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There’s power and passion in three

An enigmatic leader…

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.

A steadfast woman…

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.

An improper proposal she can’t refuse…

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 her infuriating boss, 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…
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The young man in the shadows stood a fair distance from the mourners, studying everyone who approached the widower. He lifted his camera and focused his long-range lens, zooming in until he had a clear shot of faces…and hands.

Hands, he had come to discover, told him more than faces. One of the gentlemen reached out to the widower, lifting his left hand to place it in a consoling fashion on the grieving man’s shoulder.

The young man snapped a picture and then looked in the viewfinder. A smile crossed his face. The ring. The symbol. It was there.

“Gotcha.” Another piece to the puzzle. Another fly captured in the web. He had been studying the symbol for nearly a year, tying it to a slew of rich and powerful people from current day all the way back to the American Revolution. While its significance wasn’t quite clear to him yet, he was close to discovering the secret. And he knew it was big.

He lifted the camera once more and snapped a few more shots of the dark-haired man. He’d upload the photos to his laptop at the hotel and run a facial-recognition scan using the hacker software he’d designed. By tonight, he’d have this man’s name and life story.

He studied the other people around the two caskets. Everyone at the small ceremony had an air about them—of wealth, position, power. His mother used to warn him about these sorts of people, claiming they were the wolves in sheep’s clothing, the ones to look out for. She’d had a good reason to believe that. Two of the wolves at this funeral had destroyed her life—and his. He was going to ensure they paid for it. Dearly.

Thoughts of his mother sent a surge of anger through him. He took a deep breath, finding a way to turn the heat to cool, the frustration to calculation. The villains were here in Boston and the means for their destruction were at hand. The first part of the punishment had already begun as he looked at the two caskets. His handiwork. The dead women were merely pawns in his game, and their deaths had certainly paid off.

He glanced at the widower, taking in his hunched posture. The man’s pain was almost tangible. The young man grinned. He intended to exploit that grief, turn it to his advantage. The widower was devastated, weakened by the loss. It would take very little effort to push the man completely over the edge and finish him off. But before he did, he intended to get answers from him.

Then he’d have the weapons needed to destroy the mastermind. Dr. Harrison Adams would suffer for his sins.

Harrison moved in to offer his condolences to the widower. His face was as familiar to him as his own. No picture was necessary. He had a whole wall full of shots of this bastard.

He had studied Harrison’s face at length over the past year, and soon he would discover the means to obliterate him. An eye for an eye. Harrison would lose everything by the time the young man was finished.

At long last, the wait was almost over.

It was time to strike.
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Chapter One
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Harrison leaned back and sighed heavily, awaiting the inevitable meeting. He’d sat in the Grand Master’s chair for nearly a decade, inheriting the prominent position when his seventy-three-year-old father suffered a debilitating stroke. Harrison Adams, only thirty-five at the time, had stepped in. The eldest child in his family had served as Grand Master for six generations. It was his legacy.

After all, the Trinity Masters was more than a fraternal society to him. More than a way of life. It was in his blood. The strictures and philosophies of the secret society were his religion. He believed in them, trusted that what the founding fathers had put in place over two centuries earlier was as vital to the success of the country as the Constitution. The members had a responsibility to use their intelligence, their drive, their talents—even their fortunes—for good and progress. It was their God-given duty.

His father had preached that to him from the time Harrison had been old enough to speak.

For two hundred years, his family had preserved the society, protected its values, kept the organization safe and strong.

And now, he was failing them all.

Someone not within the Trinity Masters had uncovered their existence, and it was clear their motives were deadly. Exposure would bring the downfall of the society, reveal members’ identities and destroy them.

It fell to Harrison to find the villain and bring him down. And he needed to do it quickly and quietly—without alerting the membership.

Unfortunately, he was facing another problem, one of his own making.

Price was on his way to his office, and Michael wouldn’t be far behind. Though he stood as the controlling force behind the secret society, no leader stood alone. Michael and Price were his conscience, his sounding boards. Sometimes they were his voice of reason.

Today, however, they weren’t coming to guide him, but to issue an ultimatum.

Not even the Grand Master was exempt from the Trinity Masters’ laws. And though he’d put this moment off as long as he could, time had finally run out.

Michael and Price were here to tell Harrison he needed to choose his mates and marry. The next few weeks weren’t going to be easy. He took a deep breath as he considered his course. There was only one way forward, but it was going to be a damned difficult road to walk.

There was a knock on the door.

“Enter,” he called.

“Grand Master?”

“Hello, Price.”

Price Bennett was a huge, imposing man. They’d met through the Trinity Masters and formed a solid relationship over the years. Price had recently been matched with his partners—a brilliant scientist and a sharp FBI agent. The trio had been instrumental in putting a stop to a dangerous religious zealot whose madness had led him to murder. Though Price had been resistant to the match initially, the nonstop smile he wore lately told Harrison things had worked out just fine.

“Is the Corzo situation still under control?”

Harrison was accustomed to Price’s straightforward manner. It actually appealed to Harrison and was one of the reasons he’d chosen Price as an adviser. There were times when life was simply too short to waste on niceties. This would be one such occasion. Michael was unaware of the threat to the Trinity Masters, and Harrison would prefer to keep it that way for as long as possible. If he figured it out too soon, Harrison’s plan would unravel before he had a chance to put the pieces in place.

Harrison had confided in Price about a blackmail situation within the Trinity Masters nearly a year ago. Price, an expert in security, had wanted to take charge of the investigation, but Harrison had rejected his offer, opting instead to use another’s expertise. The woman he’d enlisted, Tasha, had done her job very well, protecting two of the Trinity Masters’ most high-profile members—Damon Corzo and Marco Polin. In order to keep their identities safe, Harrison had matched Tasha with Damon and Marco. It was a good triad—a strong one. However, though the photos the blackmailer used had been destroyed and the attempt to frame Damon and Marco for murder had been stopped, the blackmailer had not been caught, nor had his identity been discovered, a fact that didn’t sit easy with Price—or Harrison.

“The problem seems to have been neutralized.” What Harrison didn’t bother to add was “for the moment.” It appeared the blackmailer’s plan to destroy Damon and Marco had simply been a way to flush out the bigger players. And it had worked, though Harrison hadn’t revealed as much to Price. Or to anyone for that matter.

The villain’s desire to uncover the Trinity Masters’ secrets wasn’t based on hatred for the club. Instead, the blackmailer’s anger appeared to be focused exclusively on Harrison, on baiting him, on pushing him into making a mistake. Something that had been abundantly clear when Tasha had discovered a check written by the blackmailer with the words Hello, Harrison in the memo line.

Harrison had told Price the blackmailer had disappeared. That wasn’t the truth, but it wasn’t Price’s concern. The next time the villain showed his face, Harrison would be the one to confront him, to stop him.

This fight was personal.

Price released a relieved sigh. “Very good. I’m happy to hear that problem has remained quiet. I spoke to Jonathan yesterday after the funeral.”

Harrison leaned back in his chair and the same heaviness that weighed on his chest whenever he thought of Jonathan reappeared. Jonathan, a member of the Trinity Masters, had just lost both of his wives. “How is he doing?”

Price’s shoulders drooped. “Not well.”

“That’s understandable. He’s just suffered a devastating loss.”

Price frowned. “It’s more than that. He seems almost disconnected from reality. Kept muttering about voices talking to him in the middle of the night and conspiracy theories.”

Harrison tapped his fingers together. “Voices?”

Price shrugged. “I questioned him about it, but he just kept muttering that God was seeking revenge, paying him back for his sins. None of it made any sense.”

Harrison suspected Jonathan was running on empty, that his grief was mingling with exhaustion. Clearly that combination was lending itself to paranoia. Even so, given recent events, Harrison thought it might be best to err on the side of caution. “Can you and Gunner keep an eye on him?”

Price appeared surprised by the request. “You think he poses a problem for us?”

“Honestly? No. Jonathan is one of the kindest, most rational men I’ve ever met. I think he’s simply worn out and overwhelmed by sorrow. Once some time has passed, he’ll bounce back, but it wouldn’t hurt to stay close until he does.”

“I’ll take care of it.”

“Take care of what?” Michael appeared at the doorway.

Harrison stalled a moment too long before lying to his best friend. “Price is checking into the arrangements for the quarterly meeting. It’s only three weeks away and we need to finalize the agenda and make sure everything is in place for the Winter Gala.” Four times a year, the senior members of the Trinity Masters gathered for a meeting that was followed immediately by a social soiree attended by everyone.

Michael nodded, though Harrison suspected his friend wasn’t fooled. Too many times in the past year, Michael had picked up on Harrison’s anxiety, the fact he was distracted. Michael had stopped asking what was wrong because he was no doubt sick of Harrison’s standard response of, “Nothing.”

Unlike Price, Harrison and Michael had been friends since childhood. Though Michael was a year younger, they’d been inseparable as boys. And even as adults. They’d attended the same schools from kindergarten through college. Most importantly, they’d always understood each other, recognizing what their lives meant. As legacies—children born of Trinity Masters—Michael and Harrison had embraced the philosophies and lifestyles of their parents. That shared heritage had solidified their bond, made them brothers in a way.

Which was why it was so hard for Harrison to keep a secret from his friend. However, some lessons—once instilled—were impossible to ignore. Harrison’s father had begun training him for his role as Grand Master from a very young age, stressing the importance of keeping his own counsel. Unlike Harrison, his father hadn’t selected advisers, had refused to share information regarding the Trinity Masters with anyone—not even his own partners.

Instead, Harrison had—in only a minute way—been his father’s counsel. Even then, his father had kept countless secrets, the majority of which resided in the file cabinet behind his desk. Distrustful of computers, his father had kept records the same way the founders of the Trinity Masters had—on paper.

After his father’s debilitating stroke, it had taken Harrison the better part of a year to work his way through the files and the secrets, bringing the organization up to speed in terms of technology—entering the most important information into a highly secure computer so that it wouldn’t be lost to future generations.

One of the members, Carly Kenan, a programming genius, had created and installed firewalls and security software in the Trinity Masters headquarters that would take even the best hacker days to crack, and it was designed to destroy the records if anyone got close. With her expertise, Harrison felt comfortable putting two hundred years’ worth of secrets on a computer.

His father had kept copious notes, so it was easy to transfer the information over. However, as he’d aged, his handwriting had become harder and harder to decipher. Harrison worried there were too many important details his father had forgotten to record or that had been lost in illegible scribbles.

He glanced at a file folder on his desk. It contained at least two-dozen pages of indecipherable notes his father had left. Harrison had poured over them more hours than he cared to count as he tried to figure out the secrets they held. He vowed he wouldn’t make the same mistake his father had. Every vital bit of information he’d collected during his tenure as Grand Master was accounted for within the files of the computer and backed up in three other locations.

For the past decade, Harrison had counted on Price and Michael to help him with the administrative duties required to run such a large organization, but he still played his cards close to his chest. His father’s admonitions, his warnings to trust only himself, had taken. With the current threat looming over his head, Harrison was glad he’d kept his silence. Too much was riding on his current plan, and one misstep could cause the entire foundation of the Trinity Masters to crumble.

“I’m glad to hear the meeting is well-organized. I’ll make sure the reminders go out in a couple of days.” Then his friend gave him a crooked grin that basically said it all. Michael wasn’t happy to be here, wasn’t pleased with what he had to say, but his friend would do his duty, wouldn’t shirk the responsibility just because it made him uncomfortable.

“Harrison.” Michael claimed his usual seat next to Price. Harrison was amused by the ease with which they all assumed their usual places. How many times had the three of them sat in this office, discussing current events, analyzing happenings in society and deciding the future of their members? He would miss these moments with them. “How are you doing?” Michael asked.

“I know why you’re here, Michael. We can skip the greetings.”

Michael leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. “You have three months, Harrison. Cutting it a bit close, aren’t you?”

Harrison laced his fingers together, resting them on the surface of his large desk. “I’m perfectly aware of how much time is needed to form this relationship.”

Actually, he had less than three months. He needed to choose his partners and meet them at the altar one month prior to their formal bonding ceremony. All trios were given one month to get to know each other and put their affairs in order before they embarked on a lifetime together. Which meant Harrison needed to secure his partners quickly.

Michael frowned, his face revealing his concern. Michael had no doubt guessed what was holding Harrison back from solidifying his future.

Theirfuture.

But his friend’s suspicions were wrong.

Michael had never asked why Harrison hadn’t found matches for him. At forty-four, Michael’s days as a single man were about to come to an end as well. Harrison could only surmise Michael understood exactly why he’d been left unattached for so long. If that was true, it proved to Harrison just how solid their friendship was. Michael trusted him. Which made this all so much more difficult.

Price was relieved by Harrison’s easy acquiescence. “Then we can assume you have found suitable partners for yourself? As I mentioned last year, there is a bylaw that states two senior members can choose for you if you so desire. Michael and I would be happy to step in and do that.”

“And as I said last year, I don’t need help.” Even as Harrison spoke the words, he recognized the fallacy. He was sinking, was neck-deep in quicksand, and if he didn’t uncover the identity of the man trying to destroy him soon, he would be swallowed completely.

He didn’t just need help. He needed a miracle.

“Then we can trust you to set your affairs in order?” Michael’s tone let Harrison know he really didn’t want to have to issue this ultimatum again.

“You can.”

Price seemed appeased, but Michael didn’t appear as reassured. Regardless, both men rose, nodded and took their leave.

When the door closed behind them, Harrison closed his eyes, releasing a long sigh.

Then he imagined her face. For fifteen years, it had been her. Always her.

The first time they’d met, Harrison had still been a professor in Harvard’s School of Medicine. He’d held that position a decade before stepping up to assume his current duties as Dean of Admissions. Alexis had walked into his classroom and claimed a seat in the front row, her gaze challenging him to teach her something, anything.

Everything.

He’d never met a more intelligent woman, one with the desire to learn, the drive to succeed and the heart to excel in her field. She was clever and compassionate, talented and poised—all wrapped up in one beautiful package. She was everything the Trinity Masters sought in their membership.

Harrison had issued her an invitation to become a part of their society the night of her graduation from medical school.

And she’d refused to join.

Harrison had forced himself to accept her decision, ignoring his disappointment. His broken heart.

Alexis was the woman he couldn’t have, couldn’t share with his best friend, even though it was what he desired more than anything. She was the forbidden fruit.

Harrison knew his duty to the society and understood the importance of his role.

But he also knew his heart.

And, sadly, they were working in direct opposition.
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Chapter Two
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Harrison worked his way through the stack of papers needing his attention. While the Grand Master’s office was hidden within the depths of the Boston Public Library, unattainable to all but a select few of the Trinity Masters, the same didn’t hold true for his office on campus. As dean of admissions, it seemed as if everyone knew where to find him. And they frequently did. Board of trustees who constantly sought him out mentioning nieces and nephews who would be perfect for the school, professors who wanted to know how this idiot or that one had managed to make it through the screening process, and Harvard Fellows who were always looking for the best and the brightest. Everyone needed something from him.

Ordinarily, he thrived on the importance of his work, but lately, he simply felt exhausted. Felt it all slipping away.

He put his pen down, unable to concentrate, and turned his leather chair so that he faced the window. It was a beautiful, sunny day, but the brightness was lost on him. A week had passed since Price and Michael’s visit. And in that time, he still hadn’t been able to set his plan in motion. Now time had truly run out.

He twisted his signet ring, a habit he employed whenever he was stressed. Glancing down, he studied the Trinity Masters’ symbol. The bastard gunning for him had discovered it and was using it to taunt him. The symbol had appeared in places all over town—carved on the desk in this room and in the tree directly outside his condo, graffitied on various objects around campus and near his home. The blackmailer had put it countless places where he knew Harrison would see it. To the modern passerby, it would mean nothing, but Harrison recognized the danger and the personal threat.

Recently, the appearances of the symbol had escalated. Twice in the last month, his Harvard computer had been hacked and the symbol saved on his desktop with the words, I’m coming, Harrison, written below it. Then last week, he’d returned home to find his home computer had been compromised as well. The blackmailer had planted a virus that had the same picture popping up over and over until Harrison had unplugged the machine. It was a picture of the dead escort in Chicago. The words on the picture said, you’re next, and as always, the Trinity Masters’ symbol was there.

In the past, the triquetra had always represented strength and commitment, kept him grounded. Nowadays, the sight of it made his blood run cold with fear. He’d spent the better part of the last year trying to uncover the identity of his stalker, but each time he’d run into a brick wall. Because of the threat looming over his head, he had put off choosing a triad for himself. He wouldn’t drag anyone else into his nightmare or put them at risk. Now, he was out of time.

His ruminations were interrupted when his office door was flung open loudly. Only one person let herself in unannounced. And sure enough, when he turned around, there she was—Dr. Alexis Jenner—shutting the door with too much force before stomping across the room.

“You’ve got to say something to that man before I kill him.”

Harrison struggled to hide his smile, perfectly aware of which man was pissing her off. It was the same man she complained about almost weekly. Michael.

“What happened?”

Alexis dropped into the chair across from his desk and released an annoyed breath. “He’s making my life difficult again. Practicing politics in a fucking hospital. Forgive me, but the last time I checked, I was there to save lives, not bend over and take it up the ass from a bunch of paper-pushers at the pharmaceutical companies.”

“You have a delightful way with words, Lex.”

She scowled. Whenever her temper was piqued, she started dropping the F-word like a comma. “Fuck you, Harry.”

“What have I told you about calling me Harry?” No one in his life had ever dared to use that nickname on him…except Alexis.

“Probably the same thing I’ve said to you about referring to me as Lex. Always makes me feel like a ditzy blonde cheerleader shaking her big pom-poms at a pep rally.”

He chuckled at her description, wishing it didn’t tempt him to check out her pom-poms. Alexis was slim with an hourglass shape that had cost him countless nights of restless sleep as he imagined what it would be like to strip her out of her doctor’s coat and lay her across his bed.

Regardless of her complaint, he had no intention of calling her anything other than Lex. That was what she would always be to him. Which meant he’d have to deal with being Harry. “So it appears we’re at an impasse.”

She lifted one shoulder casually. “Guess so, Harry.” She drew out his name, putting extra emphasis on it.

He grinned. “You really need to try to get along with Michael. He’s your boss.”

Reminding her of the reason for her visit sent her into orbit once more. “Don’t feed me the boss bullshit. He’s a gigantic pain in my ass.”

Michael was the CEO of Boston General Hospital, where Alexis worked. She was one of the best and most innovative pediatric oncologists on the East Coast, perhaps in the country. After her graduation, Harrison had introduced her to Michael, who had been only too happy to allow the talented, driven young doctor to fulfill her residency requirements at Boston Gen. Once she’d finished that, Michael had offered her a fulltime position.

Since then, Harrison had been called upon to play referee between the two as they had a tendency to go head-to-head on most issues. Despite their differences, Harrison knew Michael had a special fondness for Alexis. It was hard not to. She was the most dedicated doctor either of them had ever met.

Alexis practically lived at the hospital, sacrificing a personal life for her professional one. Harrison couldn’t recall the last time she’d gone out on a real date. He liked to tease her that he was her only steady date. They met every Thursday for lunch in the hospital cafeteria. Unlike her other dates, she’d never canceled on him, mainly because he wouldn’t let her. No matter what was going on, he insisted she meet him. As a result, they’d eaten more than a few lunches at ten p.m.

“Tell me what happened with Michael, Lex.”

“He informed me I have to stop using a particular practice we’ve been utilizing for years because the FDA has suddenly decided they need more trials run. I’ve done my research. No one has been hurt by this practice. More likely it’s someone’s attempt at justifying their job. This treatment is working with one of my patients. Why the hell would I take away something that’s helping because some idiot sitting behind a desk in Maryland realized they forgot to cross one T or dot an I?”

“He’s only doing his job.”

Alexis threw her hands up. “Oh really? Is that what he’s doing? Because in case you failed to notice, that’s what I’m trying to do too. Sometimes he’s just completely unreasonable. And lately he’s been walking around like a bear with a thorn in his paw, growling at everyone.”

Michael had been down lately, and Harrison knew why. Michael was friends with Jonathan and he’d spent a great deal of time trying to help the man come to terms with his grief. Harrison had attended Sylvia and Janet’s funeral and since then, he had spent quite a bit of time struggling to understand the senseless and tragic loss himself. No doubt it was even harder for Michael.

“Go easy on him, Lex. He’s had a rough couple of weeks.”

“Why?”

Harrison debated hedging, then decided it would be best to tell her the truth. “Do you remember hearing about those two women who were killed in a really bad car accident recently?”

Alexis nodded, her eyes reflecting her sadness. Neither woman had survived, killed instantly in the fiery crash. “Yeah, I remember reading about it in the newspaper. They were best friends, right? Out for their monthly shopping trip to some organic farm in Winchester?”

“Michael knew them.”

“Oh. God. I’m sorry. I didn’t know that.”

Harrison stood, walked in front of his desk and leaned on the surface. He felt the need to be closer to her. “I know you didn’t. It’s okay. He’s just having a tough time coming to grips with it.”

Alexis gave him a crooked but compassionate grin. “So what you’re saying is the Tin Man has a heart.”

Harrison chuckled. “Michael wouldn’t be amused if he knew you called him that.”

Alexis waved away his concern. “I’ve said it to his face a hundred times. This morning, in fact, which makes me feel horrible.” She glanced toward the window and Harrison could read the guilt in her expression.

“I wouldn’t worry too much about that. He never stays mad at you for long.”

She lifted one shoulder, her face still troubled. “Unfortunately, I still need your help with my patient.”

“What do you expect me to do, Lex? Michael is the CEO. He makes the calls at Boston Gen.”

“Will you talk to him? He listens to you. Ask him if he can get a waiver from the FDA or see if we can get the parents to sign something granting me permission to continue with the treatment.”

“How old is he?”

Alexis bowed her head, and suddenly Harrison understood her agitation. She was fighting to save a child. “Eight. He’s dying.”

Harrison’s heart broke at the desolation in her voice. He worried about Alexis. While she appeared tough as nails on the outside, he knew exactly how much she cared about her patients. She celebrated when children were healed and she mourned deeply for the ones who couldn’t be saved.

“I’ll speak to him. See if something can be done for this little boy.” One of the Trinity Masters was the Director of the FDA. Harrison suspected he could get her I dotted quicker than she realized or perhaps they could even offer her another better solution. Several of the Trinity Masters had been making huge strides in cancer research and treatment. There was a drug currently being tested at the FDA that had the potential to eradicate several types of cancers. Harrison would place a call and see where they stood in the trials.

Alexis smiled gratefully. “Thanks. So what deep thoughts did I interrupt?”

“Pardon me?”

“When I came in, you were looking out the window. You’re never idle. What’s wrong?”

It was on the tip of Harrison’s tongue to say nothing. That was the smarter answer, but he couldn’t keep pushing this problem away. It was time to get the ball rolling, to set things in motion. “I’m getting married.”

Alexis blinked once, twice. He watched her work overtime to school her features before she managed to say, “Oh. I see. Congratulations.”

He crossed his arms. “That’s it?”

She narrowed her eyes. “What else do you want me to say?”

“Don’t you want to know who I’m marrying?”

Harrison had to hand it to her. Alexis didn’t look away, didn’t seek to leave. This conversation was clearly tough for both of them, but she didn’t balk. “Not particularly.”

Her sullen tone pleased him, but he was careful not to let his expression show that. For too many years, the two of them had skirted around their feelings, rejected what they both knew was there.

He knew why they did it. She did too.

But Harrison couldn’t go to the altar to pledge his life to someone else without trying one more time.

No. That wasn’t true. Even if she rejected him, he wouldn’t step foot in that ceremony room.

“You remember I’ll be taking two partners.”

She winced, but he forged on.

“It’s what’s expected of members of the Trinity Masters.”

Alexis scowled. “You haven’t said those words to me in ten years. I thought that secret had to stay in the vault.”

Alexis was truly unique, special. In addition to her talents as a doctor, her quick wit and her endless capacity for compassion, she was one of only a handful of people over the past two hundred years who hadn’t accepted an invitation to join the Trinity Masters.

Due to the secret nature of the society, many legal forms were signed that ensured the Trinity Masters’ privacy in the event someone didn’t want to join. To reveal the organization would bring certain downfall to the person, discredit them, ruin them. However, because potential members were vetted closely before being invited to join, it was unusual for someone to turn them down.

Alexis had.

Harrison left his spot at the desk and took a seat in the chair next to her. “I know we haven’t discussed this in a very long time, but I wanted to explain a few things to you more clearly. Things I never had the chance to expound upon before.”

She turned to face him, crossing her legs as she did so. The movement drew Harrison’s gaze lower. She wore stockings beneath her skirt. He could see the faint impression left from the snaps in the material. Though Alexis eschewed relationships, dating and—for the most part—sex, her innate sensuality still shone through…in her wardrobe and the shiny lipstick she wore. The two of them never discussed their sexual affairs. He suspected Alexis had taken a few men to her bed over the years, but those encounters must have been brief without a hint of commitment or emotion attached.

“Go ahead,” she prompted.

“I’m a legacy. Did I ever tell you that before?”

She shook her head.

“It means I am one of a long line of Trinity Masters. My father and grandfather and several greats before were all members. My parents were part of a trinity.”

She tilted her head curiously. “I’ve met your mom and dad. It was just them.”

“No. It wasn’t. You also met my Uncle Edward.”

He watched recognition dawn. “Oh. I see.”

“I’ve been brought up from the cradle perfectly aware of what my destiny held. I believe in this society, in what it offers to the world. It’s my life.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“I want you to understand that the Trinity Masters isn’t just some club to me. It’s shaped me, molded me, made me the man I am today. I wouldn’t be sitting in this office without them.”

“Okay. I get it.” She reached out to take his hands in hers. “I know what it means to you. And I know that being a part of that group means taking two partners. If you’re afraid this will change our relationship, that I won’t want to continue being friends, you’re wrong.”

She thought he was worried about what she would think of him?

“I have three months to secure suitable partners. The bylaws are very clear. All members must be married before their forty-fifth birthday.”

“You have to find the partners? I thought they were assigned to you by the Grand Poobah or whatever his name is.”

Harrison chuckled. “The Grand Master.”

“Right. He makes the decision. Decides your future for you.” Though ten years had passed, it was obvious Alexis’s opinion of the way the organization chose its partnerships hadn’t changed. Her tone was rife with disapproval.

“Lex—”

She released his hands and stood up. “Regardless of your upbringing, I think you’re selling yourself short.”

“How so?”

“What’s wrong with falling in love the normal way? Finding a woman who touches you, who moves you? Why can’t you choose for yourself who you want to marry? Letting a stranger decide who you love is unnatural. Wrong.”

Alexis would never truly understand the beauty of the trinities unless she witnessed it for herself. Unfortunately, she refused to give up her romantic views, to allow herself to see that sometimes love worked in more than just the traditional way.

He steeled himself as he stood. He was about to break a major rule, go against everything he’d been taught. It didn’t matter. Desperate times called for desperate measures.

“I’m the Grand Master.”

Alexis didn’t respond immediately as a plethora of emotions crossed her face—surprise, confusion, maybe even a bit of anger. “You?”

He nodded.

“You weren’t supposed to tell me that, were you?”

He shook his head. “Only the most established members of the Trinity Masters know my true identity.”

“Then why would you—”

“Confess that to you?” Harrison took a deep breath. “I told you. I have three months to choose suitable partners for myself.”

There was no denying what he saw in her eyes. Alexis was usually quite good at masking her feelings, but sheer devastation was reflected back at him. It gave him the courage to continue, convinced him the risk he was taking was worth it. Then, she battened her hatches, opting for humor instead of truth. “So which two women have you picked out? You know you really shouldn’t settle for just anyone. Any female Supreme Court Justices in your group? Or congresswomen? Or princesses?”

“Why do you assume I’m choosing two women?”

Alexis appeared taken aback. “I just thought, I mean, you’re as straight as they come, Harry.”

He grinned. “I explained to you when I invited you to join the Trinity Masters that most of the matches were made between three heterosexuals.”

“Yeah, but you’re kind of overly macho. I don’t see you as the type to share a woman with another guy.”

“I’m not sure I’m very flattered by your opinion of me. Do I seem that insecure?”

She laughed. “No. Not at all. So you’re choosing a man and a woman?”

Harrison nodded slowly. “Yes. I have one partner picked out.”

“Oh. So now you just have to figure out which man you’re willing to share her with.”

He tilted his head. “Another assumption?”

She frowned. “You have the man figured out, but not the woman?”

Harrison didn’t answer her question. “Tell me your reason for turning down my invitation to join the Trinity Masters again.”

“Why?”

“Humor me, Lex.”

“There were really two reasons. First of all, I think marriage should be based on love, not something that’s assigned to you like homework.”

He grinned at her analogy, though he disagreed with her assessment. Besides, she’d shared that opinion with him ten years ago and he’d been ready to counter the argument. What he hadn’t realized was there was another thing holding her back. “And the second reason?”

“I’m a jealous person. I don’t share.”

Harrison took a deep breath, hoping he could change her mind on that. If he couldn’t, it wasn’t just his heart that was on the line. It was Michael’s as well. “I see. Well, that means I’m no longer choosing my second partner.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m leaving the Trinity Masters.”

“What? Why would you leave? You just said this society is your life, your legacy.”

He stepped closer and took her face in his hands. Alexis gasped but made no move to pull away.

“I have no choice, Lex. The woman I’m in love with won’t join the Trinity Masters. And I won’t live without her.”

Before she could respond, Harrison gave in to the desire he’d held at bay for ten long years. He bent his head and kissed her.

He’d waited too damn long for her. Now that he had her in his arms, he wasn’t holding back, wasn’t denying himself this taste. He deepened the kiss, pulling her closer. Alexis accepted the embrace, put her own spin on it as she nipped at his lower lip, demanding access to his mouth. Her tongue stroked his, betraying her hunger.

Harrison grasped her hair, tugging at her long auburn tresses. She moaned when he increased the pressure. Then he twisted their bodies—careful not to break the connection of their mouths—as he pushed her against the desk.

Alexis placed her hands on his shoulders, shoving him away. “What are you saying, Harry?”

“I want you.”

She shook her head, clearly confused. “Is this a proposal?”

His patience was in tatters. Now that he’d opened the gate, the time for conversation was over. There was nothing more to say. At this moment, action took precedence to words. He unbuttoned her blouse.

“Harry.” She insisted on an answer.

“What if it is, Lex?” He kissed her before she could respond. He didn’t want her answer. Couldn’t stand to hear her refuse or deny this. He wouldn’t let her lie to him. Not now. Not ever. He moved his hands, pushing them beneath her skirt.

“Damn you,” she muttered against his lips. “I didn’t lock the door.”

He grinned. “Don’t move.” He crossed the room and engaged the lock. Upon his return, he lifted her and urged her to sit on the desk as he pushed her skirt higher.

She worked the knot of his tie loose and then started to unbutton his shirt. Three buttons down, she got fed up and simply ripped the last few free, dragged the cotton away and dropped it to the floor.

Harrison kissed her once more, pressed his lips hard against hers, demanding, unyielding. He reached beneath her skirt and pushed her panties aside so he could draw his fingers along the slit between her legs. She was hot, wet, ready.

Alexis leaned away from him, gasping for breath. “Stop. Wait. We can’t do this.”

He tugged her blouse open, slid it off and found the clasp of her bra. “We’re not stopping.”

“Harry.” She half-heartedly tried to push his hands away, but they soon fell to her sides when he freed her breasts. Bending forward, he sucked one turgid nipple into his mouth roughly.

“God.” She gripped his hair, attempting to hold him to her. Harrison had never been called a gentle lover. He’d always been careful to choose bedmates who liked their pleasure laced with pain.

Alexis threw her head back, digging her fingers into his scalp. “Harder, Harry. God, suck it harder. Need to feel…”

He gave her what she wanted. And more. He cupped the flesh of her breasts, kneading firmly as he continued to draw on her nipples, increasing the suction until she cried out so loudly there was no way his secretary wouldn’t know what was happening in his office.

He tried to make himself give a damn, but he didn’t. Instead, he doubled his efforts until she moaned again.

Once more, he reached beneath her skirt and found the elastic waistband of her thong and garter belt. His actions jerked her back to reality.

“We can’t do this, Harry.”

“Of course we can. This is way overdue. Stop pretending you don’t understand that.” He’d loved her for years. Now it was time to prove to her just how much.

