “But not tonight.” Grant gave him a crooked grin. “I need a little time to come to grips with that.”


  Sebastian slowly withdrew his finger, his smile growing. He’d asked for time after the kiss. He could easily grant his new husband the same courtesy.


  After all, they had forever.


  That realization finally sank in. Sebastian had spent so much of the past month trying to prepare himself for what seemed like the inevitable ending that he hadn’t let himself consider what it would mean to be here with his spouses. With a whole lifetime stretched out in front of them.


  Grant fell with the grace of a giant oak to the side of the bed. Elyse lay still for only a moment. While she’d been exhausted earlier, it appeared she had found her second wind. She rose to her knees, and then bent her face lower, taking Sebastian’s dick into her mouth. He gripped her hair and groaned.


  “God, I love your mouth on me, Elle.”


  She allowed him to set the pace. She was beautifully submissive when they were together like this. He was in love with her and every day that feeling grew stronger.


  While the emotions he felt for her were familiar, it was his newfound love for Grant that had his head spinning. He’d always known there was a chance he’d be partnered with a man. Sebastian had assumed his relationship with the male spouse would simply be one of friendship, though. He hadn’t anticipated or foreseen the pulse-pounding, cock-throbbing love he would feel. It was heady and wonderful.


  Sebastian had come to Elyse and Grant under false pretenses, living a lie, buried in a sea of guilt. They’d cut through all the bullshit and forgiven him, let him in. It had been an elegant seduction. And he’d fallen completely, irrevocably in love with them both.


  Though he wished he could draw this moment out for hours, Sebastian had been riding too close to the edge for too long. He gave in to the climax, silently promising himself that next time—or maybe the time after that, or somewhere twenty years down the road—he’d manage to last more than a few minutes.


  His fingers tightened in her hair as he came. Then he gently pulled her away, lifting her so that he could wrap her in his embrace. “I love you, Elle.”


  She looked up at him and smiled. “I love you too, Seb.”


  Grant reached up for Elyse’s hand, tugging her down and waiting for Sebastian to claim his usual place on the other side of her.


  “We did it,” Grant said quietly.


  Elyse sighed happily. “Yeah. We did.”


  “Now if I could only get you two to admit the West Coast serves up better Mexican food than the East, everything would be perfect.”


  They all fell asleep laughing.


   


   


   


  

Epilogue


   


  “If he’s right, we won’t be able to keep it a secret.”


  “No, we won’t.” The Grand Master shook her head. Looking around the table at her counselors, she tried to project confidence and leadership. Devon and Sebastian looked back at her, both men more than capable leaders, but waiting for her to make the call.


  The third counselor was over at her desk, supervising the book scanner he’d set up. Franco was hovering over the scanner, which took up most of the surface space of the desk. The sleek black plastic shell and mechanical hum seemed out of place. A window in the front meant she could see the arm inside the scanner carefully turn the page before the built-in cameras snapped pictures.


  Whatever happened next, Franco had convinced her that the contents of those albums had to be protected.


  Juliette turned her attention back to the small conference table and the photos spread out there. They shuffled the headshots back and forth like playing cards. But this wasn’t a game. This was a potential trinity on the line.


  “Are we doing the right thing?”


  Sebastian gestured to the scanner. “You mean by investigating this?”


  “No, I mean by forming a trinity based on a task, rather than on jobs, or fields of study, or even on personalities.”


  “Trinities have been formed for less.” Sebastian smiled wryly.


  “That’s what I’m afraid of.”


  Devon reached over to stroke his wife’s arm. “We’ve found too many things in that room to deal with on our own. We have to turn to the membership for help.”


  Juliette nodded. What Devon wasn’t saying, what they’d all avoided saying, was that one of the main reasons they needed to have these issues investigated by trinities, and not just by individual members, was that they couldn’t trust any one member. Not until they knew who the purists were.


  “Eli Wexler.” Juliette pulled his picture toward her. “He’s by far the best person to tackle this.”


  “We know this will be dangerous. He needs someone for help with security.”


  “Price Bennett was one of my brother’s counselors. I reached out to him for a suggestion.” Juliette grabbed a photo of a beautiful dark-haired, dark-eyed woman. “Irina Gentry.”


  “That takes care of the brains and the muscle.” Devon looked at the photos. “What about their third?”