He tugged her panties down and tossed them to the floor. Her skirt was gathered at her waist, giving him a clear view of her neatly trimmed pussy and sexy as hell stockings.

“Birth control?”

“Pill,” she responded.

It was all he needed to hear. There would never be anything between them. He unzipped his pants and pulled his cock free. Alexis reached down to touch him, but he brushed her hand aside. There would be time for that later. Right now, he needed to be inside her.

When the head of his cock breached her opening, Alexis released a long breath. “It’s been a long time since I’ve—”

He kissed her softly. “Me too.”

That said, he pushed inside with one firm thrust. Alexis lay back on his desk, lifting her hips, matching his rhythm.

They gave up any pretense of civility, the two of them clawing and grasping for each other like starving beasts. Over and over, he came into her. Each time, Alexis was there, reaching for him, demanding that he take her harder. Faster.

She hit the pinnacle first, releasing a loud, keening cry as she arched her back and closed her eyes. Harrison gave her a moment to ride the wave, gritting his teeth as her pussy muscles clenched tightly around his own aching flesh.

He wanted to come more than he wanted breath, but there was no way he’d let this end so quickly. After a minute or two, Alexis’s gaze focused on his once more. She frowned when she realized he hadn’t climaxed as well.

Before she could question him, he withdrew from her body and turned her until her stomach was pressed against the slick surface of his desk.

“I need more,” he whispered in her ear as he bent over her back.

“Me too.”

He thrust inside her roughly, showing her exactly what he meant. He couldn’t give her soft. Not this time.

Alexis pushed up on the tips of her toes, allowing him even better access to her body. Harrison gripped her hips firmly and let go, fucking her roughly, passionately.

Alexis came twice more before he finally permitted himself to climax. Harrison closed his eyes as he pumped deeper, filling her with his come.

For several minutes, neither of them moved as Harrison covered her delicate frame. Then he placed a kiss on the back of her neck before rising. He took three steps and dropped into his desk chair, studying her beautiful profile as she remained draped over his desk, her eyes closed. She was clearly too exhausted to move.

“That was stupid,” she said, just as he’d decided she had fallen asleep.

“No, it wasn’t.”

She started to rise.

“No. Stay there. Just like that.”

“Perv,” she teased, though she made no effort to stand. She opened her mouth to say something but then closed it again. She repeated the action twice more, never managing to utter a single word.

Harrison understood her predicament. There were a million things they needed to say, but at the moment, he couldn’t think of one of them.

Instead, he leaned forward and ran his hand along her back, enjoying her slight shiver at his touch. Her skin was soft, flawless. Suddenly, he couldn’t stand the distance between them.

He grasped her arm and tugged. “Come here.”

She started to stand, to move away. He pulled her closer, refusing to release her until she was sitting on his lap.

She struggled against his hold. “Don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t cuddle me. Don’t make this any harder than it already is.”

He tightened his grip. “Stop moving, Lex.” His tone was firm and she responded to it instantly, stilling. “Now, tell me. What’s hard about this?”

She looked at him. “Are you proposing to me?”

His heart ached with desire. There was nothing he wanted more than to marry her. He’d hoped he could convince her of his plan without having to make promises he couldn’t carry through with. He should have known that would never work with Alexis. He swallowed and nodded. “Yes. I am.”

Alexis flinched, the response setting off alarms in his brain. He’d expected her to be happy. There was no way he’d misread her feelings. She wanted him as much as he wanted her.

“My answer is no.”

He wouldn’t accept that. Not without a damn good reason. “Why?”

“There’s no way I’d let you give up everything for me. I couldn’t live with myself.”

She loved him. If he’d ever questioned that, she had wiped away any doubt. She was walking away to protect him. His chest tightened, agony tearing through his gut. He had known this wouldn’t be easy, but he hadn’t anticipated the actual physical pain. “That decision isn’t yours to make. It’s mine.”

“I don’t care. Take me out of the equation and everything is easier. You’ll find two partners who share your philosophy and who want to share their lives with you. It’s what you’ve always wanted.”

There were too many factors she wasn’t taking into account. Like his feelings for her. And hers for him. And then…there was Michael. “Don’t be ridiculous. It’s not that simple. It never has been. If it were, I wouldn’t be sitting here.”

He cupped her cheek and kissed her softly, meaning to comfort her. That intention was soon thrown out the window as their tongues tangled once more. Her breath was so sweet it made his mouth water. He’d never been so turned on by mere kisses.

Alexis lifted her head, her eyebrow raised in disbelief. “Seriously? Already?”

He grinned when he realized what she was referring to. “I’ve wanted you for a very long time.”

“Are you sure Michael’s not sneaking Viagra out of the pharmacy for you? You’re nearly forty-five. There’s no way…”

He turned her on his lap so she straddled him. Slowly, he eased back inside her pussy. They groaned in unison.

She rested her forehead against his. “God. We’re being stupid again.”

“No, we’re not.”

This time the sex was slower. Neither of them felt compelled to grab the ring too quickly. Instead, they took the time to explore, to enjoy.

When Alexis reached the peak this time, Harrison was right there with her. For several moments, they simply remained still, her cheek pressed to his. Harrison didn’t seek to pull out, anxious to remain connected to her for as long as he could.

“Give me one month, Lex.”

“What?”

“Give me a month to show you why the Trinity Masters works. Four weeks to prove to you this is a good thing.” Sadly, he couldn’t risk taking any longer than that. He was already pushing the deadline to the limit, endangering the Trinity Masters as well as Michael and Alexis. Unfortunately, he couldn’t walk away until he knew the future was set.

“How would you do that?”

“I’ll introduce you to our third. You’ll agree to keep an open mind about the lifestyle. You’ll date us. Both of us. And I don’t mean cafeteria lunches at midnight. Real out-of-the-hospital dates. And you’ll be open to seduction.”

She shook her head. “I can’t do that.”

“Why?”

“How can you ask me to give up my free will? To accept someone else as a potential lover?”

“Lex—”

“It’s time for you to be honest, Harry. If not to me, then at least to yourself. Why aren’t you taking another woman as your third?”

He frowned. “It wouldn’t be fair. I couldn’t love her like I love you.”

She smiled sadly. “And yet that’s what you’re asking of me.”

His brow creased with frustration. “I can’t explain to you why this will work, but dammit, it will. I watched it every day of my life with my parents and I’ve seen it happen over and over countless times with every match I’ve created. I know this will make you happy.”

“Me?”

He realized his error. “Us,” he quickly corrected.

“And I’m just supposed to put that decision out there in the universe. Let your secret society dictate to me who I’m supposed to love, to spend the rest of my life with.”

They’d had this exact same debate ten years earlier when he’d invited her to join the Trinity Masters and she’d rejected the offer.

“Do you trust me?” he asked.

She sighed. “That’s not fair. You know I do.”

“Then it’s not the universe making the call. It’s me. I know you, know your mind, your soul, your heart. Everything. Let me show you what I’m offering. For one month.” He paused and took a deep breath, forcing himself to tell the biggest lie of his life, to say the one thing she’d never forgive him for. “If, at the end, you still don’t want to join, I’ll leave the Trinity Masters and it’ll just be you and me. Forever.”

She shook her head. “I’ll give you the month, Harry. But if I still feel the same way in four weeks, my answer to your proposal is no. I won’t let you give anything up for me.”

“All or nothing?”

She nodded.

“Then I guess I can’t fail.”
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Chapter Three
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Alexis grabbed her purse and jacket, cursing as she glanced at the clock. She was late. Great.

For some reason, she’d allowed Harrison to convince her to go along with his suggestion of participating in a month-long ménage affair.

What the hell was she thinking? She wasn’t this person.

Then she recalled she hadn’t been thinking at all. She’d allowed Harrison to fuck her into a brainless stupor where she would have agreed to anything and everything just for another ride. All of a sudden, the tune to Lady Gaga’s “Disco Stick” started playing in her head. Hello, unwanted earworm.

This was all her fault. She’d gone years without sex, spending all her time at the hospital pretending her life was fulfilling enough without a relationship. In one afternoon, Harrison had proven just how wrong that assumption was.

Now that she’d cracked the door open, she was a veritable mass of hormones with only one goal. To find Harrison and get laid again…as soon as possible.

And if that were all that tonight was going to be about, she’d have been on time. Hell, she would have been early. But Harrison wasn’t the only man she was meeting.

He hadn’t told her who this elusive third was, and based on what she’d been told about the Trinity Masters when they offered her membership, it could be anyone from a Fortune 500 CEO to a Nobel laureate poet. He had said that the person lived here in Boston, which in theory meant she could have met him, except she and Harrison didn’t travel in the same circles. While he was far more sociable and involved, frequently attending shows and charity events, she spent ninety-nine percent of her time in this hospital. She could count the number of friends she had—who weren’t work colleagues—on one hand.

Mercifully, Harrison knew her well enough to know time management wasn’t one of her strong suits. He’d arranged to meet her in one of the hospital conference rooms, claiming he’d simply do some work on his tablet until she was ready to go.

“Dammit,” she muttered, racing out of her office. She hadn’t made it two steps before she plowed into a mountain. Or rather…a mountain of a man. Her boss.

Michael captured her upper arms, steadying her as her ankles wobbled on her high heels. “I’ve got you, Dr. Jenner.”

“Sorry, Michael. I wasn’t looking where I was going.”

“You look like you’re in a hurry. Is everything okay?”

“I’m late for a date.”

“A date? That would explain the sexy shoes. Thought those heels were impractical for doing rounds.” He grinned as he looked her up and down in a less-than-professional manner.

Alexis narrowed her eyes and prepared herself. Michael took a great deal of pleasure in teasing her, so she decided to beat him to the punch. “Yep. A date. Dinner, dancing and then kinky, fuck-my-brains-out sex until dawn. I can’t wait.”

Her words had the intended effect. They took the wind out of Michael’s sails. For about three seconds. “Is that how all of your dates go? Because if so, what are you doing tomorrow night? I’ve got a couple of tickets to a show…”

The jest hit her in a weak moment and she laughed. “Gross. Shut up. What are you doing on this floor anyway? Shouldn’t you be in the penthouse office sitting with your feet up at your desk pretending to work?”

The two of them had established this routine of trading barbs nearly a decade earlier and Alexis didn’t see the status quo changing any time soon.

“I’m late for a meeting myself. I’ll walk with you.”

It wasn’t until they fell into step next to each other that she noticed the tight lines around his mouth. Then he reached up to rub a kink out of his neck.

“Rough day?”

He nodded. “Yes. I had to fire an employee this afternoon and then watch him be arrested for stealing drugs from the pharmacy. And I just ran into an odd young man in the elevator who was very interested in where I got my ring.”

Alexis glanced at the signet ring. She’d never seen Michael wearing it before, but she understood why he wouldn’t want to field questions about it. The ring was emblazoned with the symbol of the Trinity Masters. It was one of the few pieces of information she’d gleaned from her invitation to join the secret society a decade earlier. Harrison wore the same ring.

Which meant Michael was a member as well. That realization hit her hard, despite the fact it made sense. He and Harrison had been best friends forever. Her thoughts whirled over what that meant.

She didn’t question him about the ring, though it was clear he’d pointed it out to her on purpose. “I…” She had no idea what to say, so she simply said, “I see.”

An uneasy churning began in her stomach.

Together they continued toward the conference room at the end of the corridor. When Michael matched her step for step, not bothering to turn, her suspicions were confirmed and panic set in. They were running out of rooms before they would hit the administrative wing, which meant…

“No,” she whispered, stopping in the middle of the hallway.

Michael looked around, taking in their surroundings. Only one RN sat behind the nurse’s station talking on the phone while typing on the computer.

Michael grasped her arm and gestured toward an empty hospital room. She let him drag her inside, her head swimming, white noise drowning out all conscious thought. Harrison wanted her to sleep with Michael? Her boss? The guy who drove her nuts on a good day?

Surely she was mistaken. Harrison couldn’t seriously believe this would work.

“Who did you say you were meeting?” she asked once Michael closed the door behind them.

“I didn’t.”

“Michael.” She was in no mood for games.

“You agreed to a month.”

She gasped. “No. No way. Not with you.”

He gave her a grin that was far too charming, revealing dimples she’d never noticed before. He was almost handsome when he smiled. That thought caught her unaware. Since when did Michael look like anything other than a stuffed-shirt bureaucrat? “Why not me?”

“Because you make me crazy. Because we fight all the time. Because you’re the Joker to my Batman.”

He chuckled. “Why do you get to be Batman?”

She rolled her eyes. “Will you be serious?”

“You started it.” He sobered up. A little. There was still mischief glimmering in his blue eyes. Blue eyes? God, why was she suddenly looking at his eyes? “I am being serious, Alexis.”

It was the first time she’d ever heard him call her by her first name. For a decade, she’d simply been Dr. Jenner, despite the fact she’d called him Michael for years. She shook her head. “This isn’t going to work.”

Michael studied her face for so long she felt heat course to her cheeks. She was blushing, for God’s sake.

“Maybe not. But I can’t dismiss it this easily. The truth is I’ve always wanted you.”

Alexis tried to process that fact, found herself analyzing their relationship. Suddenly, she recognized something that knocked her off-kilter. There had definitely been sexual tension under the teasing. However, she’d ignored it for years, labeling it as inappropriate, wrong. The man was her boss, after all.

Michael gave her a few moments to come to grips with his confession and then he grinned. The wolfish smile made her uneasy. Had she given herself away? Let him see that somewhere, buried deep, she’d harbored some lust for him as well?

He reached for her face and cupped her cheek in a way that actually made her pussy tingle.

He leaned closer. “What do you say we test the waters before we give up so easily?”

“What do you me—” Before she could finish asking what he meant, he was there, kissing her. She remained still for a moment, marveling over his obvious skill. She would have sworn no one could kiss as well as Harrison, but there was no denying he and Michael were pretty much dead even in that arena.

Then she reclaimed her wits and pushed him away. What the hell was she doing? “Don’t kiss me.”

Michael sighed. “Can’t you give me a chance, Alexis?”

She didn’t respond, but she was certain her face told him what he was asking for was impossible.

His face was serious—and even a little sad—when he sighed. “If not for me, then can you try for Harrison? I know he told you what’s at stake.”

She knew Harrison had broken some fairly big rule by taking her into his confidence. Knowing that he’d told Michael what he’d done proved to her exactly how close the two men were.

Michael tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear. It was a familiar touch that made her melt a little. “He’s one of the best Grand Masters the organization has ever had. He’s steady and serious and he has an incredible ability to read people, to look inside and see straight to the heart of them. I worry about how the Trinity Masters will fare if he steps down as leader. And I’m concerned about him if he tries to walk away.”

His last words betrayed his true anxiety. Harrison was his best friend and Michael was genuinely worried.

“He’s not leaving.”

Michael rubbed his neck wearily once more. “Without you, he’ll leave. He’s spent the last ten years alone rather than settling for anyone else. Now that push has come to shove, he’s made his decision, Alexis, and he won’t be swayed.”

Alexis’s chest constricted and she found it hard to breathe. “So you’re saying I have no choice in this? If I don’t consent to this threesome, he’ll still leave.”

“The choice is definitely yours. Harrison and I aren’t going to force you into anything that would make you miserable. Both of us want the same thing.”

“What’s that?”

“Your happiness.”

She wasn’t sure how to respond to that. There wasn’t a doubt in her mind his words were sincere. Michael wasn’t playing her, wasn’t manipulating the situation to his benefit. She’d worked with this man for years. She knew him, knew when he was telling the truth.

Apparently, Harrison had known exactly what he was doing.

She would never have been able to offer herself to a stranger. Alexis didn’t give her trust easily. Harrison had understood that and he had found the one man she’d have trouble remaining aloof with.

“It’s only a month, Alexis. And the three of us are workaholics, so when you average out how long we’ll actually be together in the same room, it’ll probably be around ten minutes.”

She laughed, even though she recognized the truth in his joke. “That’s a good point.”

He stepped closer. She didn’t seek to move away. Michael reached for her and tipped her face up to his with a single finger under her chin. “You’re beautiful.”

He kissed her once more. This time the action was less exploration, more conquering. Like Harrison, Michael had a possessive, domineering edge. Both men were leaders, used to being in charge, obeyed. She suspected they’d expect the same response in bed.

More’s the pity for them. She didn’t bend to any man’s will.

She ran her hand along Michael’s chest, letting her fingers drift lower. Michael broke off the kiss, challenge written on his face. He was waiting to see how far she’d go.

She almost took him up on the dare before reality crashed on her head. What was she doing? She’d had sex with Harrison in his office yesterday. Now only a day later, she was trying to seduce his best friend.

“I can’t do this. I can’t be with you. Harrison and I just…”

Michael waited only a moment, giving her a chance to fill in the blank. When it was obvious she wouldn’t finish, he said, “Had sex yesterday.”

“He told you?”

Michael gave her a sweet smile. “We’re hoping to embark on a long-term relationship with you. That can’t begin with secrets or lies.”

Michael and Harrison seemed to have a far better grasp on the mechanics of a threesome. To her, this felt a hell of a lot like cheating. Didn’t that mean it was wrong?

Michael ran his finger along her forehead. “You’re scowling. Tell me what’s bothering you.”

“I don’t want to hurt Harrison.”

Michael smiled and kissed her on the cheek. “We’re in this together, the three of us.”

She wished it were that easy.

“You agreed to a month. Have you changed your mind about that?”

Alexis understood what was at stake for Harrison, for her. Even for Michael. “What about my job if this doesn’t work out?”

Now it was his turn to frown. “It’s not in danger, Alexis. I would never be so petty. You’re the best doctor on my staff. The truth is, I’m taking a chance as well. Losing you would be a devastating blow to this hospital. But I’m only a man. And I’m afraid my willpower is gone.”

“I wouldn’t leave my job.”

“And you won’t have to.”

She blew out a long breath. Strangely, in the face of Michael and Harrison’s honesty, their trust, she felt as if she owed it to all of them to try. Because, like Michael, she was tired of denying some hard truths as well. “I don’t know how this trinity thing works.”

“Then let me show you.” Michael pushed her back until her legs hit the edge of the hospital bed. He continued to apply pressure, guiding her down onto the mattress.

Alexis felt her heart pick up its pace, racing with fear of being caught while anticipating what Michael would do next. So much for her lack of submissiveness. There was something about Michael that felt almost dangerous. It was heady and horny, a huge turn-on.

He didn’t bother with formalities or foreplay. Instead, he lifted her skirt and pulled her panties aside. “Open your legs.”

She parted her knees and then gasped when Michael pressed two fingers inside her. It didn’t hurt. If she was perfectly honest with herself, she had been wet since he’d pushed her into the room. Her hips began to move in time with his thrusting fingers, and suddenly she wished he’d take off his pants and fuck her properly. “You’re going to take us both, Alexis. Every night, you’ll be in our bed. Ours.”

She shook her head, partly in denial—her feminist side rearing its head—and partly in fear—because she was starting to worry he was right.

At least for the next month.

“Put your feet on the edge of the bed. I want your legs wider apart.”

She closed her eyes but did as he said, letting him dictate, take over.

He pulled his fingers from her pussy. She cried out, empty, unfulfilled. When he touched her again, his hand was lower.

Her eyelids flew open, her gaze landing on his. He watched her face as he pushed the two fingers—wet from her own arousal—into her ass. Then he thrust his thumb into her pussy, fucking both holes with ease. Her body was dripping wet, on fire. He didn’t hesitate to take her hard, pushing her limits, demanding that she give him more.

“Cup your breasts. Squeeze them. Play with your nipples.”

He hadn’t bothered to undress her, but it didn’t matter. She used the silk of her blouse and the lace of her bra to add to the sensations as she followed his commands.

“Harder, Alexis. Do as I say or I’ll flip you over my knee and spank you.”

Her mind and body went to war as she struggled to comprehend what was happening. Why was she letting him talk to her like this? Touch her this way? She should have threatened to cut his dick off for his cockiness, his condescension. Instead, she was seconds away from coming. She squeezed her breasts more firmly, gasping at the extra pressure, the intensity.

“Good girl. You like it rough, don’t you?” His hand still pounded inside her ass and pussy, driving deeper with each thrust. “Give those nipples one last pinch and then you can come.”

She bit her lip, tempted to tell him she’d come whenever the hell she wanted to, but who was she fooling? She was too close to put the brakes on now. She tightened her fingers on her nipples and went off like a bottle rocket. Stars flew behind her eyes and her body jerked as if she’d been electrocuted.

She wasn’t sure how long she lay there, but when she opened her eyes, Michael was sitting in the chair by the bed, studying her face. She glanced down, shocked to find herself completely covered, her clothing back in place.

Alexis pushed herself upright on the bed. He hadn’t found his own release, but she wasn’t sure she could offer any more than she’d already given him.

Her head was whirling and true terror was setting in. What the hell was she going to tell Harrison?

Michael gave her a soft smile, one in complete contradiction to the domineering man who’d just taken her. “Harrison is waiting for us in the conference room.”

She nodded slowly, wondering if there was any way she could beg off, claim a headache.

Michael chuckled. “You’re not getting out of our date tonight. That was just an appetizer of what’s to come later.”

“You’re going to tell him what we did?”

He stood, reached for her hand and squeezed it reassuringly. “We’re going tell him.”

She resisted, tugging back when he tried to lead her to the doorway. “Michael. I’ll go out tonight. With both of you. But I can’t handle it if…I’m not ready for…” God. She’d never been at a loss for words.

He gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. “Just the date then. And a goodnight kiss at the front door. We’ll save the kinky, fuck-your-brains-out sex for later. Okay?”

She took a deep breath, then smirked at the way he’d used her own joke against her. “Okay, Tin Man.”

He grinned. “Come on, Dr. Jenner. You’re not going to stop looking like someone facing the firing squad until we talk to Harrison. We may as well get this over with.”

*****

Michael led Alexis toward the conference room where Harrison was waiting for them. He felt the slight trembling in her hand. She was afraid of Harrison’s reaction to finding out Michael had finger fucked her to orgasm down the hall. He wished there was some way to reassure her everything would be okay, but the only way to convince her was to let her see it firsthand.

Harrison glanced up when they walked in the room. His smile was friendly, but his gaze was far too astute, too knowing. Michael should have known they wouldn’t have to confess a damn thing.

Alexis was flushed and averted her gaze. Michael hated that she felt guilty. She hadn’t done anything wrong.

Harrison glanced his way and raised his eyebrows in question. Michael answered with a shit-eating grin.

Michael had known since Harrison took over as Grand Master they would make up two parts of a trinity. And he’d accepted that their trip to the altar wouldn’t come easy. Harrison had been in love with Alexis forever. He’d watched his friend try to conceal his broken heart when Alexis refused the invitation to join the Trinity Masters, and he’d been forced to stand by as Harrison tried to get her out of his heart.

After a few years, Michael had begun to realize Harrison would never get over Alexis.

Which meant they needed to convince her to accept them. Together.

“Lex. Are you okay with this?”

She stiffened her spine and Michael fought to hide his grin. She may have been knocked for a loop, but she didn’t fall down. “Which part are you referring to, Harry? The part where you want to share me with my boss for a lifetime of threesome bliss? Or the part where Michael and I indulged in hot and heavy petting on an empty hospital bed a few minutes ago?”

Michael suspected she’d dropped that bomb as tactlessly as possible in hopes of picking a fight and making an escape. He could have told her she was destined for disappointment.

Harrison grinned. “Hot and heavy, huh? Sorry I missed it.”

Alexis frowned. “You’re seriously okay with that? Even after yesterday?”

Harrison walked over to her and wrapped his arm around her shoulders, shooting Michael a warning glance. “I’d sort of hoped Michael and I could ease you into all of this.”

She snorted. “Little late for that now.”

“Do you want out?” Harrison’s tone left no question that if this was all too much for her, he would walk away, despite the shit storm that waited if he made good on his threat to leave the Trinity Masters. Neither Harrison nor Michael had been completely forthright with Alexis about what that would mean for Harrison’s future. Membership in the Trinity Masters was a lifelong commitment. No one left without serious consequences.

Michael held his breath, hoping he hadn’t frightened her away with his impetuous actions. He hadn’t intended to touch her at all, but he’d waited a damn long time for his trinity. While Michael had given his trust to the Trinity Masters and placed his future in Harrison’s hands, it had been difficult to watch others find the happiness he’d longed for.

Now that it was within his grasp, he was impatient to begin. The moment they’d stepped into that empty room, he’d been hard-pressed to keep his hands off her. He’d been attracted to Alexis since the day he met her. Sometimes he’d wondered if it was Harrison’s interest in her that had impacted his own, but Michael had soon disregarded that concept.

Michael wanted Alexis because she was beautiful, intelligent, funny and caring. Even though they bickered like siblings, he respected her opinions and listened to her more than she realized. Unfortunately, there were too many times when their professional positions put them on opposite sides of the court. But none of those arguments had changed the fact he desired her, cared about her, wanted to build a life with her.

He had watched her on that bed when he fucked her with his fingers. She liked what he’d done to her and it wasn’t his actions that had scared her. It was how they made her feel.

Michael had been worried since Harrison told him about his plan to convince Alexis to join the Trinity Masters. For one thing, Michael was pretty sure they didn’t have enough time. Unless Harrison had some ace up his sleeve, it was already too late. But he didn’t question his friend because he trusted Harrison knew what he was doing. After all, he’d never made a single misstep during his time as Grand Master.

However, Michael’s true concern was Alexis. What if she wasn’t able to accept him? It was clear she was as in love with Harrison as his friend was with her.

Which made Michael the lynchpin. The one who could make or break this whole deal.

It terrified him.

If she could accept that they weren’t doing anything wrong, Michael knew she’d make the perfect partner. Alexis could certainly hold her own with them—intellectually and sexually.

Hell, he wasn’t too proud to admit she was smarter than he was. And there was a definite attraction. While she’d said she wasn’t ready for more tonight—and he intended to honor that request—there was no denying the sexual undertones flowing between the three of them.

Alexis looked at Michael as Harrison’s question hovered in the air. Did she want out?

Michael schooled his features. They wouldn’t make her stay, wouldn’t hold her to the time limit if she were miserable.

“I agreed to a month,” she said at last. “I’m not going back on my word.”

Michael had expected her answer to make Harrison happy, but instead, he looked troubled, though he tried to mask it. Michael was becoming accustomed to Harrison’s heavy moods. He’d chalked up his friend’s distant nature to his unrequited love for Alexis, but now that they were embarking on this affair, Michael wasn’t sure that was the problem at all.

Harrison kissed her on the cheek. “Thank you. What do you say we go get something to eat? I promised you a meal that wasn’t prepared in the hospital cafeteria.”

She accepted Harrison’s help as he slid her jacket over her arms and then she took his hand. Once the two of them reached the door, she turned around, looking at Michael over her shoulder. “Are you coming?”

He nodded and fell into step next to them. While Harrison still held her hand, Michael was careful not to touch her. In the hospital, he was her boss. He’d pointed out that difficulty to Harrison, but his friend wouldn’t be swayed from this course. There were other members of the Trinity Masters who had been forced to find creative ways to hide the true nature of their relationships. Each triad had done it and so would they.

Harrison insisted this was the perfect trinity. Michael was beginning to think he was right. If only he could silence the tiny part of him that told him something was wrong.

Terribly, terribly wrong.
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Chapter Four
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Three days. Alexis reached above her head, trying to stretch some of the tension from her neck and back. She hadn’t spoken more than a few words to Michael or Harrison in three days, not since they’d both said a very platonic—disappointing—goodnight to her after their first date. Neither man had even offered her a kiss. She didn’t bother to admit that they’d kept a respectful distance because of her foolish assertion she couldn’t handle any more physical contact.

She rolled her eyes. God. She was an idiot. Alexis had gone years without having an orgasm she hadn’t given to herself. Then within two days, Harrison and Michael had triggered some of the most intense climaxes of her life. And she’d claimed she couldn’t handle more.

Yeah, right.

She would have sought them both out the next day, but all hell had broken loose when an arsonist set fire to a church on Sunday. She’d spent the past three days volunteering to help treat the countless victims, working round the clock, grabbing catnaps in the doctors’ lounge while remaining close to lend a hand.

Alexis spotted a man near the doorway looking around the emergency room. Something about him looked out of place, so she walked over to him.

“Can I help you?”

The young man startled, which triggered an alarm for her. Something about this man told her he didn’t belong.

“Um,” he hesitated. “Yes. You can.”

She waited for him to elaborate. When he didn’t, she prodded him. “Are you ill?”

He shook his head, his whole demeanor suddenly changing from curious to concerned. It was an amazing transformation. “I understand a lot of the burn victims from that church fire were brought here. I was wondering if a Jon Myers was admitted.”

“And who are you?”

“I’m his son. I was out of town until this morning and I just heard about the fire. My dad goes to that church and he’s not answering his phone. I’m sort of freaking out because I heard a man had been killed. The authorities aren’t releasing the man’s name.”

She smiled sympathetically, feeling guilty for her suspicions. “I don’t remember a Jon Myers, but let’s check, shall we?”

She walked over to the admissions desk and asked the nurse to do a search.

Nurse Cochran shook her head. “There’s no one here by that name, but some of the victims were transported to Mass General as well. Would you like me to call?”

The man nodded gratefully.

“I need to get back to work,” Alexis said. “I hope you find your father soon. And not in the hospital.”

The man shook her hand. “Thank you so much, Dr.—”

“Jenner. I’m Dr. Alexis Jenner.”

“Ryan Myers. I appreciate your help.”

Alexis left Ryan with the nurse and continued down the corridor to the doctors’ lounge, hoping to grab a few minutes of peace and quiet before starting her rounds. Between treating her own patients and helping with the burn victims, she was running low on energy. She grabbed a quick shower, donned fresh clothes and had only just poured herself a cup of coffee when she knew her plans for the rest of the day were foiled.

“Why are you still here?”

Alexis glanced over her shoulder to find Michael standing in the doorway. Since their interlude on the hospital bed, Alexis had begun studying his face more closely than she had in the past, making constant comparisons between him and Harrison.

Michael was a couple of inches taller than Harrison, standing at least six foot four, and his sandy-blond hair was in direct contrast to Harrison’s salt and pepper. Both men were trim, physically fit. She attributed that to their trips to the gym and weekly racquetball games.

They both had an air about them that commanded respect. When they spoke, people listened. And while Michael was quicker to laugh, Harrison possessed a quiet sense of humor that produced the sexiest lines by his eyes whenever he smiled.

They were different in so many regards and yet, as she’d discovered over dinner the other night, both men spoke to her on a deeper level—emotionally and physically. While she wasn’t so naïve to believe a woman couldn’t be attracted to more than one man at a time, she’d never imagined acting on those desires. Now, it was all she could do to keep from crossing the room and throwing herself into Michael’s arms.

She sighed tiredly. “I’m here because there are patients who need attention. I hope to God they find the son of a bitch who set that fire because I’d really love to kick him in the balls.”

Michael’s face was sober, his expression tight. “How is Gunner Wells doing?”

“The FBI guy? He’s much better today. Dr. Rogers took him off the oxygen this morning. He’s breathing well enough that he doesn’t need to be intubated any longer. The newspaper is calling him a hero. They said there would have been a lot more fatalities if he hadn’t managed to break down that door so the congregation could escape.”

Michael nodded. “I’m glad he’s better.”

Alexis suspected Michael knew more about the situation than he was saying. She wasn’t sure why she felt that way, but she’d noticed him and Harrison talking in hushed voices in the corridor on several occasions since the fire. They’d also paid a couple of visits to Gunner, showing up with a man they’d introduced to her as Price Bennett.

She wracked her brain, trying to recall some of the details Harrison had shared with her in regards to the Trinity Masters when he’d first asked her to join. She understood the organization believed in strengthening society by improving culture, education, technology, even medicine through their ménage alliances. However, she didn’t know exactly how much power the group exerted. She was beginning to believe it was even more than she’d previously suspected.

She had been so hung up on the arranged-marriages concept all those years ago, she’d sort of overlooked the power people like Harrison and Michael wielded in other areas through their connections in the club. Her mother would have referred to it as a good old boys’ society, except the Trinity Masters didn’t exclude based on privilege or gender. They truly sought the world’s best and brightest—male or female, rich or poor.

But try as she may, she simply couldn’t figure out any connection between their organization and a fire set in a church.

“You need to go home, Dr. Jenner. Working yourself into exhaustion isn’t going to help anyone.”

She shrugged. “I’ve gotten some sleep. I have a few more patients to—”

“No,” Harrison’s voice interrupted her as he walked around Michael and into the room. “You’re going home. My car is parked out front.”

She scowled, unhappy about being told what to do. “I’m not ready to go.”

Michael stepped closer to her. “I’m your boss, Alexis, and I’m asking you to consider going home. You need a break from this place.”

Harrison nodded. “Come on. I’m taking you home. Now.”

She laughed humorlessly, tiredness making her cranky. “Oh my God. You wish you had that much power over me.”

Harrison closed the door to the lounge. “You picked a bad time to start a fight, Lex.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means,” Michael said, leaning so near she felt his warm breath against her face, “that we’ve been on edge for days. The fire has been upsetting to all of us.”

“What do the two of you know about that? And who is Gunner Wells to you?”

Neither man answered. Which was all the response she needed. Her assumption had been correct. Gunner was part of the Trinity Masters. But that still didn’t explain their interest in the arson.

Michael sighed. “The fact is none of us intended to spend this much time apart. So we’re going to have to make up for it. Now seems like a good time.”

She narrowed her eyes. “I’m not interested.”

Michael grinned. “Bullshit. You’ve been eating me alive with your eyes for days.”

“You wish.”

Michael gripped her upper arms and tugged her against his chest. It was a power play, plain and simple. And damn if it didn’t start a fire inside her. Which she was grateful for. She’d been cold for days.

“You shouldn’t test my patience, Dr. Jenner. We both know if I tugged those pants down right now, your wet pussy would give you away.”

She half-heartedly tried to break away from his hold. “Don’t be crude.”

Harrison stepped closer. “Lex—”

She held up her hand to cut him off. She knew what he wanted. What they both wanted. She was right there with them. “I’m tired of feeling numb and lost.” Tears sprung to her eyes, but she batted them away. Refused to let them fall. She’d never cried in front of anyone and she didn’t intend to change that now.

“I’ve spent the last few days swimming in an ocean full of people in pain. And I can’t take it anymore. I want to escape too. But if we do this, it has to just be about sex. I’m nowhere near ready to accept what the two of you want from me, but I need…” She struggled for the right word. Finally, she gave up looking. “I just need.”

Harrison crossed the room and took her in his arms. “We’ll give you anything you want.”

“Even though I can’t give you—”

Harrison didn’t let her finish. He kissed her, fast and hard. “I love you.”

She closed her eyes tightly. How could such beautiful words pierce so sharply? “That only makes things harder.”

He chuckled softly. “No, it doesn’t. You’ll figure that out soon enough. I promise.”

She returned his kiss with one of her own. Then they stepped apart.

Alexis glanced over at Michael. “Are you okay with this?”

He nodded.

Alexis studied his face, wishing she had some clue to his thoughts. She hesitated until he smiled and winked at her.

“Come on, Alexis. We’ve all waited long enough.”

“It’s only been a few days,” she said, teasing him for his impatience.

“No. It’s been a decade. You’ve denied us this for ten long years.”

She hadn’t considered that, but now that it was out there, she recognized the truth.

“No more waiting.” Michael turned toward the door, intent on the three of them leaving. She couldn’t follow.

She shook her head. “Here. Now. No bedrooms. Nothing private or intimate or even comfortable.”

Harrison looked like he would argue, but Michael didn’t even blink twice. He simply walked to the door and threw the lock. “Take off those pants.”

She didn’t give herself time to consider her actions, though she suspected even if she did, she wouldn’t back out. She needed sex and the two men in front of her had proven themselves more than capable of giving her multiple orgasms.

Alexis reached for the button of her jeans and slid the zipper down as both men watched. Neither of them moved to disrobe.

So they wanted a show. She was happy to oblige. She slipped off her tennis shoes and then slowly shimmied the denim over her hips, leaving her thong in place. No sense in rushing things too much. It wasn’t like she had to worry about getting caught by her boss.

Once her jeans hit the floor, she kicked them off. Michael had only told her to remove the jeans, nothing else, so she paused. She was going to make them do a bit of work as well.

Harrison’s gaze never left her face. He lifted his finger, indicating that he wanted her to turn around. She never would have described herself as a submissive person, but clearly she’d never found the right lovers before. Both men brought out a part of her that wanted their dominance, their control. After a lifetime of making all the decisions, charting her own course, it felt wonderful to release the reins and let someone else drive for a while. It helped that she trusted Michael and Harrison implicitly. Neither of them would ever hurt her.

She spun, then stopped once her back was turned to them.

“Thong,” Michael barked. He didn’t bother to elucidate. She didn’t pretend to misunderstand.

Keeping her back to them, she tugged the elastic over her hips and bent forward to push the small scrap of lace down. As she did so, she treated her men to a bird’s eye view of her bare ass.

My men?

No. They were simply her lovers. For now.

Before she could rise, Harrison was there, stroking the sensitive skin of her ass. Then he placed a strong hand on her upper arm and urged her to stand. He bent closer and brushed his lips over her ear. “One of these days, I’m going to get you completely naked and in my bed.”

She turned and offered him a mischievous grin. “Maybe.”

He used his grip to direct her toward the center of the room. He gestured toward a small table in the corner. Michael picked up on the nonverbal clue and pulled it in front of her. Typically, it was used as a workstation, a place for doctors to set up their laptops to check email and do some paperwork.

Once Michael had it in place, he pointed to it. “Bend over.”

Alexis didn’t move, deciding it would be more fun to test Michael’s limits. To push him. The man was too used to getting his way. “Ever heard the word please?”

Michael grinned, but the expression didn’t comfort her. Instead, she felt that same sense of danger she’d experienced with him several nights earlier. What was it about that spark of fear that excited her so much?

Harrison tilted her face toward him with firm fingers on her chin. “Let’s save that game for another day. This really isn’t the place, and I’m fairly certain you don’t want your colleagues or patients overhearing us. Do as he said, Lex. But first…” Harrison grasped the hem of her shirt and dragged it over her head. Then he reached into her bra and pulled her breasts out and over the lace. He bent his head and sucked first one and then the other nipple into his mouth, causing them to bud and ache.

When he released her, she shivered, her arousal slowly taking over. Her need was almost painful.

Alexis moved forward, draping her upper body over the cool surface of the table. She rested her weight on her elbows, her face up as she glanced from one man to the other. Neither had shed a single piece of clothing, nor did they appear to be in a hurry to move this game to the next level. She’d explained to them what she wanted, yet they seemed content to tease her, to play with her.

Her temper piqued. “Someone fuck me. Now.” They weren’t the only ones capable of issuing commands. The exhaustion, sadness and devastation of the past few days were catching up to her. Why couldn’t they see how much she needed this escape?

Harrison knelt in front of the table until his face was level with hers. “We know what you need, Lex. But you have to let go. Put yourself in our hands.”

“Fuck that.” She started to push herself up. If they weren’t willing to give her what she wanted, she’d find someone who would.

Michael stepped behind her, his crotch brushing her ass as he placed a powerful hand against her back and pressed her none-too-gently onto the table. “Don’t move.”

She continued to resist his hold, struggling to break free and rise. At this point, violence seemed as welcome a release as sex. She hadn’t lied about being numb. Lately, it felt like she lost a bit more of her humanity with each passing day. After a decade of death and pain and suffering, her ability to feel anything was quickly fading away. It terrified her. A doctor without compassion was nothing.

However, with Harrison—and now with Michael—the frozen parts thawed, allowing her to feel. Even if only for a little while.

Michael’s hand left her back, allowing her to stand. The freedom was short-lived. He stripped his tie from his shirt roughly and used the silk to secure her hands behind her back. “I’m perfectly willing to indulge your desire for a fight, Alexis. But be warned. You won’t win.”

She tested the bonds, amazed the slick material held. Without the use of her hands, Michael made quick work of positioning her over the table once more. She’d never experimented with bondage before—had never had a lover she trusted enough to try it with—but she was intrigued by the complete feeling of helplessness. Rather than scare her, it turned her on even more. Something she didn’t think possible at the moment.

Alexis startled when she felt hands in her hair. She was finding it difficult to concentrate on anything besides the screaming, clawing hunger radiating throughout her body. She glanced up to find Harrison looking down at her. He tightened his grip on her tresses, pulling her head up. Her scalp tingled, sending sparks straight to her pussy. He studied her face, and for the first time, she recognized the same intense need in his face. Harrison may be patient, but that didn’t mean he didn’t ache as well.

“You’re going to suck my cock while Michael fucks you from behind.”

“Yes,” she hissed.

Neither man hesitated asking for what they wanted, what they expected from her. She was grateful not to have to direct the play. With too many lovers in the past, she’d been the aggressor, the one in power. She’d never minded that, but she had to admit there was something exciting about being taken, used, controlled.

Harrison released her hair, dropping his hands down to unfasten his pants. Within seconds, his hard cock was free. Alexis licked her lips.

“Come closer. Please.” Her place over the table and her bound hands left her at a disadvantage. She wondered if Harrison would release the binding.

He must have read her mind, because he grinned. “You’re going to have to be creative, Lex, because you’re only allowed to use your mouth.”

She narrowed her eyes, lifting one brow to let him know she was up to the challenge. She repeated her earlier command. “Come closer.”

He shook his head. “Not yet.” Harrison’s gaze left hers, looking across the table at Michael.

Though she and Harrison had been talking, Michael’s actions hadn’t been lost on her. She’d heard him unzip his pants, felt his knuckles brush against her bare ass as he ran his hand along his cock.

She was curious to see him, so she started to turn her head. Harrison stopped her with firm hands on the sides of her head. “One night, we’re going to blindfold you. Play with you as you guess whose touch is whose.”

She started to tell him she’d win that game. They may not have been together much, but both men had distinct tells, unique ways of touching her. It added to her arousal. And her confusion. Sex wasn’t supposed to be this way. Or at least, that was what she’d always believed. Now she wasn’t so sure.

Before she could respond, Michael bent over her body and wrapped his arms around her as he cupped her breasts in his hands. He squeezed them tightly.

Alexis gasped, the sound so full of need, no one in the room could miss it.

Michael whispered in her ear. “Harrison told me you’re on birth control, but the choice is yours, Alexis. Do you want me to wear a condom?”

She shook her head, the word no falling from her lips before she could consider her decision. She’d promised these men a month. Four weeks where she would hold nothing back. Now that she was here, she intended to honor that vow, to truly test the limits of this bizarre, yet incredible arrangement. She hoped that somewhere down the line, her brain would kick in, give her some inkling of what she should say once the time limit expired. But until then, she was simply jumping in with both feet and letting the tide take her where it would.

Michael kissed her cheek softly. The sweet touch was a direct contrast to the rough squeeze he added to her breasts. Then he released her and rose once more.

The height of the table was a few inches lower than her body, a fact her back was starting to tell her. Without the use of her arms, she wasn’t going to be able to hold this position for long.

Harrison must have read her distress. “Lean on us, Lex.”

He wrapped his hand around the base of his cock and directed it toward her mouth. She opened her lips, anxious to taste, to offer this man something in recompense for the amazing orgasms he’d given her on his desk.

She tried to take him in farther, pushing on her toes in her attempt, but Harrison held back.

“She’s still trying to take over,” he murmured to Michael.

Michael didn’t respond. Instead, he placed a quick, hard slap to her ass. Alexis started to rear up, but Harrison caught her, his hands reclaiming their tight grip on her hair.

“You’re ours, Lex. It’s time you understood exactly what that means.”

He pressed his cock into her mouth, not ceasing his forward motion until the head brushed the back of her throat. She tried to move, to add her own rhythm to the blowjob, but Michael had a firm grasp on her hips, holding her still.

Harrison cupped her cheeks, directing their play, moving in and out of her mouth at a pace of his own choosing. Alexis had only just adjusted to his claiming when she felt Michael’s cock brush along her slit.

She sucked in a deep breath through her nose as he pressed closer. His cock was large, thick. She imagined what it would be like to take one man in her pussy and the other in her ass. Michael had promised they would claim her like that. Problem was neither man was small. Both filled her in a manner that was overwhelming and amazing, but just shy of painful.

Michael’s inward trip was relentless. He didn’t work his way in with shallow thrusts. Instead, he continued to plow forward until every inch of him was buried deep.

Harrison hadn’t given up his own uncompromising drive into her mouth. He’d told Alexis to lean on them. They’d taken that option out of her hands. There was no leaning, only their strong hands holding her up, supporting her, letting her know they’d never let her fall.

Harrison’s thumbs stroked her cheeks, telling her without words that she was adored. Michael thrust into her roughly, telling her she was desired.

Her eyes drifted closed of their own accord as she relinquished the last vestige of control. She wanted to be possessed, owned, used.

Loved.

The last thought snuck in unbidden. Harrison had professed his love, told her it would make things easy. She wanted to believe that, but she’d never taken that final leap, never truly given her whole heart for fear of losing herself.

Michael tightened his hands, digging his fingers into her hips. She longed to add her own motion to the dance, but he was too strong, too determined she would only take, not give.

She tightened her lips around Harrison’s cock as her pussy started to clench. She was going to come—with or without her dominant lovers’ permission—and no force of nature could prevent it.

Harrison groaned as she dragged her tongue along the vein underneath his cock, finding ways to add extra stimulation without the use of her hands. She was determined he was going to join her at the end. She wasn’t crossing this finish line alone.

On one outward stroke, she added her teeth, nipping lightly at the tip of his cock, loving the salty taste as a drop of come touched her tongue. His fingers tangled in her hair, tugging until she lifted her gaze. He was looking down at her, smiling, love written in every line on his face. The intense emotion sent a surge of tears to her eyes.

How had she lived a lifetime without this?

When he pressed to the back of her mouth again, she was ready. She swallowed him and Harrison gave up his fight to hold back. His body stiffened as pulse after pulse of hot come coursed down her throat.

She jerked when her own orgasm shattered, shaking her body so roughly she was grateful for Harrison’s flesh in her mouth. It was the only thing keeping her from screaming. Perhaps she’d been wrong to insist they take her here. God only knew who was outside the door, what they were hearing.

Harrison slowly withdrew and dropped to his knees before her as Michael continued to thrust. He hadn’t slowed his pace or offered her a reprieve. Instead, he’d pummeled through her orgasm, not giving her a chance to come down, to recover.

Harrison reached around her and untied her hands, which dropped heavily to the table beneath her. She gripped the slick surface, foolishly expecting the hold to ground her, but nothing could return her to earth. Nothing could save her except the next climax clamoring to escape.

Michael knew what she needed, yet he refused to grant it. He’d slowed his pace and begun to dip his cock in more shallowly. He was stoking the fire but holding back the blaze.

“Please,” she whispered. “Please.

Harrison leaned forward, kissing away her pleas. He brushed his tongue against hers and she briefly wondered if he could taste himself there.

Michael moved farther away, his cock leaving her completely. Alexis twisted away from Harrison, growling her displeasure at being left hanging.

Michael chuckled and slapped her ass none-too-gently. “You’re spoiled, Alexis. Too used to getting your way.” She realized Michael only used her real name whenever they were together intimately, returning to his standard Dr. Jenner the rest of the time.

She started to rise once more, but this time it was Harrison who was there to hold her down. He clasped her hands, pressing them to the table. “You need more, Lex. Admit it.”

Until Harrison’s assertion, she would have denied wanting anything other than Michael’s cock inside her, fucking her into oblivion, but now…

Michael drew his fingers through her juices, dragging the moisture to her anus. She gasped when he pressed one inside.

Alexis closed her eyes, trying to still her suddenly racing heart. “I, I’m not—” The word ready hovered on her lips, but she wasn’t sure that was true. She was afraid of what they wanted, nervous about being able to accept it, but those fears were overridden by outright desire.

“Not today, Lex. Not here. We’re going to take you that way, but when we do, we’ll be in a bed. And you will be ours in every sense of the word.”

Every sense. She understood Harrison’s conditions. They would take her that way only when she’d given in to their desire to become a triad. They’d give her that when and only when she’d pledged her life to both of them.

A week ago, she would have told him to take his ultimatum and shove it where the sun don’t shine, but now…now she felt like a child being refused the treat she desired more than anything. Michael pushed a second finger into her ass, forcing a groan from her. Anal play was something she’d never even considered slightly interesting. Now it was taking every ounce of strength she possessed not to beg Michael to fuck her there.

“Harrison,” she started to argue, but he read her thoughts too well.

He shook his head, kissing her quickly to halt her request. “You know what we want, Lex. If you’re honest with yourself, you’ll see it’s what you want as well. Stop fighting this. Stop denying this isn’t right. Perfect.”

“We’ve been on one date, Harry. One. And I told you, this is just sex.” Alexis wasn’t sure where she’d found the lie, but once it had formed, she’d let it fly.

He released a long sigh and then glanced at Michael. “It looks like there’s more work to be done.” His gaze fell to her once more. “We still have three weeks. We’re not going to stop doing everything within our power to convince you.”

A threat had never sounded so fucking hot. She gave him a challenging look that wasn’t lost on Harrison. He smiled.

Then she looked over her shoulder at Michael. “Are you going to finish up back there or are you a fan of blue balls?” She pretended to be bored, hoping Michael would fall for the act. The truth was if he stopped right now, she’d probably be forced to commit murder.

Michael reprimanded her for her smart mouth with one of his delicious punishments. Adding a third finger to her ass, he stretched her to the edge of discomfort, letting his touch be a warning. Then he removed his fingers from her anus, grasped her hips once more and shoved back into her pussy with a hard, deep thrust that would have alerted every person on this floor what was happening in this room if Harrison hadn’t covered her mouth with his and kissed her.

Michael had clearly reached the end of his restraint, as he took her with an intensity bordering on violence. Alexis matched him slam for slam, welcoming the beautiful brutality. After days of numbing, cold pain, it was a relief to feel the heat again.

Alexis trembled as her orgasm came, her pussy clenching tightly. Michael followed her, his muted groan telling her that even in the throes of his climax, he was able to regulate his response, remember his surroundings and keep quiet. She resented that he was able to steal that power from her and she suddenly longed to strip away some of his self-control. What would it feel like to bring Michael Austin to his knees?

None of them moved immediately, and it was several minutes later before Alexis became aware of sounds outside the room. It was business as usual in the hospital as she listened to nurses chatting, the sound of gurneys rolling by, and the coughing, sneezing, sniffling noises of people coming in search of help.

She lifted herself upright, ignoring the twinge in her pussy that said she’d been taken hard. She wouldn’t mind that slight ache if it didn’t trigger her arousal and make her long to do the whole damn thing again. She really had waited too long between flings.

Harrison and Michael followed her lead, rising and putting their clothing to rights. Once they’d tucked themselves back in—cocks and shirts—they helped her dress. Harrison placed a soft kiss atop both breasts as he put them inside the cups of her bra.

Michael stroked her calves and thighs as he slid her thong and then her jeans into place.

None of them spoke until they were completely dressed once more. Then Alexis walked over to the couch and sank down slowly. All she wanted to do was sleep for the next twenty-four hours or so.

“Go home, Dr. Jenner.” Michael was leaning against the counter. He looked pretty haggard himself, and she wondered if he’d been home since the fire.

It concerned her to see the dark circles under his typically bright eyes. “I will if you will.”

Michael gave her a crooked grin. “Deal. Want me to drive you?”

She shook her head. “My car is here and I don’t live far. I really am tired, and something tells me if I leave here with either of you, I won’t get to sleep.”

Harrison chuckled as he dropped next to her on the couch. “You’re right. You wouldn’t. It’s taking every ounce of self-control I have not to lay you down right now and ring the bell for round two.”

She rested her head on his shoulder as he wrapped his arm around her and tucked her close.

“I can’t believe I did this.” Now that her horniness had been assuaged, her body satisfied, her brain had decided to begin working once more.

“You made it perfectly clear what you wanted from us, Lex. There are no misunderstandings. We’re simply going to continue to follow the same course.”

“Meaning you and Michael are going to keep trying to seduce me into agreeing to a permanent ménage?”

Michael nodded. “That’s exactly what we’re going to do.”

“You realize how ridiculous that sounds.”

Harrison tucked a stray hair behind her ear. “Life is strange. You can either accept that and live happy or fight against it and be miserable.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Don’t go all philosophical on me. I’m running on empty right now and am not in debating shape. Give me a day or two and I’ll figure out why what you just said is total hooey.”

Harrison kissed her on the cheek. “I look forward to the argument.”

Alexis took a deep breath and forced herself to stand up. If she sat much longer, she’d drift off to sleep. She walked to the sink to dump her now-cold coffee and rinse out the cup. Then she got her purse and jacket from her locker. She also grabbed the bag she’d stuffed with dirty clothes. She was no stranger to pulling all-nighters at the hospital if one of her patients needed her to remain close by, so she always kept a couple extra outfits on hand. She’d used up all her spares during the past few days.

Harrison kissed her goodbye. It was a platonic buss, but it still managed to turn her on. This was getting ridiculous.

She wasn’t a stranger to one-night stands. Given her commitment to her work, brief flings were all she usually had time for. The problem was in the past few years she hadn’t even bothered with that. She’d told herself it was because she didn’t need sex—apart from the relief provided by her vibrator—but in truth, it was due to her feelings for Harrison.

She’d fallen for him long ago, the crush she’d harbored on her professor had blossomed to full-fledged love when their association had turned to friendship. After learning about the Trinity Masters and understanding what he expected from a relationship, she’d tried to cast those feelings aside, ignoring them, discounting them. She’d invited men back to her place in hopes that one of them would make her forget Harrison. It hadn’t worked, and eventually she’d stopped trying. She was paying for that now. Too many years of harboring hidden desires for the man had been unleashed, and it would take a hell of a lot longer than three weeks to work it all out of her system. The word forever drifted through her mind.

She hesitated when she walked by Michael. She had no idea how she felt about him. For most of her adult life, she’d focused her attention on Harrison. Now that she was being asked to consider a serious relationship with someone else, she wasn’t sure how to act. He’d been her boss and her nemesis for ten years. And while the past few days had proven they were more than compatible in the bedroom, that didn’t translate into a love affair.

Michael tugged her hair, his face proving he understood her uncertainty. “I’m struggling with this too. Let’s not get worked up about it yet. Baby steps.”

She considered what they’d just done—his fingers in her ass, his cock taking her more roughly than any lover in her past—and laughed, feeling her cheeks flush with the memory. “We may be a bit beyond baby steps.”

He shook his head. “No. Sex is easy. It’s the rest that’s going to take some work.”

“We only have three weeks,” she pointed out.

“Lucky thing we’re brilliant, quick studies.”

She rolled her eyes. “Humble much?”

“You know me. And I know you. We’re a lot closer to sorting this out than you realize. Just hang in there, okay? No freaking out.”

She tilted her head. “I don’t freak out.”

His mischievous grin told her he was trying to push her buttons, daring her to continue. She had just enough pride to fall for it too.

She lifted her face. “Kiss me goodbye.”

She’d meant the request as a challenge to counter his. What she hadn’t expected was the look of genuine delight on his face.

He bent his head and kissed her, the touch so gentle and loving it took her breath away.

Fuck. That backfired.

She placed her fingers to her lips when he released her and took two steps back. “I have to go.”

Michael winked, perfectly aware that he’d taken her off-guard. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Harrison walked her to the door and offered her one more brief kiss. She left the room without another word.

She’d lied to Michael.

She was totally freaking out.

*****

The young man watched Harrison Adams kiss the pretty doctor. Neither of them saw him. His mother had always told him he was very good at disappearing, blending into a crowd. She hadn’t meant it as a compliment. Most of the time, she’d been annoyed when she’d realized he’d been hovering, watching, listening.

She should have been ashamed—not annoyed—considering what he’d been forced to watch her do. Women were nothing more than sluts—pawns to be used and then discarded. His mother fit that category, so did the whore he’d had murdered in the alley in Chicago. Good riddance to both.

It was the only lesson he’d ever learned from his father. After all, dear old dad had fucked his mother until he was tired of her and then left. What his father hadn’t realized was he hadn’t just thrown away the whore. He’d left his son as well. Left his boy with an inept, stupid woman who knew nothing about how to raise a child, how to feed her son, clothe him, keep him safe.

He grinned as he considered the payback. His father was suffering a devastating loss. Killing those two women had been a stroke of genius. They’d left his father weak, vulnerable. Soon, he’d discover the link between Harrison, his father and that damn symbol. Once those lines were drawn, he could find a way to bring the whole thing crashing down on their heads.

His eyes narrowed as Harrison watched the doctor walk away. For some reason, Harrison Adams had stepped in after his father left his mother, sending money to help them get by. The monthly checks had kept a roof over their heads and food on the table.

Then, when he was only nine, Harrison had abandoned them too. The young man considered Harrison’s crime the worst of all. His father hadn’t known of his existence, so he hadn’t realized his son needed him. Harrison had simply cut them off without a word. Left them penniless. His mother had turned to dancing to earn money, becoming a two-bit stripper. When her body began to sag and the money on stage dried up, she’d earned a living by lying on her back. Stupid cunt.

There was a debt to be paid. Harrison Adams owed him for his desertion and the female doctor looked like a good place to start. He’d been surprised when she’d noticed him in the emergency room. No one ever saw him. He’d covered his tracks well and earned a reward for his quick thinking.

He was tired of toying with his mouse. He’d spent the past year gathering as much information as he could on Harrison Adams, following him, tormenting him while searching for a way to bring the man down. The symbol had worked as an effective trigger. Each time Harrison saw it he blanched and then worked quickly to conceal it. Ultimately, the symbol and what it stood for would be Harrison’s downfall.

But until then…

Dr. Alexis Jenner was going to come in handy. He’d seen her with Harrison and the other man from the funeral three nights earlier. The trio had gone out to dinner at a fancy restaurant and he’d struggled to figure out which man she was fucking. After all, both Harrison and Michael Austin—his hacking software had given him that name in less than ten minutes—continually touched her.

He’d come to the hospital to survey his handiwork from the fire, to revel in the fruits of his labor and to hopefully catch a glimpse of Michael Austin. Then fate had rewarded him when he’d seen the doctor and Harrison.

He’d listened at the door as the two men fucked her. Another whore. Another cunt he could use.

The young man was born to be powerful, while men like his father, Harrison Adams, Michael Austin and Damon Corzo weren’t worthy to lick his boots. They were harmless. Stupid. Puppets dancing on the end of his strings.

And soon he’d cut them all loose, let them drown in a sea of their own ineffectiveness.

Then, he would be there, ready to step in. To take over. To claim the legacy they’d all conspired to keep from him.

It was time to initiate his next move. Harrison’s lingering look as Alexis Jenner walked away confirmed that the doctor was important.

Very important.
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Chapter Five
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Michael looked up at the knock at his door.

“Come in.”

Harrison walked in, glancing around the room. “Is he here yet?”

Michael shook his head. “No. Though I expect him any minute.”

“He didn’t give you any indication of why he wanted to see both of us? What the emergency is?”

Michael leaned back in his chair as Harrison claimed one across from his desk. He’d received an urgent call from Jonathan this morning asking for a meeting with him and the Grand Master in Michael’s office. His friend had been suffering from a serious bout of depression since losing his wives. Michael couldn’t begin to imagine how he was carrying on after such a tragic loss.

“No. He didn’t want to get into it over the phone. He was very upset, insistent.”

Harrison frowned, and Michael was struck by the same unnerving suspicion that his best friend was harboring a secret. He’d felt that way for months, but whenever he tried to broach the subject, Harrison shut him down, claiming Michael knew everything he needed to know.

“You don’t have any clue what it might be about, do you, Harrison?”

Harrison shook his head, but there was a brief moment of hesitation that told Michael his friend was being dishonest. It didn’t sit well with him. In the past, he would have sworn Harrison confided in him about everything. Knowing Harrison was keeping something from him hurt more than he cared to admit.

“Harrison.” Michael started to ask what was going on, but he was interrupted by another knock on the door.

Harrison rose, inviting Jonathan to enter. Jonathan was aware of Harrison’s role as Grand Master. It was traditional for the established members of the society to be introduced to their leader after twenty years with the organization. By that time, members were bonded in trinities and would then assume the duty of recruiting.

“Jonathan,” Michael said as he stood and shook the man’s hand. “How are you holding up?”

Jonathan shrugged, the dark circles under his eyes answering Michael’s question. “I’m okay.”

It was a lie, but Michael let it pass as Jonathan and Harrison both sat down.

Jonathan didn’t beat around the bush. “Someone is following me.”

“What makes you say that?” Michael asked.

Jonathan rubbed his eyes, exhaustion written in every movement he made. “I don’t know. I’ve felt this way since the funeral, but I chalked it up to grief, thought it would go away.”

Harrison didn’t seem surprised by Jonathan’s confession. “Are you working on any projects at work that would cause someone to be interested in your whereabouts?”

Michael suspected the question was a deflection. Jonathan worked for the Army Corps of Engineers. He’d spent a great deal of time overseas throughout the years, designing and overseeing construction in the Middle East. While he had traveled to many hotspots during his career, he had never taken part in anything controversial or particularly dangerous.

Jonathan shook his head. “I’ve considered that, but I was promoted after my last deployment. It’s taken me some time to adjust to my new administrative role, and the truth is I’m involved in nothing right now that would be of interest to anyone.”

It sounded to Michael like that last statement applied to Jonathan as well.

Then Jonathan leaned forward, rested his elbows on his knees, looked very closely at Harrison. “I don’t think Janet and Sylvia’s car crash was an accident.”

Harrison frowned. “What makes you say that?”

“They’d driven on that country lane once a month for years. Janet could have taken that turn blindfolded. And I don’t understand why the car exploded on impact with the tree. It shouldn’t have done that.”

It was believed Janet and Sylvia would have survived if the car hadn’t caught fire after striking the tree. No one had considered checking into the accident because it hadn’t felt suspicious, but it appeared to Michael that Harrison was suddenly regretting that oversight.

“Jonathan—” Michael started to reassure his friend it was nothing more than an accident, but Jonathan persisted.

“I know you don’t believe me. Ravings of a grief-stricken man, right? Anything I say can be chalked up to that. It’s why I haven’t said anything. But…”

“But,” Michael prompted.

“I attend Sunday services at Mercy Lutheran Church.”

Michael reared back. “The church that burned down?”

Jonathan nodded. “I was actually supposed to serve as communion assistant this past Sunday, but I couldn’t…” He paused and Michael had to look away. Jonathan was a strong, proud man. Seeing him in so much pain was hard to face.

“You couldn’t go?” Harrison said softly.

Jonathan linked his fingers in front of him. For a moment, Michael thought his friend was trying to pull himself together, but there was something in his posture that betrayed anger—outright fury. “Some days are better than others. That morning, I just couldn’t get out of bed. I called another member of the congregation, a friend of mine, and asked him to fill in for me. He was the fatality in the fire.”

Michael released a sigh. When it rained, it poured. He wasn’t sure how much more his friend could take. “Jesus. I’m sorry, Jonathan.”

“I think that fire was set for me. A warning.”

“Warning?” Harrison asked.

Jonathan nodded. “A way to let me know I’m not safe. Anywhere.”

Michael straightened his spine. “No. That’s not true. I think this is just two very terrible coincidences happening close together.”

Jonathan set his jaw. “Why was Gunner at the church?”

Harrison’s gaze narrowed. “What are you suggesting?”

Jonathan shrugged. “Nothing. I’m just curious.”

Jonathan’s tone didn’t suggest that at all. It sounded a lot like an accusation. Did he seriously think the Trinity Masters were responsible for the death of his wives and the fire at the church?

Michael leaned forward. “You surely don’t think we had anything to do with this.”

Michael looked to Harrison for support and was surprised when his friend didn’t say anything. Then pieces of the puzzle started falling into place. Harrison’s lack of astonishment over Jonathan’s assertion about being followed. Gunner’s unexplainable presence at the church. Had Harrison sent the FBI agent there? And if so, why?

“Harrison?” Michael said, trying to force his friend’s hand.

Harrison didn’t respond at first, and then he crossed his arms. His slow response wasn’t lost on either of the other men. “I think it would be wise for this conversation to end here. Go home, Jonathan. Get some rest. Perhaps after a few nights’ sleep you’ll begin to see things more clearly.”

Michael spied pure rage on Jonathan’s face.

“Grand Master—” Jonathan started.