  “You’re going to need more than muscle.” Tasha leaned out of the shadows. She was so quiet Juliette had almost forgotten she was there. Tasha had served as a fixer for Harrison when he served as Grand Master. Juliette hadn’t read through Tasha’s file—frankly, she didn’t want to know exactly what the lovely woman was capable of.


  “What do you suggest? Someone with intelligence work experience?” Juliette looked at Devon, who started shuffling through the images, sorting out people who were either CIA or FBI agents or assets.


  “Intelligence work.” Tasha’s lips quirked. “No. I think not.” She went to the stack of photos they hadn’t been considering. Flipping through, she pulled out one and with a flick of her wrist had it sliding down the table to Juliette.


  A good-looking, if unremarkable, man stared straight ahead in the photo. He wore thick-rimmed glasses and his hair was messy. Juliette smiled at the photo, her gaze flicking to Franco, who was petting the book scanner.


  “That’s Jasper Ferrer.” Tasha resumed her position half in shadow.


  Juliette flipped over the image to read the bio printed on the back. “He’s an archaeologist. That’s not exactly going to help.”


  “He’s an archaeologist as much as Indiana Jones is.” Tasha laughed softly.


  Devon whistled through his teeth. “This is the guy? I’ve heard rumors about him.”


  Juliette handed him the photo. “What guy? And what do you mean by that Indiana Jones comment?”


  Devon chuckled. “Indiana Jones is a terrible archaeologist, but he’s a good collector, or grave robber, depending on your point of view.”


  “Jasper’s a grave robber?”


  “No,” Tasha said. “He’s a cat burglar, specializing in art and antiquities.”


  Sebastian laughed. “Actually…that might be helpful.”


  Juliette lined up the photos. “Eli, the art historian, married to Jasper, the art thief.” She sighed. “Irina is going to have her work cut out for her.”


   


  * * *


   


  Meanwhile…in another city, the dark-haired woman looked down at the faded section of map and thought about secrets. Secrets inside secrets. Loyalties and secret sects that stretched back generations, all housed inside an already-secret society.


  No one knew all the secrets. But she knew more than most.


  And they were killing her.


  She folded the original map, placing it back into its waterproof sleeve along with all the fake copies she’d made. No one alive, except her, knew what the real map looked like. She’d “made copies” to give to those who thought they deserved a copy, those who had blackmailed and coerced her into sharing what she knew.


  But the dark-haired woman was no stranger to blackmail and secrets. She’d grown up living a lie, living in secrets.


  She shoved the waterproof envelope into the hidden compartment behind the tile in her bathroom. Only she knew that the copies she had weren’t really copies, but instead were photoshopped images, each one slightly different than the last. A small rebellion, a tiny step toward fighting back.


  No one would ever suspect the rebellion. She’d been raised from birth to support this cause, been trained to layer secrets one atop another.


  No one would ever suspect she’d turn those skills against them. She wasn’t brave enough yet. Didn’t know everything she needed to know.


  Until that day came, she had to live with herself.


  And that was increasingly hard to do.


   


   


   


  Join the world of the Trinity Masters…


   


   


  Elemental Pleasure


  Trinity Masters, book 1


   


  There is passion and power in three…


   


  When Carly Kenan joined the secretive Trinity Masters in college, she knew that she’d have to pay. That day has come. Returning to Boston, Carly meets former Marine Lance Glassco, a mathematician for DARPA, and Preston Kim, a celebrated chemist. Though on the surface they have nothing in common, it’s clear the Grand Master thinks that together the three of them can do something amazing. And that’s why he’s declared that Carly, Lance and Preston must unite. In a ménage.


   


  Tempers flare as they struggle to understand each other, but their physical attraction is explosive, and the sex leaves all of them begging for more. Pushed beyond her limits, Carly runs from Lance and Preston. What she doesn’t understand is that she now belongs to them, body and soul…and they belong to her. When Lance uncovers a dangerous crime at Preston’s company, Carly is caught in the crossfire and the struggling lovers are forced to move beyond desire…to trust.


   


  The Trinity Masters have the power to make careers and change lives, but there’s a price. Members know that the day will come when the Grand Master will select them, and pair them with two others. For the Trinity Masters the strongest bond isn’t a pair, but a threesome.


   


   


  Primal Passion


  Trinity Masters, book 2


   


  An FBI agent. A wealthy CEO. A virgin scientist.