Harrison raised his hand, cutting him short. “Michael is correct—I also believe these two occurrences are simply a coincidence—but just in case, I don’t think it would hurt to scrutinize both your wives’ accident and the church fire. I’ll contact a couple of Trinity Masters who have the means to investigate these situations covertly.”

Michael wondered if Harrison really did intend to follow up. It was clear Jonathan didn’t believe he would. As far as Michael knew, Gunner and Price were already launching an investigation into the church fire. That much had been discussed openly in Gunner’s hospital room yesterday. Had that conversation been real? Or had they simply said those things for Michael’s benefit?

At the time, Michael couldn’t understand the Trinity Masters’ interest in the fire. Now, it was clear there were facts that weren’t being shared with him. It irritated him, rubbed against the grain.

Jonathan stood to leave. “I’ll be in touch, Grand Master.”

Michael had never heard a more genuine threat in his life, but Harrison took it in stride.

“I’ll call you if I discover anything, Jonathan. You have my word on that.”

Michael nodded his farewell, holding his tongue until Jonathan had taken his leave and he and Harrison were alone once more.

“What the hell is going on, Harrison?”

Harrison sighed. “The man is distraught and looking for someone to blame. He’s chosen the Trinity Masters. I hope that with time and rest he’ll come to see—”

Michael stood up, slamming his hand down on his desk. “Don’t. Don’t fucking tell me you’re not seriously concerned about what he said. Or that you didn’t have something to do with Gunner’s presence at the church. Something’s going on and I want to know what it is.”

Harrison clenched his jaw, his face going stony. He wasn’t going to tell him. “Michael—”

Michael’s temper flared. “I thought we were partners, Harrison.”

Harrison stood as well. “Actually, we’re not. Not yet. And I think you’re forgetting your place, Michael. I’m the Grand Master. I’m responsible for the welfare of the Trinity Masters. The decision of whether or not I choose to take you into my confidence is mine and mine alone.”

“You’re not your fucking father. You don’t have to carry all of this alone.”

Harrison’s face flushed, his own anger starting to emerge. “You act as if you question my abilities.”

Michael waved his hand dismissively. “Don’t be ridiculous.”

“Perhaps you’ve taken Jonathan’s side in this?”

Harrison’s words pierced.

“You know I haven’t.” Then Michael forced himself to ask the question hovering in the back of his mind. “What happens if Alexis says yes? If we become a triad? Will you confide in me then?”

Harrison didn’t reply immediately, the silence telling.

“I see,” Michael said quietly.

“There are some things I need to deal with on my own.”

Michael shook his head. “I don’t agree. But clearly my opinion doesn’t matter.”

“That’s not true. Dammit, Michael. I’ve already shared far too much with you. Protecting the Trinity Masters’ privacy at all costs is the first and foremost duty of the Grand Master. I take that responsibility very seriously. If I think there’s a threat—no matter how small—I will thoroughly investigate and shut it down.”

“Our privacy?” While Jonathan had appeared angry, nothing the man had said led Michael to believe he’d reveal the Trinity Masters. Jonathan was upset, not insane. Revealing the organization was the quickest way to complete and utter ruin. Besides, Jonathan had said it himself—he’d held his tongue about his suspicions regarding the accident and the fire because no one would believe him in his grieving state. Yet Michael knew Harrison, knew his friend didn’t speak without carefully choosing his words. Harrison perceived a threat. “What’s going on?”

“Trust me, Michael. Please.”

Michael picked up a pen and tapped it against the surface of his desk. He wanted to press the issue, but Harrison had given him as much as he was going to get today. “Fine.”

Harrison glanced at his watch. “I need to return to campus. I have a meeting in an hour. Are you free tomorrow evening?”

Michael nodded, perfectly aware that Harrison was anxious to see Alexis again, to press their suit. He’d been able to think of little else since their rendezvous in the doctor’s lounge two days earlier.

“Very good. I’ll call Alexis this afternoon to see if she’ll have dinner with us.” Harrison walked to the door. Before he opened it, he turned to look at Michael. “If I need help, Michael, I will ask you.”

Michael nodded. It wasn’t exactly the answer he wanted, but for now, it would have to suffice. “I’ll see you later.”

“Goodbye.”

Michael stared at the surface of his desk for several minutes, seeing nothing. His thoughts whirled as a ball of ice formed in his chest. Harrison’s silence cut like a knife, felt like a betrayal.

He clenched a fist as the pressure built. He needed…

Needed.

He recalled Alexis’s face in the doctor’s lounge. She’d let the pain grow until she’d had to find an outlet or face falling apart. She had turned to them.

Michael picked up his phone and dialed his secretary. “Please find Dr. Jenner and have her report to my office immediately.”

He hung up, a smile emerging. He and Alexis had different definitions of immediately. She hated being summoned, so she’d make him wait. Michael glanced at his watch and then leaned back in his chair, anticipating her arrival.

Twenty-three minutes passed before he heard a knock at his door.

He wondered if she had been genuinely busy or if she’d lingered on purpose.

“Come in.”

Alexis opened the door, her face telling him instantly she didn’t appreciate having her work routine interrupted. She’d only taken two steps inside when he pointed to door.

“Close and lock it.”

She narrowed her eyes and paused. For a moment, he thought she’d refuse and storm out. Then she turned and did as he asked.

However, she didn’t bother to walk into the room. Instead, she leaned against the door. “What do you want?”

He crooked his finger at her. “Come here.”

She crossed her arms, refusing to move. “I was in the middle of treating a patient, Michael. You need to respect that. I’m not about to start jumping whenever you beckon.”

He felt the slightest twinge of guilt for his actions. He had called her for selfish reasons. “I understand that.”

Something about his tone must have given him away, let her see too much. She walked across the room and claimed one of the chairs. “What’s wrong?”

He didn’t want to answer, didn’t feel like explaining himself. He’d asked her to come here because he’d wanted to lose himself inside her body, distract himself from his concerns about the Trinity Masters, his annoyance at Harrison.

“Nothing.”

She tilted her head. “Try again.”

“Take off your clothes.”

She snorted, shaking her head. “You have three seconds to start talking or I’m walking out of here.”

Her refusal triggered his dominant side, pushed the alpha male to the forefront. He’d been cut down and cast aside by Harrison. Michael wouldn’t let her dismiss him as well.

He stood slowly. “I don’t repeat myself, Alexis.”

She rose as well, leaning toward the desk in a manner that proved she wasn’t afraid of him. Alexis would never cower, never truly submit except in the bedroom. Ordinarily, in every sexual relationship he’d had in the past that had been his desire too.

But today, right now, he needed someone to listen to him, to offer him more. To give him everything.

“Listen, Michael. It’s not going to work this way. I’m not your fuck buddy or some sex toy you can pull out whenever you get horny. I agreed to this month because of my feelings for Harrison. You need to—”

Her words sent his temper into orbit. He walked around the desk and grasped her upper arms. “Harrison isn’t the only person whose future is at stake, Alexis.”

She tried to shake off his grip, but he held tight. “I know that, but you have to understand that you and I—”

“You and I are as much a part of this as Harrison. The truth is this month has fuck-all to do with him.”

She narrowed her eyes. “That’s not true and you know it. The Trinity Masters—”

“Can go take a flying fucking leap for all I care.”

She gasped. “What?”

“I’m tired of jumping through hoops, going through motions like some passive little dog. Stay, sit, trust me. I can’t keep obeying blindly. I need something that’s mine, that’s real, that I choose.”

Alexis stopped trying to get away from him. Her face softened as she lifted her hand to his cheek. The touch was more comforting than he cared to admit. He hadn’t meant to say so much.

“So choose,” she said. “Tell me what you really want.”

He pulled her against his chest. “I want you, Alexis. I want you to look at me the way you look at him. For you to admit that you have feelings for me too. I want you to be here because you want to be, not because you’re trying to make Harrison happy.”

She sighed as she hugged him, her face pressed against his chest firmly. “Did you know Harrison was going to pick me as your third?”

He nodded. “Yes.”

“When?”

He considered her question. There were two answers, but only one was correct. “Ten years ago.”

She loosened her grip and tilted her face up to look at him. “So for the past decade, you’ve looked at me as a potential wife? As someone you could grow to love and spend your life with?”

He’d always been aware of Alexis. Of her presence in any meeting or at faculty functions. Of her state of being—if she was tired or hungry or happy or worn-down. He’d taken stock of everything. Let it wrap itself around his consciousness until he’d fallen in love with her. “Yes.”

“That was Harrison’s choice. Not yours.”

He’d seen her argument coming. “Maybe it was. At first. And we could debate freewill and all that bullshit for hours, but it doesn’t change the end result. It doesn’t impact where I am right now. I want you in my life, Alexis.”

She smiled sadly. “You’ve had ten years to imagine the possibilities between us, Michael. I’ve had less than a week.”

Though her words made sense, they still caused his heart to ache. Then reality slammed down on him. His feelings for her hadn’t hit him like a bullet—striking him in a split second, taking him down hard. Instead, they’d grown slowly, sort of like water shaping a rock in a river, molding it incrementally over years. “A month isn’t long enough, is it?”

She shook her head.

“You knew that all along and yet you’re still here.”

Alexis reached for his hand, lifted it and pressed it to her chest, just above her heart. “This month isn’t about love. Not really. It’s about forming relationships based on trust and respect.” Then she grinned. “And testing sexual compatibility, of course.”

He chuckled. She may not be a member of the Trinity Masters, but she understood the logistics of the triad better than she realized. Hell, she understood it better than him.

“And at the end of the month?”

She blew out a long breath. “I wish I knew. I walked into the deal thinking this month would prove to me what I’ve always believed. That arranged relationships, that threesomes aren’t normal. Aren’t for me.”

“You feel differently now?”

She lifted one shoulder. “Sometimes I think about the three of us and I can see it working. Then there are moments—like earlier—when you act like a cocky, arrogant asshole. Those times make me want to throw you through that window behind you and I can’t imagine tying myself to you for a lifetime.”

Michael laughed as he wrapped his arm around her shoulders. “I hate to point this out, but that sounds exactly like a normal relationship to me.”

“Yeah. I guess it does. Do you mind if we keep the status quo for now? Honestly, I have no idea how I’m going to feel in three weeks. I’m hoping the answer will be obvious at that point.”

“Because right now?”

She gave him a rueful grin. “I’m totally fucked up, confused. Horny.”

He started to act on the last, but she twisted out of his hold and took her seat again. She gestured to the chair next to her. “You’re angry at Harrison.”

He dropped down, the tension in his neck returning. He reached up to rub out the kinks. “Yeah. I am.”

“Want to talk about it?”

Earlier, he’d wanted nothing more than to fuck his anxiety away, but now what she offered seemed better. Real. “Something is going on in the Trinity Masters.”

“Something bad?”

“Yeah. I think it’s pretty bad. But Harrison won’t talk to me about it. Keeps acting like he has to shoulder all the burdens of that damn organization on his own.”

Alexis tilted her head. “Doesn’t he? I thought that was sort of the role of the Grand Master. One almighty leader?”

Michael shook his head. “It’s not a dictatorship, for God’s sake. There are very strict bylaws that all the members—including the Grand Master—have to follow. The rules are there to protect us and our beliefs, but they also keep the leader in check.”

“So it’s more like a presidential role.”

Michael enjoyed the way her eyes widened when he said, “Yeah. President Harrison Adams.”

“President Adams?”

Michael winked at her. “I’ll let you wonder about the family tree.”

She pretended to be annoyed, but she let the subject pass. “So like a president, he’s allowed to have a cabinet, advisers, people like that?”

Michael wasn’t supposed to be telling Alexis any of these things, but he was nothing if not an optimist. He refused to believe anything other than the fact Alexis was going to join the organization in a few weeks, then she would be bound to him and Harrison for the rest of their lives. “Our organization isn’t big enough to support such a top-heavy administration, but yes, the Grand Master is allowed to pull two other members into his confidence, to help him with the day-to-day running of the Trinity Masters.”

“You’re one of those advisers?”

He nodded.

“And yet he’s still keeping you in the dark?”

“Harrison’s not beholden to tell me anything. Like you said, ultimately the power to make decisions rests with him. But I can tell he’s worried about something. I’m not going to say we don’t have issues to deal with in the organization. That’s par for the course any time you get a group of diverse people together. But I’ve never seen him this uptight, nervous. Whatever is going on, it’s bad.”

Alexis reached out and clasped his hand in hers. “I’m sorry. I can only imagine how much it must hurt for him to cut you out. But I can say that Harrison loves you. You’re the brother he never had. I genuinely believe that when push comes to shove, if he can’t handle things, he’ll turn to you.”

He squeezed her hand. “Thanks.”

They sat quietly for a few moments, just holding hands, until Alexis said, “What did you think was going to happen when you called me up here?”

“What makes you think my plan has changed?”

She gave him a warning look that failed to intimidate him. Instead, it inflamed his desires once more.

“If you try to tell me to take my clothes off again—”

He used his grip on her hand to tug her up, cutting off any complaint she might lodge. “I’ve changed my mind.” His fingers began to work at the button on her jeans. She didn’t bother to brush them away or pretend to be annoyed. “I’m going to take your clothes off.”

He shoved the denim over her hips and gestured for her to remove them. She toed off her shoes and then shed the jeans.

Michael considered taking off her shirt and bra, laying her down on the couch and making love to her. God knew he wanted to be inside her more than he wanted the Celtics to win the NBA Championship.

But Alexis wasn’t ready for the emotions that would evoke. She had admitted to needing more time to sort through her feelings. Rather than push her, he decided to expand on the concept of stress relief through sex.

“I called because I was hoping you could distract me from all the shit going on with Harrison.”

Her sexy smile told him she didn’t mind. She stepped closer, wrapping her arms around his neck. “You and Harrison made me forget about the fire, the victims, all the pain and sadness. I’m glad you called me.”

“Hold that thought,” he said, not bothering to mask the warning.

He led her toward the center of the room and turned her away from him. “Spread your legs, then bend over and grasp your ankles.”

She hesitated only a second before obeying. He’d felt powerless after his meeting with Harrison, his confidence and ego taking a blow. Now Alexis was putting the power back in his hands. It solidified his feelings for her, made him love her even more.

He walked to his desk, opened the drawer and withdrew the tube of lubrication and butt plug he’d purchased yesterday after work. He’d removed the plug from the wrapping and washed it while he’d waited for Alexis to arrive.

“You took too long coming up here. You made me wait.”

She started to rise at his imperious tone, but he’d anticipated the move, made sure he was close enough to keep her in place.

“Don’t move.”

“Don’t be an asshole.”

He chuckled. “Ironic choice of insult.”

She started to respond but fell silent when his finger grazed her anus. He wasn’t sure what it said about him, but knowing that he and Harrison would both claim her, take her at the same time was the dream that played over and over in his mind. Oddly enough, he’d never participated in a threesome before the doctor’s lounge a few days earlier. All of his affairs in the past had consisted of him and a female companion. He’d wanted to save the ménage for his marriage.

Perhaps it would surprise Alexis to discover that, to realize that in this realm they were both inexperienced. He pressed the lube to her ass and squeezed the tube. She trembled slightly as the gel touched her sensitive skin. No doubt it was chilly.

Satisfied he’d used enough, he tossed the tube to the desk. He still held the plug, but it was too soon for that. Instead, he used his free hand to work the lubrication deeper into her ass. He needed to make sure she was ready for what he was about to do. The plug was thicker than three of his fingers, so she’d definitely know it was there.

“What’s your experience with anal play?” he asked.

She sighed. “Honestly? This.”

It touched him that she trusted him enough to try it with him. It also gave him hope for their future.

When he didn’t respond, she continued. “I haven’t dated much, Michael. You know that.”

“I do. Work comes first.”

Even bent over, he could see her nod.

He needed to increase his pace or she’d get dizzy. “Well, I’m about to make your work a hell of a lot more interesting.”

He placed the tip of the plug against her anus. She jerked forward, but her response wasn’t based on escape, rather surprise and nervousness.

“Hold still, Alexis.”

Her breathing became louder, more labored as he pressed the plug deeper. The lube was easing the path, but she was too tight, too new to this. She moaned softly as he pushed the flared part in. Then it was there. Lodged inside her.

Alexis had begun to gyrate her hips, her arousal rearing its head in full force.

He reached down and helped her rise.

Her brow creased. She’d obviously expected more.

“How does that feel?”

She frowned. “Um…okay?”

He tilted his head impatiently, her answer far from enough. “Does it hurt?”

She shook her head quickly. “No. It’s just tight. Full.”

“Good.” He ran his hand along her slit and his fingers were coated with her hot juices instantly. “You like it.”

It wasn’t a question so she didn’t answer. His touch had triggered her need even more. She leaned closer, grasping his hand and pressing it against her clit.

“Please,” she whispered.

“You want to come, Alexis?”

She nodded. It was fascinating to watch the self-assured, take-no-prisoners woman reduced to this in the heat of the moment. He would have bet his entire income that Alexis Jenner didn’t have a submissive bone in her body. And while she put up a good fight, when he brought her to this moment, to the brink, it was beautiful to watch her give herself to him. It humbled and touched him.

“I’m not going to fuck you.”

She opened her mouth to complain, so he bent his head and kissed her—roughly. He sucked her tongue into his mouth and then nipped her lower lip.

“I wouldn’t say anything if you want that orgasm.”

She pressed her lips closed, though he could see it took some effort for her not to lambaste him.

“Good girl.”

The phrase tweaked her, pissed her off. It was why he’d used it. It was fun to push Alexis’s buttons. Too much fun. Harrison had warned him his mischievous side would probably catch up to him one day and cautioned him against going too far lest Alexis find some way to pay him back. Knowing his beauty, her revenge would include inflicting damage to parts of his body he’d just as soon keep intact and healthy.

“Michael—” Her words faded when he narrowed his eyes.

“Stand still, Alexis.”

He ran his hand over her opening again, marveling at the drenching heat she’d produced.

“When did you start getting wet?”

She pursed her lips, not bothering to answer.

“Was it when I took off your pants or when you walked into this office?”

“Neither,” she whispered.

He frowned.

“It started when I was told you wanted to see me in your office.”

His cock twitched at her confession. What would he give to say to hell with it, toss her onto the couch and bury himself inside her?

He took a deep breath, fighting for calm, for control. There would be time for that later. For now, he was going to help her take the edge off because the next hour or so would be difficult for her. He was determined to steal this time from her, to ensure that for at least sixty damn minutes today, she would be thinking of him, not Harrison.

He increased his strokes, sometimes adding pressure to her clit, other times pushing one or two fingers inside her pussy. Alexis gripped his shirt tightly, her forehead resting against his chest. Her hips moved in time with his touch, and every so often, she’d release the sexiest groan that told him he’d hit the right spot.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” he murmured, placing his lips close to her ear.

She shivered at his deep tone and more arousal soaked his fingers.

“You’re going to come on my hand. If you feel the need to scream, I want you to bite my chest instead. Understand?”

She nodded, her teeth clenching on his shirt.

“Dig deeper, Alexis. Find my flesh. I want your mark on me.” He continued to rub her clit, using the tip of one finger to hit the place that made her squeal.

The sound alarmed her so she opened her mouth and took another bite. He held her head to his chest as his other hand stroked her harder.

“After you come, I’m going to put your pants back on you and you’re going to go downstairs to do your rounds. With my plug in your ass.”

She started to shake her head, but he tightened his grip, his palm pressing her even firmer to his chest.

“For one hour, Alexis, your ass is going to be filled with my toy. Once the time is up, you’ll return here and I’ll take it out. We’re going to play this game every day.”

“No, I can’t,” she whispered, the words muted by his shirt.

He slowed the pace of his stroking and then pulled his fingers away.

Alexis’s hands left his arms, forming fists that she slammed into his chest. “Don’t stop.”

“Don’t say no to me. If you’re afraid or in pain, tell me. Otherwise, don’t bother to deny yourself—or me—the pleasure we both know this little adventure will bring you. Does the plug hurt?”

She shook her head.

“Are you afraid of me?”

She narrowed her gaze, her incredulous face revealing the insult she felt to her pride. It was a character trait they both possessed too much of. Michael suspected it would cause them more than a few hours, days—hell, months—of fighting after they pledged their lives to each other.

“Then the plug stays. You can accept that without argument and I’ll let you come. Or you can continue to fight me and I’ll dress you now. Which will it be?”

Her face was flushed. Michael wanted to pretend it was caused by her arousal, but he knew anger was mingled there as well. If he was a smarter man, he’d take it easy on the alpha-male posturing, but the fact remained this was who he was. He could either trick her into thinking he was someone he wasn’t in order to get her to join the Trinity Masters, or he could show her his true colors. Michael wasn’t willing to build his future on lies or deception. Either Alexis accepted him as he was or not.

He just prayed she’d come to love him as much as she loved Harrison.

“Make me come. Now.”

He could have taken her to task for trying to top from the bottom, but he gave her the win. He pressed his finger against her clit and resumed his quick stroking, driving her to the brink within seconds.

Michael pushed three fingers into her pussy, gritting his teeth as his hard cock throbbed. The next hour wasn’t only going to be tough on her. Her inner muscles spasmed, clenched.

She opened her mouth to yell, but he was ready for her. Pressing her head against his chest, she remembered his command. As her orgasm trembled through her, she bit him, her teeth going so deep he feared she’d drawn blood.

Neither of them moved as Alexis struggled to find her bearings again and Michael tried to will his cock to relax. It was rock hard and aching.

Finally, Alexis took a step back. Her quick downward gaze let him know she wasn’t unaware of his dilemma.

She gave him a sexy smile. “I could take care of that for you.”

He closed his eyes and prayed for the strength to refuse. “Later. For now, I have a meeting and you have to go back to work.” He glanced at his watch. “Meet you here at noon.”

She looked like she wanted to argue, but something in his face must have told her it would be futile. Instead, she reached for her jeans and tugged them on slowly as she struggled to move naturally despite the plug in her ass. “There’s no way I can walk around with this thing inside me.”

He placed his fingers beneath her jaw, tilting her face up so he could kiss her. He kept the touch short, sweet. “Of course you can.”

“What if your meeting runs long?”

He stroked his fingers along her cheek, her neck, enjoying the way her eyelids went heavy and her body softened. “I’ll be here at noon. Don’t even think of taking that plug out without me. Understand?”

“Fine.” Alexis slipped her shoes back on and then walked toward the door gingerly. As she reached for the knob, she turned around and pointed at his still-obvious erection. “That’s mine.”

“What?”

“If I’m going to spend the next hour suffering from embarrassment and arousal and God only knows what else, so are you.”

He smiled, not bothering to tell her he’d had no intention of finding his release without her. Regardless, he said, “You’re a heartless witch.”

Her face beamed as if he’d paid her the world’s greatest compliment.

He laughed. “See you in an hour, Dr. Jenner.”
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Alexis walked back to her floor slowly, working hard to keep her stride even and natural. She felt absolutely ridiculous. And so fucking hot, she worried about spontaneous combustion.

Michael provoked so many conflicting emotions inside her she was struggling to keep up. One minute, he’d say something so completely condescending it took all the strength in her body not to knee him in the balls. Then he’d follow it up with a sweet compliment and her heart began to race like some doe-eyed schoolgirl. It was frustrating, infuriating. Fabulous.

She’d had no idea how dull her life was until Harrison asked her for this month. Now, she woke excitedly anticipating what the day would bring.

Alexis had just reached the nurse’s station on her floor when her cell phone rang. She smiled when she spied Harrison’s number.

“Hello.”

“Hey, Lex. Listen, I owe you an apology.”

“You do?”

“Yeah. It’s Thursday and I forgot all about our lunch date. I’ve got back-to-back meetings scheduled this afternoon and another one later tonight, so it looks like I’m not going to make it. How would you feel if we met for dinner tomorrow night instead? With Michael, of course.”

“That sounds great. I have plans to see Michael in an hour, so I’ll mention it to him then. How about eight o’clock? Deuxave? I can call and make a reservation if you’d like.”

“Perfect. Thanks. So…what are these plans with Michael?”

She didn’t respond immediately because she still couldn’t truly believe that Harrison was okay with her dalliances with Michael. “Um…”

Harrison laughed. “Oh. I see.”

She blew out an exasperated breath. “It’s going to take me a while to get used to this.”

“I understand. I’m glad you and Michael are getting closer. Have you spoken to him since this morning?” Harrison paused and suddenly Alexis understood what the problem was.

“Yeah. I actually just left him.”

“Oh. Was he…” Harrison stopped speaking. “Never mind.”

“You want to know if he was upset?” she asked. “Yeah. He was.”

Harrison sighed. “I was afraid things hadn’t ended well between us. I wish I could make him understand.”

“He’s your friend, Harry. You can trust him.” She wasn’t sure why she was suddenly defending Michael. After all, the inner workings of the Trinity Masters was none of her business—yet. Maybe not ever. But there was something about Michael’s face earlier that had worried her. He’d never displayed a chink in his armor, never let her see anything beyond his Mr. Calm, Cool and Collected façade. Knowing he’d been hurt had opened her up to emotions she’d never experienced in relation to her arrogant boss. She’d felt sad for him and wanted to comfort him, to find a way to help him.

Unfortunately, things were too new, too tenuous between them. So she’d offered a few consoling words and then fallen back on the tried and true. Sex.

“I know he’s my friend, Lex, but there are some things I can’t share with him. Or with you, for that matter. Is that going to be a sticking point?”

She considered his question. Would it be? She sort of thought it would. She wasn’t fond of secrets, especially not between friends…and lovers. Michael clearly felt the same way. “We’re going to have to sit down and discuss this, Harry. All of us.”

Harrison didn’t respond immediately, but this time she didn’t fill the silence with words, didn’t give him an out.

“Fine.”

“Okay. Now I really do need to get back to work. Between the two of you, I’m way behind today.”

She could almost hear the smile in Harrison’s voice. “I look forward to distracting you even more in the future. Enjoy your lunch date with Michael.” The way Harrison stressed the words let her know he wasn’t referring to food.

“Goodbye, Harry.”

Alexis wasn’t sure how long she stood by the counter grinning like a fool before one of the nurses asked her if she needed anything. Alexis forced herself out of her reverie and reached for her clipboard. “No. Thanks.”

She turned to begin her rounds, but the too-quick movement jarred the plug in her ass and she gasped.

“Dr. Jenner? Are you okay?”

Alexis glanced over her shoulder. “I’m fine. Just a small twinge in my…err…back. Must’ve slept funny last night.”

The nurse accepted her excuse—thank God—and Alexis started off again, slower this time. The hour passed, alternating between an eternity and the blink of an eye as she struggled to contain her arousal while concentrating on her work.

When the clock struck twelve, Alexis punched the up button on the elevator, eagerly anticipating seeing Michael again. She smiled and shook her head, despite the odd look she received from an orderly, when she considered how excited she was to see her annoying boss. If anyone had told her she’d feel this way a month ago, she would have suggested having the person committed.

Michael was standing at his office door speaking to his secretary when Alexis arrived.

“Why don’t we treat ourselves to a long lunch today, Sarah? I’m going to touch base with Dr. Jenner before heading out myself.”

Alexis couldn’t resist teasing him as he tried to set things up for them to have some privacy. “Oh, long lunch, huh? Must be nice to be the boss. You have a hot date?”

Michael pretended to be annoyed by her question while Sarah tried to repress a grin. Michael’s secretary was accustomed to their teasing banter. It was smart to keep up appearances. If she and Michael suddenly started being nice to one another, the whole hospital would realize something was up.

“Actually, I do. So if you’ll step inside, we can settle a few things between us. I’m quite anxious to be on my way.”

Sarah grabbed her purse before saying goodbye, and then Michael gestured for Alexis to enter.

“Settle things between us, huh?” she joked when he shut and locked the door behind him.

He wrapped his arms around her waist from behind and propelled her toward his desk as he unfastened her pants. Placing her hands on the cool surface, he directed her to bend over the desk without words as he pushed her pants down.

“Actually, there’s just one thing between us, and I intend to take care of that now.”

His fingers grazed her ass, the tip of one circling the plug. She shivered. He was just about to grip it when she spun around.

“Do you have to take it out?”

He frowned. “It’s not good to leave a plug in so long. You’re still new to this.”

She wrapped her arms around his neck and tugged until his lips were a mere inch from hers. “I want you to leave it in while you fuck me.”

Michael pressed his forehead to hers, his expression telling her he wanted the same thing. She also knew he wasn’t going to give it to her. “Not this time, Alexis.”

“Why not?”

He didn’t reply. Instead, he turned her away from him once more, losing no time in gripping the plug and pulling it out. Alexis gasped with arousal and the sweetest twinge of pain as it was removed.

Then Michael tugged her shirt over her head. Within seconds, her bra followed. She flushed slightly, the temperature in the office suddenly warmer than it had been only a few minutes earlier. A slight sheen of sweat appeared at Michael’s hairline.

“You have too many clothes on,” she admonished.

“You’re right. I do.” Michael hastened to solve that problem and Alexis helped. Once they were both naked, Michael grabbed her hand and led her to the couch in the corner.

“Lay down, Alexis.”

She’d spent the past sixty minutes driving herself insane with lust as she considered what Michael would do when she returned. She’d played out every kinky, dirty fantasy her horny mind could produce.

All except this one.

He joined her on the couch, covering her body with his. The difference in their sizes was never quite so apparent when they were standing up…and dressed. Having Michael on top of her this way made her feel completely safe, warm. It was an odd sensation. Sex wasn’t supposed to make her think of home and cozy blankets and a kitten curled up at her feet. Was it?

Michael placed his hands on each side of her head, his fingers lightly caressing her hair as he kissed her. He supported his weight on his elbows, but their lower bodies were tangled together—her legs resting alongside his. His erect cock was cradled by her wet slit, but he made no move to enter her. Instead, he kissed her as if they had a lifetime to perfect the act.

Alexis pressed her tongue against his and then used it to explore his teeth, his mouth. His breath was fresh, minty, almost sweet. Time passed like a meandering river as they simply gave themselves over to the kisses.

Finally, her patience ran out. “Michael,” she whispered.

He must have heard the plea in her voice, because he lifted his hips. Alexis opened her legs and wrapped them around his waist. Michael reached down with one hand and positioned his cock at her opening. She felt him swirl his finger in her juices and she smiled. He was a considerate lover—always making sure she was ready.

Then he slowly pressed inside her as his hand came back up to her head. He continued kissing her, his tongue mimicking the tantalizing rhythm of his cock.

She’d only had sex like this once before. With Harrison on the chair in his office. She’d never realized there was a beauty in taking it slowly, a passion in simply melding two bodies into one until Harrison and Michael had shown her.

Alexis had always thought she preferred the down and dirty method of fucking—fast, hard, rough.

Now…she was torn.

Neither of them sought to increase the speed, to push limits.

Michael continued to kiss her, murmuring sweet words that touched a part of her that had nothing to do with sex. He was working his way into her head—and God help her—her heart.

She pushed that thought away. There was plenty of time to lose sleep over that detail. For now, she wanted to live in this moment. Forever.

After hours—maybe days—Michael reached down and gently stroked her clit. The touch triggered impulses, shot sparks along her spine as she closed her eyes and arched her back.

“Yes,” she hissed.

Michael kept the touch slow, easy, but it was enough. Hell, it was more than enough. She tightened her legs around his waist, using that grip as leverage to push herself up while drawing him deeper.

She gasped as her climax rained down on her. Michael didn’t practice restraint this time. Instead, he joined her, his body stiffening as he grunted.

“God. Fuck. Yeah. Jesus, Alexis.” Every word he spoke resonated with her. They clung to each other long after the orgasms had subsided, neither of them willing to break the connection.

Then Michael lifted his head and looked at her. She expected him to give her his usual cocky grin, to make some dirty comment. She was ready for that. In some ways, she needed it. Because it would soften the intensity of what had just happened.

Unfortunately, he did neither. His expression reflected what she was feeling—shock and wonder danced in his eyes.

“Alexis.”

He didn’t say anything more. He didn’t need to. His tone said it all. He’d felt it.

Carole King had once referred to the earth moving under her feet. Alexis felt that shifting, powerful quake right now.

Sometimes silence spoke louder than words.

*****

The young man stood in the dark hallway, watching Jonathan as he bent over his desk. He’d done it. He’d broken the man, fooled him. It had taken very little to convince the older man his intentions were good, that he wanted to forge a relationship.

Jonathan looked almost happy as he perused some documents from work, humming to himself as he read them. He’d knocked on the door earlier and introduced himself as Jonathan’s son. Once he’d shown the foolish old man the picture of his mother holding him when he was just a baby, Jonathan had invited him in and accepted his story at face value. Jonathan had even remarked about how much the young man looked like his mother. It had taken all of his strength to school his features and not kill the man for that insult.

But he’d held steady, stuck to the plan. He’d told his father about his desire to pursue a career in computers, shared how he’d landed a prestigious internship working with Damon Corzo. About his acceptance into Harvard and how the letter had come from Harrison Adams, even though he hadn’t applied to the school.

His father’s eyes had lit up as he’d continued to drop names and then Jonathan had given him everything. The means to destroy his enemy, to vanquish them all.

The Trinity Masters. The name echoed over and over in his head, along with all the other details. Triads. The Boston Public Library. Power. Prestige. Money. And Harrison Adams was at the helm of it all, the Grand Master.

Jonathan’s grief had weakened him, left him ripe fruit for the picking. He suspected his father would never have revealed so many details about the secret society if he hadn’t been so depressed and lonely. Jonathan was convinced that the Trinity Masters was obviously meant to be his legacy and he rejoiced over having a son, someone to share the rest of his life with.

Jonathan insisted that he would be welcomed into the membership with open arms.

The young man smiled. Victory was at hand. All the players were in place and the secret was his.

Time to tip the first domino and watch them all fall down.
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Chapter Seven




[image: Trinity Masters Triquetra]

Harrison rubbed his forehead, trying to ward off the coming headache as he perused the pages before him. For several months, he’d wondered if the identity of the villain after him and the Trinity Masters could be found in the file of undecipherable messages left behind by his father. Harrison had spent countless hours trying with very little success to read the shaky writing. Some of it looked like nothing more than the scribbles of a toddler. He’d been tempted to show the papers to Michael, in hopes his friend could work out some of the words defeating him, but given the sensitive nature of the documents, he’d resisted.

His perseverance as he’d tried to chisel through the mysteries held within the file had paid off to some extent. When Harrison had first started working on the file, it had contained nearly fifty pages. Now, there were less than a dozen. And some of those were partially decoded.

In fact, he’d acted on a few of the things required of the Grand Master even though he didn’t know why he was doing so. He’d given a substantial sum of money to an orphanage in Brazil, he’d worked to disbar a judge in San Diego and he’d offered a full ride to Harvard to a teenager in Los Angeles. All because he’d been able to read those tasks on the pages in the file. What he couldn’t read was why he was doing those things. It was frustrating, maddening.

And what bothered him most was wondering if there were other duties that needed to be performed he didn’t know about. What if someone needed what he was unintentionally withholding?

He glanced up from the paperwork when he heard the knock on his door. Tasha Kasharin was punctual as always.

“Enter.”

Tasha strode into his office and took the seat across from him. She was an exception amongst the Trinity Masters because she knew his true identity, understood his role as Grand Master even though she wasn’t a senior member. The daughter of Russian spies, Tasha had turned herself in at the age of twelve to the CIA and spent her high school years as a double agent, reporting on her own parents’ activities. She’d been instrumental in helping him squash the blackmailing scheme involving Damon and Marco.

It bothered Harrison to have to call on her for assistance once again because he’d hoped to allow her a chance at a normal life with her new husbands.

“Did you have a chance to look at the accident scene?”

Tasha nodded. “I did. I also obtained the Boston PD’s accident report. If you have control over the police department, demand that they improve the quality of their reports. The officer on this case provided only a sparse number of details. And misspelled six words.”

Harrison grinned. “I’ll speak to someone about that.”

Tasha appeared satisfied. “Unfortunately, police impound is overfull, so the car has already been disposed of. It’s nothing but scrap metal now. It would have made my job easier if I could have seen it too.”

“But you said on the phone you had important information.”

Tasha had always been lean and trim, but she held a sort of easy confidence that was new. Before being matched with her trinity, she’d been like a caged animal. But now passersby on the street would look at her and recognize her strength, her confidence—and possibly her face since she was a fashion model, a role she’d taken as cover while working on the blackmail case, which she’d had to make permanent. “Jonathan is correct. The frame of the car is designed to withstand tremendous force, but this one was torn apart. Damage to the tree and surrounding area indicates that the fire burned very, very hot.”

“I assume an exploding car would be hot.”

“Cars don’t explode when they crash into trees. At least not high-end cars like that one. They catch fire, but the fire is usually contained to the engine.”

“So why did this one explode? And why did the fire spread and get so hot?”

“Water boils at one hundred degrees Celsius, a candle is anywhere from seven-fifty to a thousand. Napalm burns at over five thousand and would explain the localized burned areas around the car.”

Harrison reared back. “Napalm.”

Tasha shrugged. “It’s not what I would have used, but it’s easy to make, and a good idea for a car because if it was placed right it would ignite on impact, no need for an ignition device.”

Harrison was pissed off at himself for not thinking to look into the car accident right after it occurred. At the time, he’d had no reason to believe it was anything more than an unfortunate incident. However, given everything that had happened in the past year, he should have suspected more. He was letting too many clues, too many details slip by unnoticed. “So you think someone rigged it so that the car would catch fire upon impact? Even if that’s true, there’s no indication there was another vehicle on the road.”

“There are more devices connected to the Internet than there are people on the planet.”

Harrison rubbed his jaw wearily. He’d been averaging four or five restless hours of sleep a night for months. It had him on edge and his patience was at an all-time low. “Is there some point to this lecture on modern-day technology, Ms. Kasharin?”

Tasha uncrossed her legs and placed her hands on the armrests, going from relaxed to dangerous in less than a breath. “I thought you wanted this information, Grand Master.”

He raised his hand. “I apologize. Please continue.”

Tasha hesitated for only a moment. “I think someone remotely disabled the car’s computer. They were going around a corner.” She shrugged again. “They fly off the road, hit the tree and the bomb in the engine compartment goes off.”

“Is that possible?”

“In theory, yes. Practically, I would have said no. However, the only thing in the police report that was actually useful was the notation the officer made about the skid marks. There weren’t any.”

Harrison was confused. “What do you mean?”

“If I’m right and someone managed to completely shut down the car’s control system, the driver wouldn’t have been able to brake or steer. That would explain why there are no skid marks. Normal people jerk the wheel and brake if they see that they’re about to veer off the road. It’s the wrong response, but nine times out of ten, that’s what drivers do. There was no indication on the road or in the grass leading up to where they struck the tree that they ever braked or turned the wheel. It was as if both of those features failed.”

“It could indicate mechanical failure. And again, make it an accident.”

“Except for the fire,” Tasha interjected. “And this.”

Tasha opened a folder she’d carried in with her and laid it on Harrison’s desk.

He sucked in a breath, astonished. “Where did you get this?”

“I took this picture yesterday. When I was at the accident site.”

There, chiseled on the charred bark of the damaged tree, was a perfect replica of the Trinity Masters’ symbol. Three ornate triangles interspersed with a Celtic knot had been painstakingly carved on the tree. Harrison had seen it far too many times in the past few months. The red flag had been waved and the bull was charging.

Jonathan was right. Janet and Sylvia had been killed.

“Maybe Jonathan went back after the accident and chiseled it there as a tribute,” Tasha suggested. “You said he’s grief stricken. Maybe he wasn’t thinking clearly and he thought—”

Harrison shook his head. Price had arranged for a couple of men from his security team to watch Jonathan since the funeral. Harrison had been given a daily accounting of the man’s whereabouts. Jonathan hadn’t been back to the accident site. “No. I don’t believe Jonathan did that.”

“Then who?” Tasha asked. The second the question passed her lips, a light of recognition dawned. “He’s back?”

Harrison had allowed her to believe that the blackmailer had given up. Had told her the man had been silent since his scheme to destroy Damon and Marco had failed. As far as Tasha knew, the blackmailer had vanished, tucked his tail between his legs when his plan backfired and scampered off into the night.

Harrison had lied to her because he knew her. If Tasha thought the Trinity Masters was in serious danger, she would put herself between the whole organization and the villain, taking the bullet for them. “You’ve done well, Tasha. Thank you. I hope I didn’t drag you away from anything important at home.”

Tasha narrowed her eyes, unhappy with his refusal to answer her. “Marco is playing with the Boston Symphony this weekend. He set his tour dates to coincide with the Trinity Masters’ gala. Damon is coming out to join us under the guise of attending the show. I have time and will look into—”

“That won’t be necessary, Tasha. I have other people in place who are ready to handle this. I’m not putting you in the line of fire again.”

“But—”

“No buts. You’ve performed the task I assigned you beautifully. I don’t need anything else from you.”

Tasha sighed and stood. “If that situation changes, if anything happens and you need help…”

“You’re the first person I’ll call.” Harrison hoped he didn’t have to follow through on that reassurance. Tasha had spent too much of her life wallowing in death and misery. He wanted her to have a life away from all of that.

He walked her to the door and shook her hand as she turned to leave. “I’ll see you at the gala.”

She nodded. “If you want tickets to the symphony, tell me, though I hear last time Marco Polin played here there was a tragedy in the lobby afterward.” She winked.

He smiled and they said their goodbyes. Harrison closed the door, his mind whirling over the implications of Tasha’s find.

He returned to his desk and picked up his cell, clicking on his contacts until he found Price’s number.

Price answered the phone on the first ring. “Grand Master.”

“Price, I need you and Gunner to head over to the church and look around.”

“What are we looking for?”

Harrison studied the picture of the Trinity Masters’ symbol in the tree. “Anything that might tie the Trinity Masters to the fire.”

Price hesitated. “Tie us to it? What am I looking for?”

“You’ll know when you see it.” Harrison realized his directions were vague at best, but he didn’t want to alarm Price about the symbol on the tree or the others that had been left around town for Harrison to find. He almost hoped Tasha had been correct and someone with the organization had chosen an ill-advised way to pay tribute to Janet and Sylvia.

Price grumbled about Harrison’s obscure request, but he said they would go immediately.

“Thank you, Price. Call me if you find anything.”

Price’s noncommittal, “Mmm hmm,” told Harrison his friend didn’t anticipate finding a damn thing. Harrison hoped that was true.

Harrison clicked end and put the phone down. He reached once more for Tasha’s photo and picked up another file from his desk. Opening it, he flipped through the pages, studying all the information he’d worked to gather over the past year. Everything he knew in regards to the blackmailer was contained in the file, and sadly it held precious little.

He added the photo of the tree and closed it. A glance at the clock told him he needed to head out soon if he was going to be on time for his date with Alexis and Michael.

He shut down his computer and then set the silent alarm in his office.

Sighing heavily, he picked up his phone and car keys. Somehow he needed to find a way to switch off his anxiety before he reached the restaurant. Otherwise Michael and Alexis would pick up on it and he’d be faced with too many questions he couldn’t answer.

*****

Michael escorted Alexis to their table. He hadn’t spoken to her today at work, both of them bogged down with too many tasks. They’d left her car at the hospital and traveled to the restaurant together.

Harrison had just texted to say he was running a few minutes late and they should go ahead and order drinks without him. The text was the only contact he’d had with Harrison since their meeting yesterday morning. Michael was still angry, despite Alexis’s reassurance that Harrison would call on him for help if he needed it.

The waiter appeared after they’d taken their seats. Alexis ordered a white wine and Michael asked for two Grey Goose Vodka tonics—one for him and one for Harrison.

Alexis rubbed her neck, trying to work out the kinks.

“Rough day?”

She lifted one shoulder. “I’ve had better. I had to tell a mother that her daughter has a brain tumor. Molly is only three years old.”

Michael shook his head. “I don’t know how you do it day after day.”

She gave him a tired grin. “I’m a glutton for punishment.”

“No. That’s not it. You’re an amazing doctor. You not only know how to heal the human body, you’re compassionate and kind. Sometimes I think you comfort your patients with your reassuring words as much as your hands.”

Alexis closed her eyes briefly, trying to hide how much she was hurting. “I wish that were the case. I appreciate your faith in me, but the truth is I’m at the mercy of modern medicine. Sometimes it’s not enough.”

It took all the willpower Michael possessed not to lean forward and kiss her, wishing there was some way he could erase the pain in her eyes. Though they were out of the hospital, they’d both agreed discretion was important. They hadn’t delved into what would happen at the end of the month, though Michael suspected that conversation needed to occur sooner rather than later. If Alexis agreed to join the Trinity Masters, they would have to figure out how to live as a triad while creating the illusion of a couple with a good friend.

Given his position as her boss, Michael suspected he would be the plus one, and he was fine with that. He’d grown up surrounded by well-adjusted, happy threesomes. He understood the story projected to the world was a far cry from what happened behind closed doors.

He and Harrison had actually been working toward their happy ending for several years, even though neither of them had come out and said as much. Harrison had purchased a penthouse apartment in a high security building in the heart of the city nearly a decade earlier. Visitors had to be buzzed up or know the elevator code to reach his floor.

When the other penthouse on his floor had become available a couple of years ago, Harrison had suggested Michael purchase it. Since then, they’d lived as neighbors, but Michael knew the doors between their apartments would remain open once they took a wife. The two spacious apartments would make a safe, happy home for their family.

Harrison arrived just as the waiter put their drinks on the table. “I hope you weren’t waiting long.”

Alexis shook her head. “Nope. We’ve only been here a few minutes.” She leaned forward and accepted the quick kiss Harrison placed on her cheek.

Harrison smiled at her. “You’re a sight for sore eyes.”

Alexis studied Harrison’s face, and Michael knew she was seeing the same thing he was. Though Harrison was putting on a good front, there were tight lines by his eyes and mouth that betrayed stress. “Are you okay?”

Harrison nodded, feigning nonchalance as he picked up the menu. “Of course I am. Just spent the day in mind-numbing meetings at the university. It’s good to be out of the dreary conference room and back in the real world.”

Michael let the lie pass unchallenged even though he knew Harrison had spent at least part of the afternoon at the Trinity Masters’ headquarters. He’d seen Harrison’s car parked outside the Boston Public Library during his lunch break. It had still been there an hour later when Michael had returned to the hospital.

They exchanged pleasantries after the waiter took their order, sharing little stories about their day. Michael was surprised by how easily the conversation flowed between them given the undeniable undercurrents of Harrison’s secrecy, the stress of where this relationship was leading and even the sexual tension.

There were too many things hovering over their heads. They ignored all of them, opting instead to focus on the easy friendship growing between them and the hope that—in the end—this would all work out.

The waiter delivered their dinner. Michael laughed when Alexis stole a bite from both of their plates.

They were just about to order dessert and coffee when Harrison’s phone buzzed. He glanced at the screen and frowned. “I need to take this.”

Michael nodded as Harrison stood to walk away from the table. He heard his friend say, “Price,” as he headed for the front door of the restaurant and just like that, the relaxed mood was broken.

“Skip dessert?” Alexis asked.

“Yeah. I’m not really in the mood.” He waved to the waiter for the check.

Harrison returned to the table quicker than Michael expected.

“I have to…” Harrison paused.

“You need to go,” Michael finished for him, not bothering to hide his irritated tone. Add another secret to the pile.

Harrison started to nod and then stopped. “Will you come with me?” He looked from Michael to Alexis. “Both of you.”

Michael was shocked by the request. He could tell it hadn’t been an easy one for his friend to make. “Of course.”

They quickly settled the tab and then Harrison led them to his BMW. “We should ride together. I’ll fill you in on the way to Jonathan’s house.”

“Jonathan’s house?”

Alexis took the backseat, gesturing for Michael to take shotgun. “You’d have to twist into a pretzel to get your long legs to fit back here.”

Harrison was quiet as he maneuvered the car onto the city streets. Michael gave him time to compose his thoughts. It was clear Harrison was shaken up.

Finally, he said, “Gunner found Jonathan’s body tonight. It appears he committed suicide in his home office.”

Michael sucked in a deep breath. “No. He wouldn’t have done that.”

Harrison gave him a sideways glance that proved he wasn’t so sure, but Michael was.

“I mean it, Harrison. Jonathan was upset about Janet and Sylvia, but he wasn’t suicidal. He was just tired, stressed out about the idea of someone following him and his concerns about the fire.”

Harrison’s jaw tensed. “I was having him followed.”

“What?” Michael barked. “Why?”

Harrison did a mirror check before changing lanes. “At first, it was simply because I was worried about him. He was muttering some distressing things and suffering from paranoia.”

“Paranoia you exasperated when you had someone follow him.”

Harrison’s face betrayed the guilt he felt and Michael silently cursed. They needed to work together to find out what had really happened to Jonathan. Not point fingers and assign blame.

“I’m sorry,” Michael said quietly.

“You’re right. I did make it worse. I believe Jonathan’s death, as well as those of his wives, are connected to another threat that’s been lodged against the Trinity Masters. Or more specifically…me.” He added the last word so softly Michael almost missed it.

Alexis leaned forward. She’d been silent during the entire ride. “Someone is threatening you?”

Harrison sighed. “I’m not, I can’t…”

Harrison was closing the door in their faces again. It appeared there were limits to how much he was willing to share. Unfortunately, they didn’t have time to press for more when Harrison pulled off to the side of the street, parking there rather than pulling into Jonathan’s driveway. He turned off the car.

The house was surprisingly dark.

“Why isn’t the ambulance here yet? Or the police?” Alexis asked. “It shouldn’t take them this long to answer a call.”

“They haven’t been called,” Harrison replied. “Gunner is alone in the house. Jonathan used a silencer on the gun, so the neighbors didn’t hear anything.”

Michael was confused. “How did Gunner know to look for him?”

“He saw a suspicious shadow, someone leaving Jonathan’s house from the back door over an hour ago.”

Suddenly, Michael understood. “Gunner’s been following Jonathan.”

Harrison nodded. “Along with several other men from Price’s security firm. They’ve been taking shifts.”

Michael crossed his arms. “So that’s why Gunner was at the church.”

“Yes. He was going to relieve the man who’d kept watch the night before there. Neither of them realized Jonathan had changed his plans. Gunner was just about to leave and head here when he saw the smoke and heard the first screams. By the time he got to the building, that beam had fallen, blocking the exit. If Gunner hadn’t kicked down the other door…” Harrison let them fill in the rest. While there had been too many burn victims, the outcome would have been much more devastating if Gunner hadn’t found a way to get them out.

“Who was in the backyard?” Alexis asked.

The lines around Harrison’s mouth grew more pronounced. It was obvious he didn’t like dragging Alexis into any of this. “We don’t know. By the time Gunner got there, the person was gone. He started to return to his post in the front, but he said he got a funny feeling that something was wrong.”

“Police instinct,” Michael said. “He and I discussed that concept once.”

Harrison looked toward the house. “He knocked on the door, intending to pretend he was just stopping by to check on Jonathan. When there was no answer, he tried the knob. The door was unlocked. That’s when he found Jonathan and called Price. Price called me.”

“Why wouldn’t he call 911 too?” Alexis asked.

Harrison didn’t reply. Michael knew the answer. They were there to make sure Jonathan hadn’t left anything behind that might lead the authorities to the Trinity Masters.

Harrison changed the subject. “Can you take a look at the body, Lex, and tell if it was a suicide or a homicide?”

She frowned. “I’m not a cop, Harry.”

“I know that. But can you tell the difference?”

She shrugged. “Maybe. Yeah. I think I could.”

Harrison seemed satisfied with that answer. They got out of the car. Michael was surprised by how dark the house was until he realized the streetlight in front of Jonathan’s house was out. The blackness of the night hid their approach, so it would be difficult for any of the neighbors to see them, let alone describe them.

As they reached the front door, Gunner was there. He opened it without speaking and then gestured to his left with his head. They walked to Jonathan’s office in silence. While the rest of the house was dark, the light in the office was on.

Gunner looked at Alexis curiously.

Harrison acknowledged the man’s silence. “It’s okay. You can speak freely in front of Alexis.” Then Harrison pointed to the flashlight Gunner was carrying.

Gunner switched it off. “This light was on in here when I came in, so I left it. I just finished checking out the rest of the house. It’s clean.”

Michael swallowed heavily when he looked at Jonathan’s body. He was leaning back in his leather chair. Without the trickle of blood running along the side of his face, a quick glance would lead someone to believe he was just sleeping.

Alexis started for the body, but Michael grasped her hand. “Don’t touch him, Alexis. Just take a look. Tell us what you think.”

She didn’t seem to like the request, but she nodded her assent. Leaning closer, she studied the bullet wound for a long time. When she stood, she glanced at Gunner. “You’re FBI, right?”

He nodded.

“Then you must have your own opinion about this. Murder or suicide?”

Gunner didn’t reply immediately. Michael could see the curiosity on Gunner’s face. Alexis wasn’t part of the Trinity Masters, and that fact concerned the man.

“I think he was murdered,” Gunner said at last.

Alexis nodded. “So do I. So why did you say it was a suicide?”

Gunner pulled an envelope from his pocket. “Because this was on the desk. It has the characteristics of a suicide note. It’s addressed to you, Grand Master. It also has our symbol drawn on it. I didn’t open it.”

Harrison took the letter and immediately tucked it into the chest pocket of his jacket. Gunner looked like he wanted to insist Harrison read it, but he remained silent. “There’s nothing else in the house that would lead anyone to the Trinity Masters?”

Gunner shook his head. “Nothing. Price told you about what he found at the church?”

Harrison nodded once. “Yes.”

Michael waited for one of them to explain the finding, but neither man said anything more. Resentment at being kept in the dark ate at Michael’s gut.

“We need to leave,” Harrison said at last.

“What about him?” Gunner asked.

Harrison glanced at his watch. “Wait thirty minutes and then call 911. You can tell them you were stopping by to check on a friend who’d just lost his wife. Tell them you became concerned when he didn’t open the door. You’re FBI. You know how to play it.”

Gunner nodded. “Okay.” He hesitated. “Are you sure you don’t want me to investigate what’s in that letter?”

Harrison sighed. “No. I’ll take care of that.”

Michael grasped Alexis’s hand and the two of them followed Harrison out of the house. Michael could feel Gunner’s curious stare burning a hole in the back of his head as they left.

There was no way they’d escape a questioning from Price tomorrow. Gunner and Price were partners, they shared everything. That thought caused the ache in Michael’s chest to reappear.

It was becoming apparent Harrison would never offer the same complete honesty.

They were quiet as Harrison made his way back to the city. Michael felt as if he was drowning with too many concerns dragging him down. Here he was, sitting in a car with the two people he cared most about and he’d never felt lonelier.

Michael rubbed his eyes as he thought about Jonathan. The man had always been a larger-than-life character, filling any room he entered with boisterous laughter and cigar smoke. He had been quick with a joke or a crazy story and he hadn’t known a stranger. It just didn’t seem possible that his life should have ended with so much sorrow, so much violence.

A few months earlier, Jonathan had been on top of the world—a promotion at work, two beautiful wives, a nice home. He’d had it all. Ninety days later, nothing.

Life was so short, so fleeting. It made Michael even more impatient to settle his own future.

He turned to Harrison, intent on opening the conversation, but he stopped. Harrison had been his best friend forever and Michael had never seen such utter despair on his face. Something was wrong. Really wrong.

Michael turned away, looking out the window once more. His friend was on the edge of a breakdown, that much was clear, and one word from Michael could push him over the brink. Michael refused to do that to him.

Then Michael realized where they were.

Home.

Alexis didn’t say anything as Harrison passed the garage and pulled into a parking space on the street. He turned off the car. Harrison kept a tight grip on the steering wheel, his knuckles white with the pressure. He didn’t look at either of them, simply kept his head down.

“Lex. If—”

“Let’s go upstairs, Harry.”

His fingers loosened a little. Michael watched Harrison swallow heavily.

“Michael.”

Michael reached over and put his hand on his best friend’s shoulder. “It’s been a rough few weeks. What do you say we give ourselves tonight off? Take a step back for a little while and just let it all be.”

Michael felt the tension leave Harrison as his shoulders relaxed. “Okay.”

Alexis grasped both of their hands, claiming her place between them as they walked into the building together. If the doorman thought there was anything strange about Harrison and Michael coming home with one woman, he was professional enough to hide his surprise.

The silence between them continued when they reached the top floor. Harrison led them to his apartment and unlocked the door. He turned on the lights as they entered.

Michael followed them in, working hard to let go of his anxiety over Harrison and the Trinity Masters.

Alexis deserved their attention, their care. They’d asked her to take a big step out of her comfort zone and since then, she’d given herself over to them, to the experience, without holding back anything.

Regardless of what tomorrow would bring, tonight was for her.

And…if he was being completely honest…for him too.

Because he was starting to fear tomorrow would mark the beginning of the end.

*****

Alexis sensed the tension, misery and sadness permeating the stillness of Harrison’s apartment. She hadn’t protested when she’d realized where he was driving because this was where she wanted to be.

Her heart was breaking for both men. They’d lost a friend tonight and they were suffering. She longed to ease some of their pain, to find a way to help them forget for a little while. “Where’s your bedroom, Harry?”

Harrison pointed down the hallway. “At the end.” He didn’t move, so she took the first step.

When she turned around, neither man had followed. She smiled and then rolled her eyes, hoping to alleviate the heaviness in the air. “Do I need to spell out for you what happens in the bedroom? Because I can tell you this, it requires all of us.”

Michael chuckled and, for the first time tonight, she spied a smile on Harrison’s face.

Harrison turned to Michael. “It sounds like our lady is horny,” he joked.

Michael crossed his arms in that domineering way that never failed to make her panties wet. “It sounds like she’s trying to take charge again.”

She shrugged, refusing to be intimidated. “I’m always in charge, Tin Man.” She giggled when he narrowed his eyes. She started toward Harrison’s room again. A quick peek over her shoulder told her Michael was following—fast. She picked up her pace, running toward the room, laughing when Michael caught her at the doorway. He picked her up and tossed her over his shoulder before she had a chance to even think about fighting him off.

Harrison was right behind them. Even though he was there, he seemed somewhat removed from them. Alexis tried to push away the feeling that Harrison had been holding back with her and Michael since the beginning of this affair. She’d first noticed it in the doctor’s lounge. It almost felt as if he was stepping aside, making way for Michael.

Michael tossed her on her back in the middle of the big bed and then crossed his arms as he looked down at her. She pushed up on her elbows, the pose thrusting her breasts out. Neither man failed to notice.

“Do you want to reconsider your comment about exactly who’s running the show, Alexis?”

She pretended to consider Michael’s question and then shook her head. “Nope. Not really.”

Harrison rolled his eyes and pulled a chair over to the bed. He sat down as if expecting a show. “We’re not in a public place now, Lex. Which means you’re going to have to deal with the fallout from poking the bear.”

These men issued the most delicious threats. She sat up slowly, running her hand along her neck before allowing it to drift lower. She cupped one of her breasts, increasing the pressure of her squeeze. Michael watched her through lowered eyelids, not moving until she whispered, “Poke. Poke.”

Michael sprang into action at her taunt, grasping her upper arm and pulling her from the bed. Too many things happened almost simultaneously and Alexis had a difficult time keeping up as Michael dropped to the edge of the mattress, tossed her over his lap and pushed her skirt up to her waist. Her thong did nothing to hide her ass, nor did it offer her an ounce of protection when he lifted his hand and brought it down on her bare flesh.

She jerked, struggling to escape, but Harrison joined the game, kneeling in front of her and Michael. He placed a firm hand on her back, holding her in place.

She looked over at him accusingly as Michael continued to spank her.

Harrison’s grin was anything but contrite. “I warned you. Besides—” He moved his hand to her ass as Michael paused. Harrison ran his fingers along her slit, finding the damning evidence. She was soaking wet. A fact he showed her just before he lifted his fingers to his mouth and licked her juices off.

“Besides,” he repeated, “you love this.”

She bit her lip, refusing to give the cocky bastards the satisfaction of being right.

Harrison looked up at Michael. “Looks like she needs more convincing.”

Michael didn’t speak. Instead, he lifted his hand and brought it down on her now-sensitive skin. She tried to resist giving herself away with a hungry groan. After all, she was a grown woman, and the idea of a man spanking her like a naughty child pissed off her feminist side. But she couldn’t deny how much she loved the burn.

When Michael paused once more, Harrison was there, dipping two fingers inside her. Her pussy clenched. It wasn’t enough.

“Please,” she whispered.

Harrison stilled the motion of his fingers thrusting deeper. “What?”

He’d heard her, but the asshole intended to make her beg. Pride warred with need. Then she swallowed heavily and gave in. “Please. I need more. I need you. Inside me. Now.”

Michael ran his hand along one cheek of her bottom. “Your ass is on fire. It’s as red as that pretty hair of yours and hot to the touch.”

His voice was almost reverent. He was enjoying this act as much as she was. Then she remembered Michael’s reserve in the doctor’s lounge, the restraint he’d showed when he came. She wouldn’t let him do that again. Nor would she let Harrison remain aloof. They’d asked her to keep an open mind about their seduction. Now she expected them to follow through on the bargain as well.

She slid off Michael’s lap and reached for the zipper of his pants before he could drag her back into her former position. His breathing became deeper when she spread the placket and wrapped her hand around his hard cock.

“Jesus,” he murmured.

Alexis looked over her shoulder. Harrison was still kneeling next to her. She sensed his indecision as half of him appeared ready to retreat while the other half remained spellbound on the motion of her hand as she stroked Michael’s erection.

“Teach me?” she asked.

Harrison’s brows furrowed. “You’ve done this before. On me,” he reminded her with a slight smile. “You’re very good at it.”

“Luck and intuition. I’m lacking the proper equipment, so I don’t really know how to do it. I want to know more, Harry. Tell me what men want from a woman, so I can please you both.

Harrison didn’t move away. Instead, he nodded. “Tighten your grip. Men can take a lot more stimulation there than you think. You won’t hurt him.”

Alexis followed his directions and her efforts were rewarded when Michael groaned.

Through gritted teeth, Michael said, “I’m going to be sure to repay you for this, Harrison.”

Alexis laughed softly. Michael was losing control of the situation. And he didn’t want to like it so much.

“Now take him in your mouth, Lex. Just the head. Anticipation makes the reward greater in the end.”

She parted her lips and took Michael inside. His hands flew to her head when she added the slightest bit of suction to her touch.

Harrison leaned closer. “Don’t be afraid to use your tongue. Push it against that little spot just under the head. Run it along the slit. Take a taste of him.”

Alexis enjoyed the slightly salty flavor of Michael’s pre-come. Given the way he tightened his fingers in her hair, she could only assume Harrison’s lessons were spot on.

“Don’t forget to stroke him,” Harrison added.

She had been so focused on her tongue she’d stopped moving her hand along his flesh. She began once more, using both together to drive Michael closer to the brink.

Harrison placed a hand on her shoulder to halt her actions. “We need more room to work.” He gently pulled her away from Michael. “Take off your pants, Michael, and spread your legs apart.”

Considering Michael’s fairly dominant personality, Alexis was surprised by how quickly he moved to follow Harrison’s command. When he was seated on the bed once more, Alexis resumed her spot between his outstretched thighs.

She suckled and stroked him for a few moments more until Harrison picked up her free hand. “What do you say we put this guy to work too?”

She didn’t respond, didn’t want to offer Michael any reprieve. His breathing was labored, his face flushed.

Harrison flipped her hand palm up and placed it under Michael’s balls. Then he used his own grip to close her fingers around Michael. Neither man shied away from the close contact or the intimate touch. While Alexis doubted they’d ever take their sexual explorations—man to man—too far, she loved that they were so comfortable with each other that casual touches didn’t bother them.

Then Harrison tightened her fingers even more around Michael’s balls. Michael winced slightly, but Harrison didn’t slack off.

Alexis watched the silent communication between the men as Harrison continued to add pressure. Michael didn’t pull away, didn’t reject Harrison’s touch. The moment was steeped in heat, excitement, quiet anticipation.

“Suck harder,” Harrison whispered.

Alexis followed the command, her arousal growing under Harrison’s tutelage. Blowjobs had always been for the guy as Alexis had never cared for the act. Usually it was given in payback if the man went down on her or if it was the guy’s birthday. But this was different. There wasn’t one person giving as another received. Instead, it felt as if all three of them were benefiting, gaining. Alexis’s pussy tightened, anxious to be filled.

Harrison cupped the back of her head with his free hand, moving her as he issued the next command. “Now take him deeper. All the way in.”

He added more pressure, forcing her lower on Michael’s cock. It brushed the back of her throat and she started to retreat. Harrison stopped her, leaning until his lips touched her ear. “Swallow him, Lex. Just like you did me in the doctor’s lounge.”