   


  Deni Parker thinks she’s got it all figured out. At the cutting edge of science, she has little time for anything but work. Luckily she doesn’t have to bother with dating because she’s a member of the Trinity Masters—a secret society that has not only helped her career, but which will identify the two people she’ll spend the rest of her life with in an arranged ménage marriage.  When her invitation to the introduction ceremony is delivered—years ahead of what she expected—by the very intimidating, and far too handsome, Price Bennett, Deni’s more than a little unprepared.


   


  Price didn’t join the Trinity Masters to play messenger. As CEO of a major security firm and heir to one of the largest fortunes in the world, he’s annoyed when the Grand Master orders him to transport the disorganized, virgin scientist to the ceremony to meet her partners. It’s only when they arrive that Price realizes he isn’t a messenger—he’s been matched with Deni.


   


  FBI Agent Gunner Wells has been in love with Deni for years, but he’s resisted giving in to his attraction. When he arrives at his introduction ceremony, he’s delighted to discover Deni is not only a member of the secret society, but one of his partners…along with billionaire playboy, Price Bennett.


   


  Their strong personalities clash—in the bedroom and out of it—but Price and Gunner have to put aside their overprotectiveness, and Deni must put aside her pride, when someone tries to stop her research—with deadly methods.


   


   


  Scorching Desire


  Trinity Masters, book 3


   


  A reformed spy. A respectable lawyer. A renowned playboy.


   


  When Damon Corso is blackmailed it’s not just his career that’s in jeopardy, but the Trinity Masters–America’s oldest and most powerful secret society. He and fellow member Marco Polin, a world famous playboy musician, enjoy sharing women, a secret that until now they’ve kept quiet.


   


  Tasha Kasharin, the reformed spy sent to help them, knows this is more than simple blackmail. Marco and Damon’s lives are in danger. She ignores her increasingly vivid fantasies about being part of a trinity with them until their investigation is interrupted by the Grand Master, who calls them to the altar and binds them in a menage marriage.


   


  The men must trust their futures to the unexpectedly innocent woman who’s now their wife, while dealing with the change in their own relationship, and the complicated feelings that come with it. Blackmail escalates to violence, and they’ll have to trust and accept one another if they’re going to survive.


   


   


  Forbidden Legacy


  Trinity Masters, book 4


   


  An enigmatic leader. A steadfast woman. An improper proposal.


   


  Harrison Adams has served as leader of the Trinity Masters for a decade. He’s always placed the group above his own needs—even when it comes to the one woman who calls to him. When a dangerous threat to the secret society surfaces, Harrison sets a plan in motion that could save the organization, but it comes with a price.


   


  Alexis turned down an invitation to join the Trinity Masters, afraid to relinquish control over her life, her future…her heart. That rejection means night after night of unrequited lust as she and Harrison are forced to ignore their desires. Her heart aching, she throws herself into her job and her difficult working relationship with her boss, Michael. He’s attractive and maddening, but Alexis has zero plans to give in to the crazy chemistry between them.


   


  Harrison asks Alexis to experiment in a ménage relationship with him and she agrees unable to take another moment of longing for him. Perhaps with a third around she’ll be able to keep her heart intact. She is completely unaware their third will be Michael. She couldn’t have known how giving herself to them would inflame her desires. Or how much she would enjoy submitting to them.


   


  But when an evil man looking for revenge sets his sights on Harrison, time is the one thing none of them have. And it soon becomes apparent Harrison’s forbidden legacy could destroy them all…


   


   


  Hidden Devotion


  Trinity Masters, book 5


   


  A reluctant leader. A CIA handler. A lost legacy.


   


  Juliette Adams’s spent her life running, from both her status as the daughter of the Grand Master and her arranged marriage. Until the day everything changed and she became Grand Master—a position she was never meant to hold.


   


  Devon Asher has more than a few secrets, the least of which is that he’s desperately in love with Juliette, which shouldn’t be a problem since they were betrothed when they were children. Now that she’s Grand Master his secrets aren’t safe.


   


  Franco Garcia Santiago always assumed the tales of a Trinity Masters were fantastical stories his grandfather made up, until Juliette shows up at his door. Together they uncover the secrets of the Trinity Masters, unaware of the danger they’re putting themselves in.


   


  Juliette must decide if she’ll turn her back on her destiny or embrace the role of Grand Master, and if she’ll use her power to discontinue the trinity marriages she grew up despising, or follow her heart, which tells her happiness lies with both Devon and Franco.
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