Michael groaned at Harrison’s words. “God, Alexis. If you do that, I’m done for.”

Her lips curved at the end, her happiness fighting to come out in a full-fledged smile. She wanted to bring her cocky lover to his knees. Harrison was proving a worthy accomplice for that task.

She opened her throat and swallowed.

Michael jerked. She glanced up, pleased to see his pinched expression, his eyes closed tightly. He was still resisting, still seeking to regain control.

She withdrew slightly and then returned to swallow his head once more. As she did so, she tightened her grip on the base of his cock as Harrison helped her apply more pressure to Michael’s balls.

He was lost. Michael released a stream of curse words as his cock exploded, his come filling her mouth, sliding down her throat.

None of them moved for several minutes. Then Harrison was there, lifting her from the floor. He undressed her leisurely as Michael slowly roused and removed the rest of his clothing. Once Alexis and Michael were both naked, they crawled into bed and watched as Harrison shed his own clothes.

Michael gently kissed her cheek, around her ear, along the back of her neck. He seemed to know exactly where to find every erogenous zone on her body.

When Harrison joined them, she twisted slightly to kiss him. Michael stroked her stomach and her thigh as Harrison claimed her lips. He’d been patient since they’d entered the bedroom, but it looked like that restraint was gone now.

Harrison pushed her to her back, coming over her. Michael remained close, lying beside her. He didn’t seek to distance himself from them. Alexis was glad. Despite all the uncertainty, one thing was becoming very clear. She loved being shared by these men. Never in her dizziest daydreams could she have imagined how hot, how wonderful this could be.

She parted her legs and Harrison was there in an instant. She closed her eyes and released a long sigh as he pressed inside her. She’d been ready for this since entering his apartment.

Though they’d only been together a few times, she and Harrison found their rhythm quickly, their bodies already knowing the way. She wrapped her ankles around his waist, lifting her hips to meet him each time he thrust.

She glanced to her right when she felt a hand on her breast. Michael was there, watching. He had his head propped up with his elbow, while he used the other hand to drive her arousal higher. He cupped the sensitive flesh of her breast and then used two fingers to lightly pinch her nipple. As the pressure grew, she gyrated her hips faster.

Harrison read her unspoken request, going deeper. Giving her everything she needed and more. She came without warning, her orgasm smashing into her hard and fast. She cried out, but neither man acknowledged it.

Michael pinched her nipple harder as Harrison continued to thrust. It was excruciating, blinding…bliss. She wanted to curl in a ball and cry and she wanted to throw herself at them and demand more. Alexis had never felt so many contradicting emotions at once, and the beautiful agony of it drew her climax out so long she feared she would faint.

How could something be too much and yet not enough all at the same time?

Finally, her orgasm began to subside. Harrison slowed his pace at last, giving her a chance to catch her breath.

Michael leaned forward to kiss her on the cheek. “That was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

She turned her head, accepting his lips as he gave her a longer, deeper kiss. Meanwhile, Harrison continued to move inside her.

In that instant, an uncomfortable realization crashed on her head.

She couldn’t give them up. Not them, not this moment. None of it. After years of wandering around lost, for the first time in her life, she was exactly where she was meant to be.

Michael moved back to his original spot as Harrison increased the speed of his thrusts once more. The quick motions triggered and stimulated, drove her back to the brink of yet another orgasm.

Harrison was there this time…with her. He dropped to his elbows, their bodies connected from toe to head as he kissed her roughly, the hard touch giving him away. The shackles were open, restraint gone.

Their climaxes fired together, both of them jerking against each other. Alexis was only vaguely aware of her nails piercing his back as she sought purchase and dug in for something to ground her. He winced and grunted, but he didn’t pull away. He pushed in deeper, once, then twice as he left every drop of come buried far inside her.

They didn’t move or seek to pull apart. Harrison’s forehead pressed against hers, their chests rising and falling rapidly as they struggled to catch their breath. The air in the room was humid and thick, as sticky as Georgia in August.

When Harrison pushed away and claimed her left side, Michael was there, gently caressing her sensitive skin, wiping away the trail of perspiration at her brow. He kissed her. “Rest, Alexis. Just for a little while. Then we’ll get a shower.”

She smiled sleepily. “Or a bath? All three of us.”

Harrison’s chuckle was half groan. “I think I may need Michael to steal me some of those little blue pills after all. Something tells me you’re going to be a hard woman to keep up with.”

She grinned as her eyes drifted closed. Michael wrapped one arm loosely around her waist and Harrison reached for her hand, grasping it tightly in his.

Yep. It was official. She was home.

God help her.
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Chapter Eight
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Harrison stood on the edge of the crowd and rubbed his eyes wearily. He’d run the gamut of emotions since Friday night and exhaustion was kicking his ass. He looked around at the mourners, recognizing the same faces he’d seen in this exact same spot only three weeks earlier when they’d laid Janet and Sylvia to rest.

The police had ruled Jonathan’s death suspicious—which Harrison took to mean they’d launch a cursory investigation and if they didn’t find anything after a few weeks, they’d chalk the death up to suicide.

That idea didn’t sit well with Harrison, but short of sharing too many details that would bring him and the Trinity Masters under suspicion, he had no choice but to remain quiet. He had Price and Gunner working to uncover what they could behind the scenes.

He’d spent the entire weekend in bed with Michael and Alexis. He hadn’t planned to let things go so far with them. Harrison had thought it would be easier to put them on their own path toward happily ever after while remaining apart.

So much for that.

Two weeks with them had only proven the future he’d always longed for would have been as perfect as he’d imagined. Walking away from them was going to be too fucking hard, but he had no choice. Time had run out for him long ago and now he was being forced to pay the piper.

He’d made no leeway in discovering the identity of the blackmailer. Harrison paused. No, the bastard wasn’t just a blackmailer. He needed to stop thinking of him as such. He was a murderer. He was responsible for the death of Sandra in Chicago and now Janet, Sylvia and Jonathan. The problem was Harrison had no proof. Hell, he didn’t even have any leads.

Tasha—looking every inch the part of a world-famous fashion model in a couture black coat and huge sunglasses—stepped next to Harrison, offering him a sympathetic smile. “I’m sorry about Jonathan.”

Harrison gave her a brief nod. “It’s been a difficult few weeks.”

Tasha looked around the cemetery, her face pensive, distracted.

“Do you need to tell me something, Tasha?”

She looked intently at the casket, pretending to listen to the words of the minister. Then she spoke in a lowered voice. “Damon’s recognized someone. Someone who doesn’t seem to have any reason to be here.”

Harrison followed her lead, keeping his focus on the service. “Who?”

“There’s a young guy standing about twenty feet away from the crowd, under a tree at two o’clock.”

Harrison slowly slid his gaze over the mourners, taking his time to find the man. “I see him.”

“Do you know him?”

Harrison subtlety shook his head. “No.”

“Damon said he worked as an IT intern at the DA’s office in L.A. the summer before last. Ryan something. Damon can’t remember his last name.”

Harrison took his sunglasses from his pocket and slid them on so he could study Ryan at length without the man’s knowledge. “He’s very young. He can’t be much more than twenty.”

Tasha took a silk handkerchief from her purse and held it over her mouth to conceal the fact she was speaking. “He’s not. According to Damon, Ryan worked there the summer after he graduated high school. He landed the internship over a hundred other applicants. Apparently, he’s some sort of computer whiz, a genius as far as Damon is concerned. He said they offered Ryan a job at the end of the summer, but he turned it down, saying he’d gotten a full ride to some Ivy League school here on the east coast.”

“Maybe he did some work with Jonathan at the Corps of Engineers.”

Tasha lifted one shoulder slightly. “I don’t like coincidences. He worked at Damon’s office just before the blackmailing started. Now he’s standing off to the side at Jonathan’s funeral. If he is here as a mourner, why not join the crowd?”

Before Harrison could reply, Tasha’s cell buzzed softly. She reached into her pocket and pulled it out to glance at the screen. “Damon just texted his secretary to ask her if she remembers Ryan’s last name.”

“Good. Let me know when he hears back from her.” Harrison had an uneasy thought. “Does Damon wear his signet ring to work?”

Tasha gave up the pretense of following the memorial service. She looked at Harrison. “He wears it everywhere. Never takes it off.”

Harrison risked another peek in Ryan’s direction and found the young man staring directly at him. Harrison didn’t bother to glance away, and for a few moments the two of them simply looked their fill. The man’s face revealed very little. Nothing about it was familiar, nor did Ryan betray any emotion. It was as if he was a blank canvas—just eyes, nose, mouth—with nothing of substance revealed.

“Tasha. Have Damon ask around his office, see what his colleagues can recall about Ryan.”

Tasha nodded. “Do you want me to follow the kid?”

Harrison considered the dead woman in Chicago and Janet and Sylvia and Jonathan. While Tasha was lethal, a well-trained killer in her own right, Harrison refused to put her life in danger for something that was his fight. “No. Work with Damon. Find out as much as you can about Ryan. I’ll have Price follow him. Text me when you find out the man’s last name. Once we have that, we can start a serious investigation.”

“Okay.” Tasha left him and walked over to Marco and Damon. Marco wrapped his arm around his wife’s shoulder while Damon discreetly took her hand. Usually members of the Trinity Masters didn’t risk such displays in public, but the majority of the mourners were part of the society. And Harrison suspected the others at the service either wouldn’t notice or would think the men were simply trying to comfort her.

The young man under the tree turned to leave. Harrison longed to follow him, to confront the kid and ask him exactly who he was, but he had no proof, no reason to go after him. Harrison had been chasing this shadow for so long, it seemed as if he was seeing a villain in everyone these days.

Michael stood near the front, alone and stoic. Harrison’s chest ached as he saw the pain on his friend’s face. Michael and Jonathan had been good friends, golf buddies who’d frequently met at a gentleman’s club for scotch and cigars.

Mercifully, Alexis would be around to comfort Michael. While the three of them had spent the weekend wrapped up in each other’s arms, none of them had let the conversation drift into anything more complicated than what they should eat for breakfast or who was washing whose back in the shower.

He’d asked Alexis for a month, knowing that realistically he wouldn’t be around that long. Since returning to work on Monday, they’d all fallen into their same insane workaholic hours, not managing to synch up their schedules to see each other again.

However, Alexis had taken the afternoon off, promising to meet them at Harrison’s apartment after the funeral. She knew they’d both need comfort.

The minister ended the service with a brief prayer and the mourners began to wander away, back to their vehicles, to real life. Harrison said goodbye to a few acquaintances until everyone was gone.

Michael still stood by the grave. Harrison walked over and placed a comforting hand on his shoulder. “You okay?”

Michael shrugged. “How did he get here? A couple of months ago, Jonathan was on top of the world. He had it all. I just don’t get it.”

“We’ll figure out what happened to him, Michael. If someone killed him, we’ll make sure they pay.”

“I want to see the note he left you.”

Harrison thought he’d dodged that bullet. Michael hadn’t mentioned the note all weekend. “There wasn’t anything of value in it. We know it was murder and it’s clear the killer forced him to write the note.”

“I knew Jonathan. We were friends. Maybe I can find something in it that you’ve overlooked.”

Harrison had considered that, had been very close to sharing the note with Michael Saturday morning when he’d snuck away from his sleeping lovers to read it. But there were too many other damning statements that proved it was Harrison, not the Trinity Masters, the killer was after. “I don’t have it with me. It’s at the apartment.”

Michael gave him an annoyed snort. “You know, lately I’ve gotten really good at listening to what you say. That wasn’t an answer. Are you going to let me read the letter or not?”

Harrison shook his head. “I can’t show it to you.”

Harrison expected Michael’s temper to flare, for him to pick a fight and yell. He didn’t. Instead, his expression turned to stone and he went quiet.

They stood in silence a few minutes more, than Michael turned and walked toward the car. Harrison fell in step next to him, hating the distance between them. Unfortunately, he couldn’t turn the tide.

They’d driven to the funeral together. As Harrison started the car, he looked over at Michael. “Do you mind if we stop by the library? I need to grab a few things from my office.” Harrison wanted to have his file on the killer on hand in case Tasha got in touch with Ryan’s last name. Once he had that, he could go through the documents once again to see if anything matched up. Plus, he intended to ask Price to put surveillance on the young man. Maybe Ryan’s appearance at the funeral was just a coincidence, but after everything that had gone down, Harrison wasn’t willing to leave any stones unturned. Too many innocent lives had already been claimed.

“That’s fine,” Michael replied, not bothering to look at him. The trip to the library was made in silence. He parked the car and was surprised when Michael started to get out. He’d figured Michael wanted to keep his distance.

“You don’t have to come in with me. I’m only going to run in to pick up a few things. It shouldn’t take me more than ten minutes.”

Michael shrugged. “I don’t mind.”

They climbed the stairs to the seldom-used rare-book room, entered through the storage closet and down the ancient elevator. Michael didn’t attempt to break the silence and Harrison was too exhausted to try to make small talk. Things were coming to a head quickly. And the incredible weekend he’d spent with Michael and Alexis just made everything harder, more painful.

Harrison unlocked the door to his office and walked to his desk. If he’d been alone, he would have taken his time, finding the folders he needed. However, with Michael hovering behind him, his quiet anger almost palpable, Harrison simply grabbed everything on the oak surface and stuffed it into his briefcase. He’d sort through all of it later tonight after Michael and Alexis went to sleep.

“Ready,” Harrison said after a few minutes.

Michael nodded and the two of them returned to the car, the trip home made in more of that cursed silence.

*****

Michael held his tongue as they entered their apartment building. His patience was gone. If he opened his mouth, he feared exactly what he would say. Alexis was waiting for them upstairs, but Michael wasn’t fit company for anyone right now.

When the elevator reached their floor, Michael dug his keys out of his pocket. “I’m going to my place.”

Harrison looked surprised. “Alexis is—”

“I know. But I need some time, Harrison. Alone.”

“Michael, please. Come inside with me.”

“I can’t go in there and pretend like everything is okay.” Michael had spent months swallowing his pride as Harrison continued to push him aside. “You’ve asked Price and Gunner for help. I know Tasha is working on this too. You’ve included countless people in whatever the hell this problem is, yet you keep me in the dark. I’m done, Harrison. I’m just done.”

Harrison put his hands in the front pockets of his pants. Michael had never seen his friend look so dejected, so lost. Regardless, he couldn’t find it in him to show Harrison any compassion. They were best friends and they were supposedly working toward a life as partners.

“It’s almost over,” Harrison said at last. “If you can wait a few more days, soon everything will be clear.”

Michael was about to refuse when the door to Harrison’s apartment opened. “Michael? Harry? I thought I heard voices. What are you guys doing out here?”

Michael’s chest ached as he looked at Alexis. She was so beautiful, so caring. She was dressed in yoga pants and one of his T-shirts. Michael grinned at the sight of her despite his pain. She’d swiped the shirt from him on Monday, claiming she liked the scent of his cologne and that she wanted to smell it when she slept alone that night. It had been a sweet confession.

If things had been different, he would have crossed the distance between them, picked her up in his arms and carried her to Harrison’s bed without a second thought.

But there were too many hard feelings that needed to be addressed, future plans crumbling apart around them and interwoven with all that was this incredible sexual tension that seemed to grow with each passing moment. They hadn’t been together for two nights, yet it seemed like months to Michael. Within minutes of seeing her, Michael found himself wanting to strip off her clothes and take her with all the finesse of a dog in heat.

Though he’d seen her in passing at work, he’d longed to touch her, kiss her, scream to the world that she belonged to him.

Problem was…she didn’t.

And until all the issues weighing them down were resolved, they needed to take a big step back from the bedroom.

“Have you made any decisions in regards to the three of us?” Michael asked her. The question came out of nowhere, but Michael couldn’t stand the waiting, the uncertainty. He needed answers, needed at least one person in this hallway to be honest, forthright with him. If this was nothing more than a fling to her, if Harrison had no intention of ever treating Michael as a true partner, then he was turning around and walking away.

Harrison gave him an astonished look. “Michael—”

“I know we said a month, Harrison, but you and I both know that’s not going to happen. I don’t think this is a bad time for us to evaluate where we all stand.”

Harrison didn’t appear to agree, but Michael didn’t care. His friend may be the boss in terms of the Trinity Masters, but when it came to their relationship, Michael had no intention of playing second fiddle. The three of them would be equals—Trinity Masters or not.

Alexis looked at Harrison. “It’s a fair question, Harry. I mean it’s not like I haven’t been thinking about this—us—pretty much nonstop since we started the affair.”

Harrison gestured toward the door to his place. “Let’s go inside. We can discuss it there.”

Michael recognized the resignation on his friend’s face. He looked like a man facing a life-in-prison verdict. In fact, now that he thought about it, Michael realized Harrison had been wearing that same expression for months.

The three of them walked into Harrison’s apartment and each of them claimed a seat in the living room. Alexis took the couch while Harrison and Michael both sat in chairs across from her. The three of them had seated themselves in the shape of a triangle. The irony of that wasn’t lost on Michael.

Alexis leaned forward and placed her elbows on her knees. “I know there’s a lot at stake for you, Harry. Is that why you look so anxious? Upset?”

So Harrison’s heaviness hadn’t been lost on her either. Michael wasn’t surprised. Alexis was very astute when it came to reading people’s emotions. It was part of what made her such a wonderful doctor.

Harrison shook his head. “I’m not upset.” He didn’t bother to expand on the lie. It must have been apparent they weren’t buying it. “I have quite a few things on my plate right now. But, Lex, you have to believe me when I say you’re the bright spot in my life. I know I’m asking a lot of you with this affair, with what I hope will come from it, but regardless of your decision, my feelings for you won’t change, won’t go away. I will always love you.”

Michael swallowed heavily. Clearly Harrison considered him the asking-a-lot part of this equation. The description rubbed him wrong. “And where do I stand in all of this? Do I get a say in where we go from here?”

Harrison leaned back slowly, recognizing his error too late. “Michael, I didn’t mean to exclude you or to insinuate—”

“Of course you did. You’re getting very good at treating me like an expendable third party. I’m simply meant to fall in line and follow your lead without asking questions or bucking the system, right?”

Alexis raised her hand. “Michael. Wait. Please. Don’t say anything you won’t be able to take back later. Anything you’ll regret. Let me say something first.”

Michael hesitated, his anger fighting for a way out. He sucked in a deep breath and then nodded once.

“You asked me how I feel and I want to answer. The truth is I expected to hate this. I thought I’d be uncomfortable and miserable. There wasn’t a doubt in my mind that at the end of the month I’d say goodbye to both of you.”

Harrison frowned. “Lex.”

“I love you, Harry. That will never change, but I meant what I said. I’d never let anyone give up anything for me. And in your case, you’d be relinquishing more than your membership in the Trinity Masters. You’d be turning your back on your family, your friends—” she looked at Michael quickly and then back to Harrison, “—and your legacy. You’re an honorable man with a strong sense of responsibility. You’d never be able to walk away from all of that and still be able to face yourself in the mirror each day.”

Michael suspected his friend wanted to argue that fact but couldn’t. What Alexis said was true. Harrison would sacrifice his own happiness—and Alexis’s—in the end because he always did what was right.

Alexis turned back to Michael. “You’ve been such an amazing, wonderful surprise.”

Michael grinned at her compliment.

“I truly didn’t believe that a woman could give her heart to two men, but you’re changing my mind, Michael. You’ve touched places inside me that I didn’t even know were there. Maybe this seems sudden, but the truth is we’ve known each other for a decade. We weren’t starting from scratch. We had a solid working relationship—even if it was adversarial at times—to build on.”

For the first time since this shitty day started, Michael felt the weight on his chest lessen. “So you’re willing to join the Trinity Masters? To accept us into your life?”

She shook her head. “No.”

Harrison leaned forward, ready to argue, but Alexis cut him off.

“If it was simply a matter of what I wanted, I’d say let’s give it a try, because let’s face it, you’re the only guys on earth who would put up with my work schedule. For the first time in a long time, I haven’t felt lonely. I don’t think I even realized how alone I was until the two of you offered me something more. Something better. We’ve been friends forever. I know and respect you. I care about you and I know neither of you would ever do anything to hurt me. I’m not an impulsive person by nature, but I swear I’m so very close to saying yes to everything.”

The words she spoke were everything Michael had hoped to hear. Unfortunately, he knew there was more. “But?”

“But there are too many things going on here that make me think this relationship is doomed. And none of them have a damn thing to do with my feelings.”

“Alexis,” Harrison started.

“I’m not finished,” she admonished.

Harrison and Michael exchanged rueful grins despite the tension between them. She was a force to be reckoned with, her determination to put them both in their place apparent. Michael had suffered the sting of her bite more than a few times in the past. At least this time he wasn’t taking the hit alone.

“I think you both made assumptions about how this relationship would play out. After all, you’ve been best friends forever, and in the back of your minds, you knew you’d wind up together. You thought it would be easy. You’re both men of action who are used to waving your hands, saying this is how it will be and having everything turn out okay.”

Harrison sighed. “I don’t think I care for that description.”

Alexis grinned. “Tough. You thought I was going to be the hurdle, so you both turned your attention toward convincing me. And while I’m extremely fond of your powers of persuasion, I’m much less impressed with your behavior toward each other. You’re taking your friendship for granted. Harry, Michael is your best friend and he cares about you. I have no doubt that he’s proven his trustworthiness to you at least a thousand times in the past. You take too much on your own shoulders rather than asking for his help. You’re not your father. You don’t have to do everything exactly the same way he did. If you keep walking down this path on your own, I’m afraid the job is going to destroy you.”

Harrison rubbed his jaw, no longer bothering to hide all the stress he’d been bottling up inside. “Well said, Lex.”

“And, Michael, this isn’t a pissing contest. Whatever relationship you and I form together needs to be built on our feelings for each other, not my feelings for Harry. You can’t keep comparing it, fighting to get exactly the same. That’s not how it works. You’re different men and you bring out different sides to me. It’s a wonderful gift that you give, but you diminish it every time you start looking over your shoulder to make sure your share is as big as Harry’s.”

Michael ran his hand through his hair, grimacing. He had been doing that without even realizing it. “You know I hate it when you’re right.”

She laughed. “Aw, Tin Man, you’re gonna have to get used to that feeling.”

Harrison rose from his seat and joined Alexis on the couch. He kissed her on the cheek. “I’m sorry, Lex.”

She kissed him back. “Forgiven.”

Then Harrison turned to him. “Michael. I need help. There are too many things going wrong and I can’t stop them on my own.”

As quickly as that, Michael forgot his anger. “We’ll figure it out. It’ll be okay.”

“I’ll help too,” Alexis offered.

Harrison shook his head. “No. You won’t.”

She appeared hurt until Harrison continued. “It’s too dangerous. I want you as far away from this situation as possible. In fact, it was my intention to break things off between us this afternoon. At least for a little while.”

Alexis leaned toward him. “No way. You promised me a month.”

“Lex. Please be reasonable about this.”

Alexis looked at Michael. “Tell me the timeline. How soon does Harrison have to get married?”

Michael avoided Harrison’s glare as he answered her question. “Typically, it takes a month. The triad is introduced at a bonding ceremony, at which point they have one month to get to know one another, to set their affairs in order, stuff like that. Then they come back for the formal marriage. All members have to be married by the time they’re forty-five.”

Alexis nodded. “So really we have about two months before—”

Michael cut her off. “No. The problem is you aren’t a member. You’d have to come before the Grand Master for approval and then go through an initiation period before you’d be granted full membership.”

“How long does that take?” she asked.

Michael looked at Harrison. It was the question he’d wanted to ask since Harrison had announced Alexis would be their third, but with everything else that had been going on, he’d avoided it.

Harrison sighed. “Six months.”

Alexis frowned. “What? Then we’re already too late.”

Michael held Harrison’s gaze. “But you have an answer, right? A reason for pursuing this knowing there was no time? There’s a loophole somewhere, isn’t there?”

Harrison didn’t look away. “The threat to the Trinity Masters is directed at me. Not the organization.”

Suddenly everything was clear. Harrison had never planned to follow through with the bonding ceremony.

Michael felt as if he’d been sucker punched. “You always intended to walk away.”

Harrison nodded.

Michael’s temper erupted, but he managed to control it, kept his voice low. However, there was no mistaking the rage in his tone. “Then why the pretense? Why would you pull Alexis and me into this when you knew the three of us would never be together? You can’t play with people’s emotions like this, Harrison.”

“You know what happens when I walk away, Michael. No one leaves the Trinity Masters without consequences. I love both of you and I couldn’t stand the thought of you suffering because of a choice I made. Now, you have each other. I’ll make sure my last duty as Grand Master is to partner you with another third. One of your choice.”

Alexis shook her head. “Hell no. That wasn’t the deal.”

Harrison reached her for hand. “Lex. You’re beautiful, intelligent and kind. You’re too wonderful to live your life alone…without love. Michael adores you. I’ve always known that.”

“He drives me crazy. We fight all the time.”

Harrison grinned. “He’ll take care of you. He’ll love you until the day you die. Just like I will.”

“Then we follow the plan. The three of us—”

“That can’t happen.”

“We’ll leave town. We can leave the country if we have to. I’m a doctor. I can go anywhere.”

Harrison gave her a sad smile and then looked at Michael for help.

Michael moved, claiming the other side of her on the couch. He wrapped his arm around Alexis’s shoulders. Everything he’d imagined for his future was tumbling like dominos, one dream after another falling away. “No one leaves the Trinity Masters. It’s a lifetime commitment.”

“What does that mean?” Alexis asked.

“If Harrison leaves, he’ll be ruined. He’ll lose his home, his job, his credibility.” Michael didn’t bother to add that the handful of powerful members who’d quit the organization in the past century had ended up in prison or simply disappeared. Those who were less of a threat often lost either their minds or their lives once their power and positions had been stripped from them. Harrison knew far too much about the Trinity Masters to ever be allowed to walk away unscathed, unharmed. Even people who were his friends, like Price and Gunner, would do their part to make sure Harrison was put in a position where he couldn’t hurt the Trinity Masters. He would be silenced.

Alexis was quiet for several minutes. “There’s another answer. You can choose a woman who is already a member of the Trinity Masters as your third. Then you can keep your place.

Harrison shook his head. “No. Lex. The Trinity Masters is in danger because a madman has fixated on me. I can’t find him to stop him. And if I don’t, our society is in danger of exposure. I can’t allow that to happen. All I want is your happiness. Michael can give that to you—a life full of love.”

Michael considered Alexis’s solution. She was right. Taking a female member as their third would protect Harrison’s position in the organization, but the thought of bringing another woman to their bed made him physically ill. He didn’t want anyone else. One look at Harrison proved his friend would rather risk ruin and death than make that choice as well.

“Let’s put that issue aside for now.” Michael couldn’t see a way to salvage their relationship, but he was determined to find a way to save his friend, to protect him from a killer. He’d already lost Jonathan to the bastard. He wouldn’t let the villain take Harrison as well. “Tell us what you know about the guy who’s after you.”

Harrison took a deep breath. Michael wondered if his friend would refuse his request. He’d said he would come clean, but when faced with the task, Michael didn’t know if Harrison would follow through. If he could. After spending a lifetime of keeping his own council on the important matters, it would be difficult for Harrison to finally share so much. Share everything.

Finally, Harrison stood to retrieve the briefcase with the folders he’d gathered from his office at the library. He pulled out the documents and spread them on the coffee table. Michael noticed he didn’t bother to hide anything from Alexis either, which proved his friend was still determined to bring her into the Trinity Masters…for him.

Harrison started at the beginning and had just finished explaining how Damon and Marco had been blackmailed a year earlier and how Tasha had thwarted a scheme to set Marco up for murder when his phone beeped. Harrison glanced at the screen and then tapped a few words in response.

“I need to call Price,” Harrison said, dialing the number.

When Price answered, Harrison issued instructions. “I need you to find Ryan Patrick Myers and put a tail on him. He’s twenty years old and was last seen this afternoon at Jonathan’s funeral. He’s originally from Los Angeles, but I have reason to believe he’s been in Boston for several months. I need this done quickly, Price.”

Alexis reached over and clasped Michael’s hand as Harrison spoke. He looked at her and tried to offer her a comforting smile. The crinkle in her brow told him she was upset and worried. He also knew she was determined to walk away if that was what it took to protect Harrison.

Michael sighed. Great, he thought. Now he had two partners fighting to leave.

Harrison put his phone back on the table.

“Ryan Myers?” Alexis asked.

Harrison nodded. “He’s the best lead we’ve had in a year, though there’s still no proof he’s the man we’re looking for.

“I know him.”

“You do?” Michael and Harrison said in unison.

“Well, not know know, but I’ve met him. He was in the hospital a few days after the church fire. He was looking for his father, said he had a reason to believe he’d been in the church.”

“Was he?” Harrison asked.

She shook her head. “No. At least we didn’t have any record of his father being a patient.”

Harrison rubbed his chin. “I swear the name rings a bell with me too, but I can’t remember where I’ve heard it.”

Michael gestured to the folders. “Think maybe it’s in one of these folders?”

Harrison shook his head. “I’m sure it’s not. I’ve got the information about the blackmailer in those documents practically memorized.”

“What makes you think the man has targeted you and not the group?” Alexis asked. “I mean, the blackmailing scheme was definitely an attempt to hurt Damon and Marco.”

“I think that entire plot was the man’s way of flushing me out. Ryan Myers was an intern at the DA’s office where Damon works. Damon wears his Trinity Masters signet ring everywhere according to Tasha. I’m wondering if Ryan saw it and recognized there was a connection between me, Damon and that symbol.” Harrison reached into the file and began producing one photograph after another. All of them were of the Trinity Masters’ symbol.

“Where did you get these?” Michael asked.

“Everywhere. This symbol has been popping up all over the place, always where I’m certain to see it. Around this building, on campus, at all of my parking spots—at work, here and the library. It’s clear someone has been following me and is aware of my daily routine. It’s also shown up on my home and work computers. Ryan is apparently a computer genius.”

Michael frowned. “And you’re just telling me about this now?”

Harrison didn’t bother to feign guilt. “This man is after me. I didn’t see any reason to put you in harm’s way.”

Alexis shook her head. “I’m not sure how you can assume that you’re the target. That symbol represents the Trinity Masters. What if this man—Ryan—simply knows you’re the leader, so he’s trying to bring you down as a way of harming the organization as a whole.”

“Bringing me down won’t affect our society that much. We’ve lost Grand Masters in the past. There will always be another ready to step up and assume control. This is personal. Between me, Ryan…and Jonathan.”

Michael leaned back on the couch. “Jonathan?”

“He was also targeted, though I can’t understand why.” Harrison rose and walked to the small desk near a window in his living room. He opened the top drawer and retrieved the letter they’d found with Jonathan the night he died.

Harrison returned to the couch and unfolded the paper. He held it up to Michael. “Is that Jonathan’s handwriting?”

Michael recognized it at a glance. “It is.”

Harrison read it aloud. “Harrison. The past is here. The sins of my youth have found me and now you and I must pay the price for our abandonment. Death is too good for what we have done. May God have mercy on our souls. Jonathan.”

Alexis paled. “What the hell does that mean?”

Harrison placed a comforting hold on her shoulder. “I don’t have a clue.”

Michael shook his head. “None of that sounded like Jonathan. He didn’t talk like that.”

Harrison folded the letter and put it in the envelope before adding it to the folder of evidence. “I suspect the killer dictated it to him. Made him write it just before he pulled the trigger.”

Alexis shuddered. Harrison reached out for her and wrapped her in a tight embrace. “I’m scared for you, Harry.”

Michael shared that fear. Whoever was after Harrison was definitely not in his right mind. Which made Michael even more determined to find the man before he struck again. Michael reached for another folder on the table and flipped through pages that didn’t make much sense.

Harrison glanced at him. “That’s the wrong folder. I didn’t mean to bring that home. There’s nothing in there except half-deciphered memos from my father.”

Michael was about to close the file when a name leapt off the page. “Ryan Myers. He’s in here.”

“What?” Harrison reached for the piece of paper Michael had extracted from the stack.

“It says you offered him a full ride to Harvard two years ago. After his graduation from high school.”

Harrison perused the page. “I remember this. The boy didn’t accept it. I tried to follow-up with him, but I wasn’t sure how to do so without tipping my hand. Then he disappeared.” He reached for the folder.

“Why would you accept him to Harvard? Did he apply?” Alexis asked.

Harrison shook his head. “No. My father used to give me a list of teenagers—some who were suitable legacies, others who were prodigies who’d caught my dad’s eye early—to invite to Harvard. Having them in Boston gave my father and me an opportunity to watch them, to see if they truly were Trinity Masters material.”

Alexis narrowed her eyes. “Sounds like you were breeding them for it.”

Michael gave her a knowing grin. “Still trying to dislike the organization?”

She laughed softly. “Old habits die hard.”

Harrison flipped through more pages in the file. “He must be in here.”

“What are you looking for?” Alexis asked.

“This file is the end of what was a very long, tedious project for me. My father’s handwriting became harder and harder to read as he aged. After his stroke, he was unable to speak and his mind…”

Harrison’s father had passed away a year after his stroke, and Michael knew how much Harrison still missed him.

“What was the project?” Alexis prodded.

“Trying to figure out what secrets these pages held. Dad didn’t believe in computers and I suspect a lot of the information here were notes he kept on tasks he performed as the Grand Master.”

Michael suddenly understood. “And because you can’t read them—”

“I’m afraid there are things I’ve left undone.”

Alexis took the folder from Harrison and began studying one of the pages. “You think Ryan is one of those things?”

“I think he must be. There was another page with a list of future Harvard prospects. I could read all the names and Ryan was there. I knew he wasn’t a legacy, so I assumed he was a prodigy. When I went to find him, I discovered he had an incredible aptitude for computers. Apparently, he’s brilliant with them.”

“As he proved through the blackmail scheme,” Michael added.

Harrison nodded. “I know we don’t have any proof that this is the man, but he does seem the most likely candidate.”

“If we can figure out why he hates you so much,” Alexis said without looking up from the sheet of paper she was studying. “Man, this is nothing but chicken scratch.”

Harrison sighed heavily. “I know. It’s frustrating as hell.”

Harrison’s phone rang. He glanced at the screen and then answered. “Price?”

Michael and Alexis didn’t speak as Harrison listened. Finally, he said, “Go to L.A. Find him.”

Harrison clicked the cell off and looked at them. “According to Price, Ryan Myers bought a one-way ticket to Los Angeles. The flight took off an hour ago.”

“He left Boston?” Alexis asked.

Harrison glanced out the window at the dying light. Afternoon was quickly giving way to evening. “It would appear that way. I’ve asked Price to go find him. I’d like to have a conversation with the young man.”

“It doesn’t make sense for him to leave town. If you and Jonathan really were his intended victims…” Michael’s words trailed off as he realized he didn’t want to finish his statement.

It didn’t matter. Harrison knew where he’d been going. “Then Ryan Myers left the job half done.”
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Chapter Nine
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Alexis puttered around Harrison’s kitchen making a sandwich. Michael and Harrison had left a few minutes earlier for the Boston Public Library. Apparently, there was a big Trinity Masters meeting scheduled and they needed to get there early to attend to things. Price had landed in Los Angeles, but he’d had no luck in finding Ryan Myers. It appeared the man had vanished into thin air, and Harrison was kicking himself for not having him followed after the funeral.

Despite her better judgment, Alexis had spent the night wrapped up in Michael and Harrison’s arms. They’d spent a couple of hours poring over the illegible pages, managing to figure out a few words here and there. Unfortunately, nothing they discovered mentioned Ryan Myers or gave them a clue as to why he would think Harrison had abandoned him.

Then Harrison had whipped up dinner and they’d settled back into the same comfortable routine she’d quickly become spoiled with.

The three of them fit. Perfectly.

And now that she realized they wouldn’t be her future, it felt as if her heart had been torn from her chest. Which was why she should have said goodbye last night and left before they started kissing her.

And undressing her.

By the time she found her wits again, she was buried under a mountain of blankets and men in Harrison’s bed. Besides, it was too late. The die had been cast. She was in love with both men.

And she couldn’t have them.

She opened the freezer, eschewing the sandwich and hoping to find ice cream. She needed comfort and losing herself in a dish or three of mint chocolate chip seemed like a good place to start. She’d only started digging around for it when her cell phone rang. She frowned when she saw the hospital’s phone number.

So much for a day off. Of course, maybe work would take her mind off how much she hurt right now.

“Hello?”

A male voice she didn’t recognize answered her. “Dr. Jenner. Nurse Higgins wanted me to call you. Molly Brewster’s mother has brought her into the hospital. Apparently her nose is bleeding and they can’t get it to stop. The little girl is crying and asking for you.”

Alexis dashed around the living room in search of her shoes. She slid them on when she found them. “I’ll be right there.”

She clicked off the phone and stashed it in the back pocket of her jeans. She reached for a pen and quickly scrawled a short note to Michael and Harrison.

Called in to work. A.

She considered telling them she would return later, but she didn’t think that was such a good idea. Too many more nights in Harrison’s bed and she’d never recover from the broken heart looming in her future. They’d already ruined her sexually. There was no way she’d ever be satisfied with just one lover again.

She grabbed a jacket and her keys and headed to the parking garage. It was late afternoon. She hoped Molly’s nosebleed wasn’t anything serious. The poor girl was going to suffer enough these next few months.

Alexis had just hit the unlock button on her keypad when something sharp pierced the back of her neck. She reached up and pulled out a dart.

She looked at it in disbelief as her surroundings went fuzzy and then started to fade to black. “What the h—”

*****

Alexis’s head was pounding when she opened her eyes. She tried to reach up to rub her temple, which was when she felt the cramp in her arms. Her hands were bound behind her back and she was lying on them.

Slowly, she began to remember—the parking garage, the dart. Jesus. She’d been abducted and was in the backseat of a moving vehicle. A glance out the window proved she was still in the city, and the sun shining in her eyes told her evening hadn’t fallen yet. She hadn’t been asleep long.

She twisted her head, trying to see who had taken her, but with her head lying behind the driver’s side seat, all she could make out was a bit of nondescript brown hair.

“You awake?” a male voice asked.

She debated pretending to be asleep, but it was clear the man knew his knockout drug wouldn’t last long. “Yes.”

“Good. We’re almost there.”

“Where?”

The man didn’t bother to reply. Silence filled the car once more as they continued to travel through the city. She struggled to sit up, wondering if the man would insist she lie down. He didn’t. Given the tint of the back windows, she assumed he didn’t care because she would remain hidden to passersby.

Once she managed to assume a seated position, she moved until she could see the man’s face through the rear view mirror.

Ryan Myers.

She recognized the young man from the hospital instantly. In truth, she’d suspected it was him since that damn dart pierced her neck in the parking garage.

“Thought you were in L.A.”

He grinned at her, the look so affable it seemed impossible this man could be a killer. “That was a ruse. Fooled that big, burly guy Price though. Right now, he’s on a wild goose chase through Hollywood.”

Alexis worked overtime to school her features, to keep her voice calm despite her racing heart. She was sort of glad her hands were behind her back so the man couldn’t see how hard she was shaking. “I suppose that call from the hospital was from you.”

“Yep. Hacked into your phone and the hospital records. Could have pretended to be anyone, but I figured the easiest way to get you out of that apartment was to prey on your need to pretend you have a penis.”

His condescending tone pissed her off. “Oh, is that what I do? I thought I was a doctor.”

He rolled his eyes. “Women were put on this planet to open their legs and give birth to more men and future sluts. Leave the doctoring to the intelligent gender, sweetheart.”

“Wow. What century did you just pop in from?”

His face twisted with anger, and for the first time, she detected the definite madness behind his eyes. He may have a normal, pleasant face, but it was clear the guy was a lunatic, and a dangerous one at that.

“Shut the fuck up.”

Given her helplessness and the man’s sudden anger, she thought that was a fine idea. Alexis glanced out the window, realizing with a sinking heart where they were headed. Harrison and Michael were at the Trinity Masters headquarters—a series of rooms hidden deep within the Boston Public Library—meeting with the long-standing members of the society. After that, they would head upstairs for a reception in the library, where all the members spent the evening, socializing at a catered dinner as a small ensemble played chamber music.

According to Harrison, the membership got together four times a year as a way of strengthening their society, discussing current events and forming working relationships. Apparently many political and business mergers had been born at these parties.

If Alexis’s suspicions were correct, Ryan intended to crash the party.

“What’s the plan?” she asked as Ryan pulled onto Boylston Street. They were minutes away from the library.

“Revenge.” Ryan didn’t add more as he maneuvered down the street and then pulled into the library parking lot.

It was almost five o’clock. The library would be closing soon.

Ryan shut off the car and turned to look at her. “I’m going to untie you and we’re going inside.”

She pretended to be uninterested in his comments, taking an opportunity to study her surroundings. There were a lot of people on the street. If she could manage to break away from him…

“Don’t bother trying to get away.” Ryan held up a small remote with several flashing buttons. “This is the trigger to the bomb I’ve planted in the library. Either you come with me peacefully or I push the button, blowing up your boyfriends and the two hundred or so other people in or around this building. Think about it, Dr. Jenner. Is your life worth more than all those innocent victims?”

She had no idea if he was bluffing or not, but given what she knew of his past crimes, she wasn’t willing to take the chance. “I’ll go with you.”

He opened his door and then hers. He bent into the car, revealing the wicked-looking knife he possessed. She held her breath as he cut the ropes at her wrists. He tossed the knife on the floor and then gripped her upper arm roughly and dragged her from the car. He didn’t release his hold as the two of them entered the library.

Sadly, no one appeared to notice either of them as they walked up the stairs, not stopping until they’d hit the third floor. Harrison had explained there was a secret entry to the Trinity Masters’ rooms that only members knew how to access. Ryan’s surefooted steps made Alexis fear the man had somehow discovered the way in.

She wasn’t surprised when they approached the rare-book room. It was well off the beaten path as far as popular spots in the library. However, it was locked, protected by a keypad. She hoped against hope the lock would keep Ryan out, but after he pressed three numbers on the pad, the door clicked. He knew exactly what he was doing. As she suspected, the room was currently empty.

Ryan walked to a section of wall inscribed with a triangle and the words Mitimur in Vetitum. Alexis recalled her Latin from school.

We strive for the forbidden.

The words produced a slight chill as she considered all the forbidden pleasure she’d found with Michael and Harrison.

Once again, Ryan proved himself a worthy adversary as he placed his hands on either side of the triangle and pushed. He’d uncovered the entrance to one of the most secret societies in American history. His pleasure was tangible when a section of the wall popped in and then slid to the side.

Curiosity won out. “How did you know to do that?”

Ryan remained quiet for a moment and she figured he wouldn’t answer her. Then, at last, he said, “My father told me. The Trinity Masters should have been my legacy. Your boyfriend, Harrison, thought he could deny my existence, but he failed, so now I’m here to take away his existence.”

Alexis recalled the bomb Ryan claimed to have set. She believed it was truly here. She also knew he would press the trigger before the night was out if she couldn’t find a way to stop him.

Ryan pushed her through the gap in the wall, the two of them crammed into the small space together as it closed behind them. Once they were sealed in, a light flashed on. Ryan quickly found the entrance to a small service elevator. They entered together and the small car took them down several floors. When the doors opened, they revealed a long marble hallway where columns supported a high arched ceiling.

Ryan silently urged her to move forward and the two of them passed one set of perpendicular hallways. Ryan glanced both ways but then forged on, moving to the very end of the corridor.

The faint sound of voices echoed in the hallway from the left, coming from a room near the end. Ryan smiled, the expression one of pure insanity.

It took all the strength Alexis had not to scream—in fear and in warning. But to do so would set off whatever evil chain of events Ryan had planned right now. And Alexis was too fucking scared to face that.

“This way,” Ryan said, his voice low. He tugged her in the opposite direction, not stopping until he stood outside a large door at the very end. He turned the knob. It was locked.

Alexis almost cried for joy. She suspected Ryan really wanted whatever was behind this door and she hoped this obstruction would slow his roll, set him back.

He reached into his pocket and retrieved a file of some sort, clearly intent on picking the lock. She stood still for several moments as he fiddled with the knob. Her mind whirled as she tried to figure out her options. The trigger to the bomb was in his jacket pocket. If she could manage to get it away from him and run for help, perhaps Harrison and Michael could be saved.

She looked around the cavernous space. Ryan was in good shape, so her chances of outrunning him were slim. Even if she screamed for help and the Trinity Masters came out of the meeting, she didn’t know what other weapons Ryan had in his possession. She recalled the knife he’d left in the car. His jacket had several pockets and it appeared weighted down. What if he pulled out a gun and started firing? Or if he simply detonated the bomb?

A click sounded, dragging her from her thoughts. He’d gotten the door open. He pushed her inside. “Look for a light switch.”

She felt along the wall until she found it. Turning the lights on, she spun to survey the room. She was in one of the most ornate, beautiful offices she’d ever seen.

“Jackpot,” Ryan murmured.

He pushed her farther into the room, shut and locked the door behind them. Then he gestured toward the desk. “Go sit in that chair.”

She did as he instructed. Her hopes at escaping faded when he grasped her hands and secured them with a thin piece of wire he pulled from his coat pocket. He bound them tightly and the wire cut her wrists as soon as she started to struggle. Pain kept her still.

Satisfied she was helpless, Ryan turned on the computer and rubbed his hands with glee. He procured a thumb drive from the front pocket of his jeans and inserted it into the USB port, waiting impatiently for the programs to appear.

With a few clicks, he grinned as he pulled up a screen that looked like the floor plan to the Trinity Masters headquarters. Tapping on the mouse, he muttered, “Let’s make sure no one disturbs us.” She watched a lock icon appear over the room where she suspected the meeting was taking place. Despite the ornate, turn-of-the-century appearance of these offices, it appeared the security was state of the art.

Alexis glanced at the desk, searching for some way to signal to the men down the hall that they were in danger. There was an intercom and a phone, both useless to her without the use of her hands. She hadn’t seen her cell phone since the parking garage, so she could only assume it was in Ryan’s possession.

Screaming may or may not work, but the bomb kept her silent. Maybe Ryan would simply get the information he wanted from the computer and leave.

Even as she thought it, she rolled her eyes. Tonight was going to end in bloodshed. That much was obvious. She just prayed it was Ryan’s blood and no one else’s.

“Why are you doing this?” Alexis asked. “Why do you hate Harrison so much? He doesn’t even know you.”

Ryan stopped his work and turned to look at her. “Doesn’t know me?”

His arm flew before she saw him move, the back of his hand slapping her hard across the face. She blinked rapidly, tears falling before she could call them back.

“That fucking bastard knew me for nine years. My mother called him our fairy godfather. She always smiled when the money from Uncle H. was deposited in our bank. That’s what she called him when I asked her where the money came from. Then Uncle H. chose to forget about us. Left me with that slut of a mother. We lost our apartment, ended up sleeping on the floor of a stripper my mother was friends with. No food, no nice clothes, nothing. He left us to rot. Like we were trash.”

Alexis struggled to understand. “Harrison wouldn’t do that.”

Ryan struck again, adding to the flaming agony in her cheek. She sucked in a pained breath.

“And then he thought he could make up for it by sending me to college. Thought I was too stupid to question why I’d get a full ride to some Ivy League school I never even applied to.”

Suddenly, a light went on. Ryan had been in the file of mysteries. Harrison’s father had been sending the money to Ryan’s mother, but when he had the stroke, that bit of information had been lost in the chicken scratch.

“Harrison isn’t Uncle H.” She closed her eyes, ready for another slap. Mercifully, it didn’t appear.

“My mother died just after I got that stupid acceptance to Harvard. I found a letter in her things. It was from Harrison Adams and it was delivered to my mother just before I was born. It said he was sorry that to tell her that my father had died and that as the executor to my old man’s estate, he would send us money each month. It was signed Harrison Adams. I remembered the man’s name from the acceptance letter, so I looked him up online, found out he was the Dean of Admissions. The man was loaded, yet he couldn’t be bothered with sending a few measly dollars to me and my mother.”

“Harrison didn’t know about you. He sent you that acceptance letter at the bidding of his father, also named Harrison Adams. Your Uncle H. had a stroke eleven years ago. He’s dead.”

Alexis figured Ryan was too far gone, too lost in his anger, to admit he’d made a mistake. She was right.

Ryan laughed. “Is that right? Well, good riddance. Looks like I won’t have to add that asshole to my list of pricks to kill.”

“Doesn’t that also mean you should take Harrison the third off your list?” she tried to reason.

Ryan shook his head, a murderous rage returning to his eyes. “No. He’s a part of this.” Ryan waved his arm around the office and then reached into his pocket, flashing the detonator to the bomb in her face. “They’re all a part of this. And now they’ll pay.”

“But that doesn’t—”

“Shut up, you stupid cunt. I have work to do.” Ryan turned away from her and clicked a few more buttons, chuckling when it appeared he’d hit the jackpot. A long list scrolled on the screen—names, addresses, phone numbers, occupations. It only took a few seconds for Alexis to realize Ryan had found the membership roster for the Trinity Masters.

Exposing those names, making them public, would destroy everything Harrison and Michael and all the members before them had worked so hard to protect. It would bring about the downfall of their secret society, putting an end to the good work the members sought to do. Harrison and Michael had spent nearly an hour this morning in bed with her, filling her in on some of the amazing things the Trinity Masters were accomplishing in the fields of medicine, science, education and technology.

With one fell swoop, Ryan stood in a position to wipe out centuries of progress and development.

But there were still too many unanswered questions. “How did you learn about the Trinity Masters?” she asked, hoping to distract him long enough that the meeting would end and someone would figure out they were in here.

“Damon Corzo. He was a fancy lawyer at the DA’s office where I was doing an internship. He was wearing the same signet ring Harrison Adams had on in his picture on the Harvard website. I asked Corzo about it. He said he just bought it because he liked the design. I didn’t believe him. I did some research on the symbol, started finding it in other pictures, even in paintings of men who lived during the American Revolution and the Civil War. The more I looked, the more I found it. I started following Corzo and noticed his friend, Polin, had the same ring. I decided to see what would happen if I threatened them.”

“So you made that sex tape and blackmailed them.”

He nodded. “Wasn’t hard. My mother started stripping when the money from Adams dried up. When she lost her looks, she earned it on her back. I did my homework every night at a booth in a strip club from the time I was ten right through high school.”

“You killed one of those women.”

Ryan waved his hand, unconcerned. “Collateral damage. She was just a whore. Wasn’t like she mattered or anything. And the ruse worked. Sort of. Corzo flew here—to Boston—right after I started to blackmail him. I figured that was no coincidence and I was right. So I narrowed my search for the symbol to this city. And that’s when I found him.”

“Harrison?”

Ryan shook his head, snarling at her as if she was stupid. “No. My father. He wasn’t dead.”

Alexis suddenly understood. “Jonathan was your dad.”

Ryan nodded. “He said he didn’t know about me. Didn’t realize my mother had gotten pregnant. He thought I’d sought him out to start some little-league happily-ever-after father-and-son relationship with him. I killed those unholy wives of his and then went to work on his weak mind. It took very little pressure before he revealed his alliance with the Trinity Masters, where their headquarters are located and who their leader is. Wouldn’t you know it? Harrison Adams.”

“That’s how you knew the codes, the way in.”

Ryan seemed pleased to have his brilliance recognized. “He thought I was going to join, become a member. You should have seen the poor bastard’s face after he’d given me all that information and I told him what I really planned to do.”

“You dictated the suicide note to him.”

“And I put the gun in his hand. When he wouldn’t pull the trigger on his own, I placed my hand over his and did it for him.”

Alexis was horrified by the absolute joy in Ryan’s eyes as he recalled murdering his own father.

Anger welled up inside her, wiping out the fear. This man needed to be stopped. And it looked like she was the only one in a position to do so. She could sit around like a damsel in distress waiting for the cavalry to arrive, or she could take charge. She waited until Ryan turned back toward the computer, then she lifted her legs and kicked out with all her might.

*****

Harrison was in the middle of a discussion with the CEO of BC Bank when a flashing light on his phone captured his attention. He frowned. The silent alarm in his office had been triggered. He glanced at Michael who was seated in the front row of the lecture room and waved for him to come to the podium. He handed Michael the phone.

“Ladies. Gentlemen. I’m sorry to cut this meeting short, but something has come up that requires my attention. I suspect the caterer will have the hors d’oeuvres set out and the bar open.”

There was a moment of confusion among the members as their meeting was scheduled to last at least another hour and they’d accomplished next to nothing on the agenda, including Harrison dropping the news that he intended to resign his role as Grand Master. He would have to call an emergency meeting to announce he was stepping down later, but first, he needed to find out who was in his office.

“The door is locked,” Giles Kim, one of the most elderly members of the Trinity Masters, announced as people stood to file out.

Michael quickly walked to the door and confirmed they were indeed trapped. “Someone has gotten access to the lock system.”

Gunner frowned. “That’s in your office, isn’t it, Harrison?”

Harrison nodded. He had invited Gunner and Tasha to this meeting to stand in for Price who was still looking for Myers in L.A.

Gunner turned toward the wall behind Harrison and pointed to the display screens. “Can you turn on the camera in your office from here?”

Harrison looked at Tasha, silently bidding her to do just that. The older members of the society resumed their seats as Harrison held his breath. None of them had a clue to the danger that had surrounded the organization this year, but it appeared they were about to find out.

It was clear from the terrified look on Michael’s face he expected to see the same person in his office as Harrison. Myers obviously wasn’t in California.

Tasha clicked a few buttons and then adjusted the volume. Harrison heard Lex’s voice a split second before he saw her face. His blood ran cold.

Myers had Alexis tied to the chair in his office.

“Why are you doing this?” he heard her ask. Several of the Trinity Masters rose from their seats, alarm setting in.

“Who is that?” Giles barked. “Neither of those people are members. How did they get in here?”

Harrison didn’t have a clue and he sure as hell didn’t have time to explain it. “Sit down and be quiet,” he said loudly when more and more voices began demanding answers.

For a decade, he’d been their leader. He’d ruled with calm, quiet authority. Tonight, he couldn’t give them that.

Giles resumed his seat slowly and the others followed suit. Ryan was doing the explanations for him, answering the questions that had plagued Harrison for a year. As the older members listened to Ryan, Harrison pulled Gunner, Michael and Tasha aside.

“We need to get into that office,” Gunner said.

Harrison nodded. “There’s a secret panel in this room that will take us there, but it’s narrow. We could only enter the office one at a time. If Ryan has a gun, he could pick us off like flies or shoot Alexis before we even get the door open.”

Tasha glanced at the screen. “Where does the panel open in relation to your desk?”

Harrison was grateful he’d thought to include her in this meeting. He could already see her quick mind working to break down the scene and come up with a rescue plan. He walked over to the screen and pointed to a small painting to the left of his desk. “Here.”

At that moment, Ryan raised his hand and struck Alexis. Harrison’s hand balled into a fist, anger tearing at his gut.

Tasha started to ask another question, but Michael raised his hand for them to stop talking. The four of them listened as Ryan confessed to killing Jonathan. Michael’s face turned to stone, his expression reflecting the anger Harrison felt.

There was no time for alarm or fear, though Harrison suspected if he let himself acknowledge it, he’d fall apart. Alexis was in serious danger. And it was his fault.

“If anything happens to her,” he murmured to Michael.

Michael put his hand on his shoulder. “We’re going to get her out of there. In one piece.”

Michael’s assurance soothed him, helped him beat down the panicked beast.

Tasha bid Harrison to open the panel and then motioned for Gunner and Michael. “Wait for me. The three of us are going in this way.”

Harrison frowned. Surely she didn’t expect him to stay behind. “Tasha—”

Tasha walked to the door of the conference room without acknowledging him. She quickly and efficiently flipped the lock. How she’d managed to throw back a heavy-duty deadbolt without a key, he’d never know. She gestured for Harrison to join her.

“Give us two minutes to get through the secret corridor and then knock on the door to your office. He won’t be expecting that because he thinks he’s trapped us all in here.”

“We don’t know if he has a weapon.”

Tasha shrugged. “Doesn’t matter.” She opened her jacket to reveal the small gun she had concealed there. “I do.”

Harrison turned for one last look at the screen, just in time to see Alexis kick Ryan into the computer. It crashed to the floor. The man recovered quickly and wheeled on her in fury.

“Tasha, get there in one.” With that, Harrison left the conference room and raced down the corridor to his office as if his life depended on it.

Because his life was in that room.

And she was depending on him.
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Chapter Ten




[image: Trinity Masters Triquetra]

Michael could feel Tasha prodding at his back, trying to pass him. He wouldn’t give way. He had one goal right now and that was to tear the man in Harrison’s office apart with his bare hands.

When they reached the end of the narrow, dark corridor, Michael slid the panel open. He heard Ryan’s raised voice, heard Alexis cry out. There wasn’t time for stealth.

He rushed into the room just in time to see Ryan draw a gun from his pocket. When the man saw Michael coming at him from the left, he grabbed Alexis and used her as a shield. At the same moment, the office door slammed open and Harrison entered from the right of the room.

Michael’s heart beat so hard he feared it would burst as Ryan lifted the gun to Alexis’s head.

Gunner and Tasha had come into the room as well and they stood next to him. For one brief moment, no one moved, no one spoke.

Then Ryan laughed.

Harrison held his place by the office door. “You find something funny?”

Michael wasn’t sure where Harrison found the strength to remain so cool, but it had a calming effect on him, allowed him to stop panicking and start studying the room, their options.

“Your entrance was very exciting. Worthy of a Hollywood action movie, but it was all for nothing. I have what I came for.”

“And what’s that?” Michael hoped by drawing Ryan’s attention back and forth between them, someone would find an opening to pounce. Tasha was moving in incrementally tiny steps toward the desk.

Ryan tightened his grip on Alexis and she gasped. “Stop moving, bitch, or I’ll kill her,” he yelled at Tasha. “I already owe you one for fucking up my plans in Chicago.”

“What did you come for?” Michael repeated, trying to take Ryan’s attention away from Tasha. He knew Harrison had a special fondness for the young woman and his friend would never forgive himself if anything happened to her.

“Information,” Ryan said. “Your whore may have broken the computer so I can’t send it out, but I’ve got what I need on that thumb drive. I’m now in possession of the names of every single one of your perverted members. When I reveal to the press the disgusting way you all choose to live your lives, you’ll be ostracized, cast out.”

Michael forced himself to look at Ryan, knowing if he saw the fear in Alexis’s eyes, he’d fall apart. “What makes you think we’ll let you get out of here with that?”

Ryan laughed. “Oh, I’m leaving. With the thumb drive and your whore.” He looked at Harrison. “And then you’ll feel what I felt when you left my mother and I to fend for ourselves.”

Harrison took one step toward Ryan and Alexis. “I’m sorry for that, Ryan. I failed you.”

Michael studied their surroundings, praying for an answer as Harrison moved closer, taking the blame for something that wasn’t his fault.

“I wish I had an excuse for my actions, but I don’t. The truth is my father was the kind one, the one there to help you. When he was gone, I didn’t see any need to follow through with that commitment.”

Alexis frowned. “Harry, that’s not true.”

Harrison didn’t acknowledge Alexis—with look nor with word.

He was going to turn all of Ryan’s hatred, his anger toward him, sacrificing himself. “I can only begin to imagine how hard it was for you.”

Ryan didn’t seem to notice Harrison’s slow approach. Instead, he became incensed. “You have no idea what it was like for me. Before you fucked up my life, I was in a good school. I had friends. When you tossed us aside, that all changed. My stupid cunt of a mother couldn’t function, couldn’t take care of us. I had to go to a shitty school with mean kids and I started living on the olives and fruit I could steal from behind the bar in the strip club. How dare you play God with my life!”

Harrison was still walking toward Ryan, but the man was too furious, too enraged.

Ryan’s hand shook, tightening his fingers on the trigger. Harrison froze. Michael held his breath. There were too many steps between Harrison and Ryan. He wasn’t in a position to jump the man and get the gun away from him.

With all of Ryan’s attention on Harrison, Michael decided to take a chance. He moved toward the desk. Ryan didn’t notice. He was too intent on berating Harrison. The young man had obviously waited a lifetime to release his anger on the one man he blamed for ruining it.

“You think you’re so fucking smart. You sit in this fancy office, issuing orders to these idiots. You tell them who to marry and they do it. And they don’t even kick up a fuss when you put them in these sick, twisted threesomes. You took my dad away from me. What gave you the right to decide my mother wasn’t good enough for him?”

Harrison must have noticed Michael’s movements because he stopped trying to get closer to Ryan. Instead, he kept him engaged, distracted.

“Ryan, that’s how our society works. How it thrives. Your father knew what he was signing on for when he joined. Jonathan knew he could never stay with your mother.”

Ryan exploded, his face red with anger. “You told him to leave. You made him do what you said. Made him a part of this disgusting cult. Even at the end, he was still defending you. You brainwashed him.” Ryan waved the gun. “So I put him out of his misery. Just like I’m going to do to your whore.”

Michael was less than six feet away from Ryan, but he didn’t dare press his luck. Not when Ryan was starting to calm down, starting to take more notice of the people in the room.

Out of the corner of his eye, Michael saw Tasha slowly reaching into her pocket. Ryan noticed the motion too.

“Don’t move,” Ryan yelled, swinging the gun toward Tasha.

Michael took the opening, afraid they wouldn’t get another. He gave Alexis an infinitesimal nod and then pounced.

Alexis fell forward, breaking free of Ryan’s grip. Michael had only a split second to respond when Ryan pointed the gun downwards, intent on firing at Alexis. He tackled the man and the gun discharged.

Michael didn’t have time to see if the bullet struck. He was too intent on subduing and killing the madman below him. Though Ryan was smaller, he was no stranger to street fighting. Ryan struck with a vengeance as the two of them held nothing back, punching, gouging, struggling for a position of power.

Michael was aware of others in the room moving around, but he couldn’t tell who was where. When he finally managed to get Ryan under him, Michael let loose with all the anger he’d kept locked up for months. He threw fist after fist at the man as he considered Harrison’s sacrifice, Alexis’s face as Ryan held a gun to her head, Jonathan standing by his wives’ graves and then as he lay dead—killed by his own son.

His rage knew no bounds and he nearly turned it on Harrison when his friend gripped his arm, trying to pull him away.

“Michael. It’s enough. Enough!”

Michael fought to fill his lungs with air, gasping as if he’d run a two-hour marathon. His body was numb, it felt as if it had been filled with freezing cold water. He locked his jaw to keep his teeth from chattering.

Ryan lay unconscious on the floor, blood flowing from his nose—which had clearly been broken—and his mouth.

Michael tried to be horrified by his actions, but he wasn’t. This man had left a trail of death and sorrow in his wake. A couple black eyes didn’t make up for the pain he’d caused so many of Michael’s loved ones.

Michael moved away from Ryan, recalling Alexis. He turned to find her sitting in the office chair. Her face was white as a ghost and her hands were trembling. She was holding a tissue to one of her wrists and he could see the spots of blood left from the wire. Gunner was on the phone. From the tone of his voice, it sounded as if he was talking to Price. That was confirmed when he heard Gunner say, “Come home.”

Tasha was picking through the wreckage of the computer. When she found the thumb drive Ryan had loaded with top-secret information, she showed it to Harrison.

“Destroy it,” Harrison said.

Tasha dropped the drive to the floor and crushed it with the heel of her boot.

“He h-has a bomb s-somewhere in the building.” Alexis’s trembling voice proved the bravery she’d displayed earlier was waning. Exhaustion and the realization of exactly how bad this night could have been were crashing down on her. Michael understood because he felt the same way. He walked over to her and knelt in front of the chair.

“It’s okay, Alexis. We’re all here. We’re fine.” Michael hoped his words would comfort her.

Then he saw a movement from the floor, watched as Alexis’s eyes widened in horror. She pointed, and as Michael followed the direction of her finger he heard the discharge of a gun.

Next thing he knew, Ryan lay in a pool of blood, his white shirt a sea of red from where Tasha’s bullet had pierced his chest. Lying next to his hand was a small box.

“Bastard tried to trigger the bomb.” Tasha put her gun back into her pocket and sighed. She looked like she’d just returned from getting a manicure as opposed to someone who’d just killed a man. Michael was in awe of her fearlessness, her poise.

Apparently, Harrison knew her better. He walked over to the young woman and wrapped his arm around her shoulders. “It needed to be done, Tasha. You saved us.”

She nodded and Michael recognized the stiffness in her posture, the tight lines around her mouth. While Tasha had been raised to be a spy and a killer, taking the life of another took its toll on her.

“I’m sorry I dragged you into this,” Harrison murmured to her.

Tasha smiled. “I’m glad I was here. Able to help.”

Harrison patted her cheek affectionately. “Call your men, Tasha. Tell them to come down here. They’re no doubt upstairs at the gala by now. I think they should be with you.”

Tasha nodded and stepped away to place the call with her cell.

Gunner walked over to Ryan’s body. “Price is on his way back from California. In the meantime, I’ll dispose of him. I’ll also phone in a favor or two, have the library searched for a bomb.”

“No need to bother.” Lance Glassco stood at the door with Giles Kim. Giles’ son, Preston, was one of Lance’s partners. “Giles texted me from the conference room right after the bomber flashed the detonator. I pulled a few trusted members together and we conducted a discreet search. Found the device in a mechanical room. It’s been immobilized.” He looked at the trashed computer equipment. “Carly isn’t going to be happy about this.”

“There are several things happening here that people aren’t happy about.” Giles put his hand on his son-in-law’s shoulder for support.

“He accessed files on the computer.” Tasha kicked broken computer bits into a pile.

Lance frowned. “How long was he here?”

“Twenty minutes at best,” Harrison said.

Lance’s face cleared. “No way he broke Carly’s security system in that time.”

“No,” Harrison agreed. “I suspect he gained access to the decoy files. Hopefully he didn’t trigger the failsafe that destroys all the records.”

Lance nodded. “We’re in town for a few days. I’ll tell Carly she’ll need to check it out, Grand Master.”

“Thank you, Lance, Giles.” Then Harrison turned to Gunner. “And you. For everything.”

Lance left, but Giles remained in the doorway.

The senior members of the Trinity Masters had watched everything that had happened in this office on the monitor in the conference room. Giles had been smart to have Lance search for the bomb immediately.

“Harrison. A word please,” Giles beckoned.

Giles didn’t use Harrison’s title, didn’t called him Grand Master. Though the threat to Harrison and the Trinity Masters had passed, it was clear Giles—and perhaps others—were unhappy with the way things had gone down.

Alexis reached for Michael’s hand and squeezed it. He tried to give her a hopeful smile, but he felt very little optimism.

Harrison stood away from them, speaking in a hushed voice and nodding when Giles spoke, the conversation ended with a respectful, “I understand,” from Harrison just before the older gentleman left.

Harrison stood at the doorway for several moments, his face tight with anxiety. As always, his friend found a way to put the tension away. When he turned to face them, Harrison smiled and reached out. “Michael. Alexis. Could I have a word with you?”

Alexis stood and together, they walked to their lover hand in hand.

*****

Harrison bid Gunner and Tasha goodnight and then led Michael and Alexis to one of the dressing rooms used by members to prepare for their bonding ceremony. He had expected Giles’s censure, had known there would be a price to pay for how he’d handled things, for how bad he’d let them get.

Harrison understood all of that and he was willing to take the punishment. But not tonight.

Once they were inside the dressing room, Harrison closed the door and pressed Alexis against it. He kissed her roughly, hungrily, as the image of Ryan holding her with the gun against her temple tormented him.

“I almost lost you,” he whispered against her lips.

Alexis understood his terror. The way she gripped his hair tightly in her fingers, held his face to hers, told him she shared it.

Harrison was vaguely aware of Michael standing next to them. If he knew his friend, Michael was probably chomping at the bit to do two things—find out what Giles had said and have a taste of Alexis as well.

Harrison couldn’t offer him either. He’d spent the past couple of weeks holding back, forcing himself to keep his distance. If tonight was all he could have, he was going to take everything he could, to build memories that would keep him warm through a lifetime of loneliness.

Harrison reached for the hem of Alexis’s shirt and pulled it over her head with one swift motion. Then he unhooked her bra and tossed it to the floor. Alexis didn’t resist, didn’t question his actions.

Instead, she yanked his tie from his collar and began to undo his buttons.

Harrison waited for Michael to break the silence, to make demands, but something kept his friend silent. Then Harrison glanced over in surprise when he heard Michael unzipping his own pants.

Michael gave him a light shrug. His friend knew. Knew that tonight was all they could have. He wasn’t going to fill it with words.

Harrison smiled gratefully. After the events of the last couple of hours, he needed this reprieve. A few hours of escape.

It only took a few moments for them to shed their clothing. Need outweighed finesse as they each started tearing their own clothes off. Seduction was lost, thrown out by passion.

Harrison reached for Alexis first, leading her to the couch by the wall, pressing her to her back. He was inside her in an instant, pounding into her warm heat like a man who’d lived his entire lifetime frozen.

Alexis was with him—thrust for thrust—pressing against him, urging him on with kisses, touches and soft words. He soaked up every syllable as she called out his name and promised to love him forever.

When his balls constricted, filled with come, he didn’t hold it back or prolong the moment. He couldn’t, wouldn’t be satisfied with anything less than instant gratification. Besides, this was only the first time he planned to take her tonight. He’d draw it out longer the next time.

Alexis responded to his deeper thrusts. They strained together, crying out as their climaxes sparked and flamed.

He only had a moment to recover before he felt Michael’s hand on his back. His friend had been patient, generous. He’d seen Michael’s face during the fight with Ryan. There was no doubt Michael’s emotions were as raw as his.

Harrison withdrew and dropped to the floor next to the couch as Michael took his place. Beautiful Alexis was there, ready, reaching for Michael with open arms. He watched them make love, amazed by the pleasure he found in simply being with them.

Michael’s usual control seemed to have shattered as well. He and Alexis came quickly. Harrison stood, reached for a robe and threw it on. Then he grabbed a second and laid it over Alexis and Michael, who were fading fast. The heavy exhaustion following an adrenaline rush was hitting them hard.

Harrison left Michael and Alexis alone on the couch and grabbed a pillow from a nearby chair.

Sleep would be a welcome respite. He lay down on the floor next to the couch, touched when Alexis reached down to grasp his hand.

He glanced up, smiling at her sleepy face.

“I love you,” she whispered, not wanting to disturb Michael who had already drifted away.

“I love you too.”

She closed her eyes, leaving Harrison to wish he had more time to show her just how much.
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Harrison opened his eyes and found Price standing in the doorway of the dressing room. He glanced toward the couch and saw Michael and Alexis wrapped up in each other’s arms.

Price’s heavy sigh told Harrison the next few minutes were going to be difficult for all of them. While they’d escaped the revelation of the Trinity Masters and disarmed the bomb, killing a madman in the process, too many rules had been broken.

Harrison stood, cinching the belt of the robe around him tightly. “I’ll leave quietly.” Harrison kept his voice low so as not to disturb his lovers.

Price stepped toward him, his head bowed. “Harrison. You understand what you’re saying?”

Harrison frowned. “I don’t have any choice, Price. My abilities as Grand Master have been called into question. Giles laid out my options very clearly. I can’t continue in that position and I can’t remain in the society without joining a triad.” He looked over at Michael and Alexis. “I won’t make a bond with anyone else.”

Alexis stirred at the sound of conversation. She disengaged from Michael’s embrace, sitting up and tugging the robe more securely around her. Harrison walked across the room and retrieved her shirt. He put it on her as Price turned his head.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

“I have to leave, Lex.”

“Leave? The Trinity Masters?”

Harrison nodded. “Yes.”

Her voice rose. “Why? Ryan’s dead. No one knows about the organization. You protected their privacy, removed the threat.”

Michael sat up as well, wrapping his arm around Alexis’s shoulders. “We have laws. And they’re absolute. Harrison broke at least half a dozen of them last night.”

“But the ends justify the means.”

Price shook his head. “Not in our world. You’re not supposed to be here, Alexis. You’re not a member and yet you’ve been granted admittance and told far too many of our secrets. You know too much.”

“But I’m not going to tell anyone.” She looked at Harrison. “You know that, Harry. I would never betray you or this place, these people.”

Harrison smiled, though there was a heavy weight crushing his chest. He hadn’t just endangered his own future. He’d taken Alexis and Michael down with him. He’d longed for the forbidden and they’d all suffer for it now. “I’m sorry, Lex.” His gaze drifted to his best friend. “I hope you can forgive me, Michael.”

Michael scowled, standing up. “There’s nothing to forgive, Harrison. We did what we had to do. I don’t regret it. Hell, I’d do it all again.”

Price rubbed his eyes wearily. It was obvious the man had taken the red-eye home from California and hadn’t seen his bed yet. Unfortunately, sleep was still too far away for all of them. There were too many problems to address. Harrison had known this day was coming, but now that it was here, he wasn’t sure he’d have the strength to walk away.

“So you have to leave the organization?” Alexis’s face proved she knew exactly how hard this was going to be for him.

“I don’t have a choice.”

“Because of me.”

Harrison didn’t respond, didn’t want to put that load on her shoulders. It wasn’t her fault.

Before he could reassure her, Price nodded. “If you were a member, maybe some of what happened last night could be salvaged. As it is, there are too many Trinity Masters who know you were here, know you’ve seen too much.”

“Then I’ll join.”

Harrison smiled. “That’s your choice. I sincerely hope you will. For Michael.”

Alexis frowned. “Michael?”

“He still has a year before he has to be settled into a triad. I have to be married immediately, Lex.”

She stood up and took his hand. “And I’m not in the available pool.”

He shook his head. “Not yet.”

“Actually she is.” Price held up an old book. Harrison recognized the binding. It was the bylaws of the Trinity Masters. Price thumbed through the pages. “There’s a loophole.”

“I don’t know of any—” Harrison started.

“Here.” Price pointed to the page.

Harrison skimmed the section, hope emerging. “Does she qualify?”

Price lifted one shoulder. “I think so. And for this very brief moment in time, according to the phone call I received from Giles this morning, I’m the acting Grand Master. Or at least I will be once you submit your resignation to me.”

Harrison knew the job promotion brought Price no pleasure. “Are you sure about this?” he asked, pointing to the bylaws. “You run the risk of pissing off a hell of a lot of people.”

Price gave him an annoyed look. “Does that seem like something that will cost me sleepless nights?”

Harrison chuckled. “Fine. I resign my post as Grand Master. Do you want it in writing or is my verbal renouncement good enough.”

“Verbal is okay for now, though you’ll have to write the letter later.”

“Harrison,” Alexis said. “Wait.”

Harrison shook his head. “This is the right thing to do, Lex. Trust me.”

Price turned to Alexis. “My first duty as Grand Master is to declare Dr. Alexis Jenner an honorary member of the Trinity Masters for her acts of bravery as she sought to protect our society.”

Alexis snorted. “What acts of bravery?”

Price ran a weary hand through his hair. “Jesus. Are you sure you want to marry her? She strikes me as the type who’ll make everything a fight.”

Michael laughed, wrapping his arm around Alexis’s shoulders. “She will. That’s why life with her will never be boring.”

She shot Michael a dirty look. “Does someone want to tell me when I left the room? Oh wait, that’s right. I didn’t. I’m still standing right here.”

“Gunner forwarded me the video feed of what happened in Harrison’s office with Ryan. I saw you kick the man in an effort to stop him from stealing our personal information. That counts as bravery. Can I continue?” Price asked.

Alexis seemed to consider his response and then nodded. “Sure. Go ahead.”

Price rolled his eyes but continued. “As an honorary member, I hereby grant you all the rights and privileges of a full-fledged member until such time as permanent status can be awarded. Do you agree to obey the laws of the Trinity Masters?”

Alexis looked at Harrison and then Michael before saying, “Um, I do?”

Price sighed heavily. “Was that a question or an answer?”

She shrugged. “An answer?”

Michael and Harrison laughed.

“It was an answer.” Harrison was too happy to even bother calling Price to task for his Spark Notes version of the initiation. He was overwhelmed by everything that was happening. He’d spent months anticipating the day when he’d have to leave the Trinity Masters and walk away from Michael and Alexis. Now, faced with the reality that all of his dreams were coming true, he was finding it difficult to focus on anything too closely.

Michael reached for the bylaws. “You can really do that?”

Price nodded. “My second act is to ask each of you to join me in the ceremony room for the bonding. Do you understand what that means, Alexis?”

“Yes.”

Price gave Harrison and Michael a disapproving look. “Told her everything, didn’t you?”

Harrison lifted one shoulder, incapable of feeling guilty for sharing anything with Alexis.

“You have a month to get your lives in order. Then you’ll return here for the marriage ceremony. At that point, Harrison will have satisfied the requirement that states he must be married before his forty-fifth birthday and all’s well that ends well.”

Harrison slapped Price on the shoulder. “Thank you, Price. I know you’ll take a few hits for this.”

Price shook Harrison’s hand. “I figure I owe you. You gave me Gunner and Deni. I hope you’ll be as happy in this match as I am in the one you created for me. Come on. Let’s get the three of you bonded. Give me a few minutes to get everything ready.” Price walked out of the room to prepare for the ceremony.

Michael went to a closet and pulled out a white robe. “You take off your T-shirt and put this on. When you hear the bell, you walk through that door.” He pointed to a different door than the one to the hallway.

“Michael and I will meet you in the center of the room,” Harrison added, “and then we make this official.” He gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. She was going to be his. Harrison wasn’t sure, but he thought he could fly if someone asked him to. He’d never felt so light, so happy. So complete.

“Official,” she repeated. “Sounds good to me.”

Harrison and Michael left her alone. When they reached the hallway, Harrison glanced at his best friend. “How the hell did we get from last night’s misery to this?”

Michael chuckled. “No idea, but I’m sure not going to complain. Let’s go get ready and do this before Price comes to his senses.”

Harrison started to turn away but then reached out to grasp Michael’s arm. “I’m sorry for the past few months.”

Michael waved his words away. “Water under the bridge.”

“You’re my best friend, Michael. And I can’t wait for us to start our lives together with Alexis.”

Michael grinned. “Ditto.”

Harrison watched his friend walk to another dressing room with a distinct spring in his step. Apparently, Harrison wasn’t the only one who felt like flying.

*****

Alexis’s heart raced when she considered what she was about to do. Just yesterday, she’d been faced with spending her life without Michael and Harrison. Now, she was pledging herself to them. Forever.

She should be freaking out, searching for the exit. Instead, she’d never felt happier. She took a deep breath, letting it soothe her, and her heart soon calmed. She was ready for this.

Alexis slipped off her shirt and slid the white robe over her body. Before she knew it, a bell sounded.

She walked into the room, amazed by the grandeur of the place despite its small size. It was an intimate space with a solemn beauty that spoke to her. How many generations of Trinity Masters had pledged their loyalty and their love in this room?

She walked to the center of the room, studying the metal medallion emblazoned with the Trinity Masters’ symbol and illuminated by light that adorned the floor. The marble was cool on her bare feet.

She smiled when Michael and Harrison joined her. None of them had raised the hoods of their robes, though Harrison had explained that was usually part of the ceremony. The revelation of the partners’ identities was a major part of the bonding, but Alexis wasn’t standing here with strangers. She knew and loved the men flanking her.

Price stepped forward, completing the circle. He bid them to put their right hands out. He took a long gold chain from around his neck and used it to bind their wrists together. “You now belong to one another.”

Michael squeezed her hand and then used his free one to cup her cheek. He leaned forward. “I love you, Alexis.”

She smiled, sniffling as happy tears filled her eyes. “I love you too.”

He kissed her gently, the soft touch in direct contrast to the rough lover she’d come to know and adore.

When he released her, Harrison was there. He stroked her hair. “I never thought, I always hoped…”

She nodded, not bothering to hold the tears at bay. “So did I, Harry.”

Harrison pressed his forehead against hers as they closed their eyes, soaking up each other’s scents and warmth. Then he kissed her.

Price unwrapped the chain. “You have one month to get your affairs in order. At that time, you’ll return here to be formally bound in the marriage of the Trinity Masters.”

*****

Price’s words were still ringing in Alexis’s ears as she entered Harrison’s apartment. She saw the note she’d left them the day before. She shuddered when she recalled how Ryan had tricked her, how close she’d come to losing the men she loved and her own life.

Michael walked up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. “You’re ours,” he whispered.

She smiled as she twisted and placed her palms on each side of his face. “And don’t you forget it.”

Harrison cleared his throat and they turned to see him walking down the hallway toward his bedroom. “Anyone care to join me?” he called out over his shoulder.

Michael winked at Alexis. “Race you.”

“Loser does whatever the winner wants.”

“Deal,” Michael said, laughing when Alexis took off. He caught up to her halfway, picked her up at the doorway and threw her over his shoulder.

“You cheated,” she cried out, laughing when he tossed her to the mattress.

“So did you. No one said go.” Michael tickled her and both of them wrestled on the bed. Neither of them noticed Harrison had taken off his clothes until he turned on music and came to stand at the end of the bed.

Alexis and Michael sat up. One look at Harrison took her breath away, and suddenly the reality of what she’d done, of where they were caught up to her.

“We’re getting married.”

Michael chuckled at her astonished tone. “That’s still a good thing, right?”

“It is. Yesterday was so horrible.”

Harrison smiled, his face filled with understanding. “Stand up, Lex. Let’s find a way to forget about that.”

She rose and walked to him. Harrison undressed her slowly, taking his time to kiss each revealed piece of skin. By the time she was naked, she was having trouble remembering her name, let alone the day before.

Harrison led her to the bed, where a naked Michael waited for them. She crawled across the mattress into Michael’s open arms. He kissed her as Harrison spooned her from behind, his tongue and teeth teasing the nape of her neck.

Then Harrison flipped to his back. “Climb on, Lex.”

She turned, so ready for what her lover was offering. Alexis straddled Harrison’s hips, reaching down to direct his hard cock to her pussy. They both sighed loudly as she sank onto it, taking him deep on the first pass. She started to rise, but Harrison gripped her waist, holding her in place.

“Wait for Michael.”

She paused, confused for only a second. During their past sexual interludes, Harrison and Michael had taken turns. The only time they’d all participated together had been that steamy afternoon in the doctor’s lounge when she’d sucked Harrison’s cock as Michael fucked her.

But Michael wasn’t in front of her now. Instead, he was kneeling directly behind her. She recalled his wicked promise. They’d both take her only after they had made the commitment to spend their lives together.

She shivered—with anticipation and a tiny bit of fear—when Michael pressed on her upper back, directing her downward until her breasts rested on Harrison’s chest. She jerked slightly when the cold lube Michael had found somewhere touched her anus. Harrison wrapped his arms around her, offering her a soft kiss and a quiet shh.

Michael took his time, adding lube, stretching the taut hole with his fingers. Her fear vanished, replaced by a white-hot need that grew more intense with each stroke of his fingers.

Soon, she was panting, begging, but Michael didn’t stray from his task, didn’t rush things. She wanted to appreciate his thoroughness, his care. She didn’t. She tried to thrust her hips against Harrison’s thick cock, trying to satisfy some of the aching need. But Harrison was clearly playing on Michael’s team. He tightened his grip until she couldn’t move. All she could do was take what they were giving.

Frustrated, she bit Harrison’s shoulder, eliciting a chuckle from the infuriating man.

“I think our little wildcat is ready, Michael.”

Michael withdrew his fingers from her anus. She groaned, missing them the moment they were gone. Then he slapped her ass—three quick, hard, hot taps that pushed her too close to the edge. Her pussy clenched.

“Jesus,” Harrison murmured. “Get inside her, Michael. Now.”

She lifted her head, kissing Harrison, grateful for his help.

Then she gasped as Michael placed the head of his cock at her ass. She held her breath as he slowly pushed inside. She’d been a fool to rush this, to think it was a good idea. Both men were well endowed—thick and long. She felt filled to the brink with just one lover inside her. There was no way they could both fit. At least not comfortably.

Michael must have sensed her sudden distress because he stopped moving.

“Alexis.” His voice had assumed that deep, commanding tone that made her panties wet. “If it hurts, you simply have to say the word ‘stop’.”

She sucked in a deep breath, her head fuzzy with longing and confusion and God only knew what else.

He still didn’t move. “Do you understand?”

She nodded just once, but that response didn’t seem to appease him.

“Say ‘yes, Michael.’”

“Yes, Michael. I understand.”

“Does it hurt?”

She nodded again. “Yes. A little. But don’t stop.”

Michael gently stroked her ass as Harrison caressed her hair. He started whispering words of encouragement as Michael began his journey forward once more.

Between their soft caresses and slow motions, Alexis found herself drifting away, losing herself in a place she’d never been. Slight twinges of pain morphed into pleasurable sensations that touched parts of her that had never known arousal. For several moments, she actually felt as if she were floating above her body, watching the sensual show rather than experiencing it.

Then Michael was there, buried to the hilt.

Both men groaned in unison, the sound pulling her back to earth. They were with her in this. They felt the magic too.

She lifted her head from Harrison’s chest.

He cupped her cheeks, studying her face closely. He clearly liked what he saw. “I love you.”

She smiled, nodding. A tear rolled down her cheek, but Harrison was there to kiss it away. He forced her gaze to meet his again. “Are you ready?”

“Always.”

Michael had been quiet as they spoke, his body tense, a spring stretched taut. With her reassurance, he pulled the trigger and sent them all flying.

He and Harrison quickly found the rhythm, alternating their strokes—sometimes fast, other times deeper, a mix of hard and soft. It was intense, overwhelming, mind-blowing.

Alexis fell into the abyss twice, but neither man gave way, gave in. She began to drift away, her body losing its shape and form, becoming nothing but a mass of tingles, sparks, electricity. She felt ethereal. Beautiful.

Michael was the first to come, his thrusts in her ass growing jerky, harder before the flood of warmth. His rough climax triggered another in her.

Harrison followed almost immediately. Groaning, he filled her pussy with jet after jet of hot come as she flew away on a cloud.

When she opened her eyes, she realized two things. Neither man was inside her anymore. Nor were they in the bed.

She lifted herself clumsily, looking around the room. It was empty. The sound of running water and quiet voices in the adjoining bathroom told her where her lovers were.

She pushed herself up gingerly, wincing slightly. Damn. It had been one wild ride. There were muscles in her body screaming at her that she didn’t even know existed. She padded softly across the carpeted floor, pushed the bathroom door open and found the room flooded with candlelight, quiet music and steam.

Both men were still naked. Harrison was bending over to turn off the tap, running his hand through the huge pile of bubbles on the water as Michael adjusted the volume on the iPod.

“Am I intruding?” she teased.

Michael scowled when he saw her. “What are you doing out of bed?”

His response took her aback. “I’m sorry. Did you guys want to be alone?”

Harrison chuckled and rolled his eyes. “Good God, no. This is for you. I think Michael’s bummed you ruined his plan to carry you.”

She pointed over her shoulder with her thumb. “I could go back so you can play the macho-man card if you want.”

Michael shook his head, his grin revealing deep dimples in his cheeks. She’d thought herself too exhausted to even consider sex again tonight.

His sexy smile disproved that theory.

“We thought you might be sore.” Michael took her hand and led her to the large whirlpool tub.

“I am.”

Harrison’s happy expression turned to one of concern that she quickly waved away. “It’s a good sore,” she reassured him. “One I’m hoping we can expand on later.”

Harrison stepped over the edge of the tub, reaching a hand out to help her in. “I think that can be arranged.”

Alexis and Harrison sunk down into the water as Michael climbed in. She lay between Harrison’s legs, her back resting against his chest. Michael faced her from the opposite end and lifted her feet to rub.

She released a sigh filled with bliss and relaxation. For the longest time, the three of them merely rested, letting the hot water work its magic on tired, overworked muscles.

Michael was the first to break the silence. “I want kids.”

It was a jarring segue, but Alexis realized they’d jumped quickly from colleagues to couple—or was the proper term triad?—to married. They’d failed to cover all the important I-want-to-spend-the-rest-of-my-life-with-you topics.

“So do I,” she replied. “But how does that work?”

Harrison ran his hand along one of her arms, playing absentmindedly with the bubbles there. “It works the normal way. We make love. We make babies.”

“But how will you know…” She wasn’t sure how to word her question, wasn’t sure it mattered.

“Who the father is?” Michael asked.

She nodded.

“Do you need to know who the biological father is?”

She considered Michael’s question. Then she shook her head. “No.”

Harrison picked up her hand and clasped it to his with interlocking fingers. “We’ll figure it out when the baby is born. Blood tests tend to reveal all, and Michael and I are different blood types. Medically, we’ll have to know in case anything arises. As for the rest, any children we have will belong to all three of us.”

She twisted slightly so she could look at Harrison over her shoulder. “But the world will think they’re ours, right?”

He nodded.

She glanced back at Michael. “And you’re okay with that?”

Her tone must have revealed she didn’t think he would be. Michael lifted her foot and placed a kiss on the sole. She giggled. “That tickles.”

He opened his mouth and nipped at one of her toes, causing her to laugh louder. “I know this seems odd to you, Alexis, but Harrison and I were raised this way. To our friends and colleagues, you’ll be Harrison’s wife, the mother of his children, but I’ll know the truth. So will you and Harrison.”

“I love you.” She’d said it before to Michael, but she still worried about his feelings. He’d come to this relationship late, but that didn’t mean he hadn’t won her over—heart and soul.

“I love you too. And that’s why this will work.”

She sighed, letting go of the last of her anxiety, her resistance.

While this destiny may have been forbidden at the beginning, she had no doubt they’d ended up exactly where they were meant to be.

Together.
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Epilogue
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“I was beginning to think I was going to have to come to you.”

Harrison grinned at Price. The man wasn’t really angry with him.

“The bonding celebration ran a little long.”

Price rolled his eyes. “A week too long? Besides you’re not fooling anyone. It’s still not over. I have no doubt you’re going to leave here and run straight back to their bed. I can only assume you needed a break to recuperate, so you decided to take pity on me.”

Harrison pointed to where Price sat, occupying the seat that had once been his. Harrison had thought it would bother him to give up the Grand Master’s job, anticipated being sad to lose his legacy. That regret never surfaced. He’d gained too much in exchange. “You look good behind that desk, Price.”

“Don’t get used to it. The organization needs stability after everything that happened. That means an Adams. Did you call her?”

Harrison shook his head. “No. Not yet. I’ll tell you right now. She won’t want to return.”

Price scowled. “She doesn’t have a choice. She’s the next Adams in line. It’s her legacy.”

“Yeah. And we both know how much that legacy means to her.”

“Harrison.”

“Very well.” Harrison sighed and reached for his phone. He hadn’t spoken to his half-sister in over a year. Considering where she was—at least where he thought she was—he couldn’t be sure the call would even go through. She answered on the fourth ring.

“Hello?”

“Hello, Juliette.”

“Harrison?” He heard the surprise—and wariness—in her voice. “What’s wrong?”

“There have been some unexpected changes. A bit of upheaval. You need to come to Boston.”

Juliette didn’t respond for a moment. When she did, her answer was just as he expected. “No.”

“Juliette, I’m afraid you don’t have a choice.”

“Why?”

Harrison took a deep breath, deciding it would be best to deliver the news quickly. “Because I’ve been forced to step down. The Trinity Masters need you. You’re the Grand Master now.”
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There’s power and passion in three

Get to know the members of the secret and selective Trinity Masters


Elemental Pleasure
The Trinity Masters Book One
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There’s power and passion in three

When Carly Kenan joined the secretive Trinity Masters in college, she knew that one day she’d have to pay the piper. 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, too. When Lance uncovers a dangerous crime in Preston’s firm, 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. All 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.




For more information or to purchase, click here.


Primal Passion
The Trinity Masters Book Two
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There’s power and passion in three

Deni Parker thinks she’s got it all figured out. Working on 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 with whom she’ll spend the rest of her life in an arranged ménage marriage. When her invitation to the introduction ceremony is delivered—years ahead of when 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 mere messenger—he’s been matched with Deni.

FBI Agent Gunner Wells has been in love with Deni for years, but he’s resisted pursuing her. 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.




For more information or to purchase, click here.


Scorching Desire
The Trinity Masters Book Three
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There’s power and passion in three

A reformed spy. A respectable lawyer. A renowned playboy.

When Damon Corzo 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 jeopardy. 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 ménage 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.




For more information or to purchase, click here.


Full Position by Mari Carr
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How much is she willing to risk for a forbidden fantasy?

Though Bella Carper has crushed on Justin and Ned since her first day on the job, she’s smart enough to know a ménage with her hot bosses is probably number one on the list of workplace no-nos. But a frigid genius wouldn’t say no to their exceptionally tempting offer—a no-holds-barred night of wicked fantasies at a local sex club.

Justin and Ned believe in propriety in the workplace, but falling for their sexy graphic artist has blurred the line between professional and personal. These Big Easy men might surprise their small-town girl with their bedroom habits. But the biggest shock could come the morning after…when Bella discovers what they really want.




For more information or to purchase, click here.

*****


“Open your legs. I want to see exactly how wet you are.” Justin tugged on her knee as he issued the command, then felt Ned’s hand on the other. Her thighs parted easily as her skirt inched higher. She tried to tug it down, but Ned caught her wrist, his voice deep, stern.

“Leave it.”

“Ned,” she whispered, uncertainty creeping in again. There was a difference between talking and doing. They’d test her limits tonight, push her completely out of her comfort zone.

Justin leaned closer, trying to set her mind at ease. Ned was always too intense, his need to control a woman coming out stronger, darker. While Justin didn’t think Bella was balking, she was still a novice and probably not completely confident in her decision to pursue this adventure. “Trust us, Bells. We’ll never hurt you.”

Her expression cleared, showing him just how much faith she had in them. It twisted Justin’s insides, made him warm, happy.

She touched his face gently. “I do trust you. Completely. I wouldn’t be here otherwise.”

Unable to resist any longer, Justin ran his hand along the inside of her leg. He sat close enough to hear her sharp intake of breath. The heat of her pussy hit him before his fingers reached their goal. Their girl was on fire.

Then he hit pay dirt. Bella’s eyes closed as he stroked his finger along her slit. She was heat and moisture and sex incarnate.

Ned leaned closer. “Don’t close your eyes, Bella. Look at what’s happening on that stage.”

Bella lifted her eyelids slowly and he watched her struggle to focus. Justin studied her face and realized when she recognized what was happening in the performance.

“She misbehaved,” Ned whispered as Justin circled her clit. Bella bit her lip so tightly, he worried she’d split the skin and draw blood.

Ned continued to talk about the show onstage. “Her teacher is angry with her. He’s punishing her.”

The actor onstage—the professor—had bent his naughty schoolgirl over his desk and taken out a ruler. The scene was an old, familiar one, but Justin could tell from Bella’s responses it was speaking to some hidden desires. Did she like the idea of being punished by an authority figure?

She slid down on her chair—just a little, but enough—to allow Justin better access to her pussy. He didn’t accept her invitation, determined to crank the heat even higher. While the silent actions of her body told him she wanted a stronger touch, he wouldn’t give in until she was pleading, begging. He dragged his finger over her clit once more, making the touch lighter this time.

She groaned softly.

“We’ll punish you the same way the next time you’re late to work.”

Bella’s gaze jerked to Ned’s face. No doubt she wanted to reiterate the time limit she’d placed on this encounter, but neither of them was in the mood to continue that pretense. Justin pressed on her clit again, distracting her before moving lower to circle the entrance to her pussy.

Bella’s breathing became more labored. Between Justin’s touches and Ned’s dirty promises, she appeared to be losing her grip, relinquishing control of her inhibitions.

“We’ll pull you into my office, bend you over the desk, lift your skirt and yank down your panties.”

“I don’t wear skirts to work,” Bella whispered, though it was clear she was turned-on by Ned’s story.

“You will from now on. We’re changing the dress code for you.”

She looked as if she would argue, so Justin went for more distraction, pressing the tip of his finger into her wet pussy.

She closed her eyes, her expression betraying how much she loved this. She gave herself up to the moment.

“I’ll pull a ruler out of my desk drawer and Justin and I will take turns spanking you. I want to see that sexy ass of yours blush as prettily as your cheeks are right now.”

Justin pressed his finger deeper, realizing Ned’s fantasy wasn’t just working against Bella. His cock was so stiff it hurt. The tight clench of her pussy didn’t help. She felt like heaven.

Ned added more fuel to the fire building in her body. “Once we’ve finished punishing you, we’ll take turns fucking you from behind. You’re going to spend hours with our cocks inside you from now on, beauty.”

*****

For more information or to purchase, click here.
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BDSM Checklist, Book One
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Do you know your A, B, Cs?




The overseers of LA’s most exclusive BDSM club have a sexy new game that all members must play, and experienced sub Anna has no choice but to participate, despite the fact that she is only months away from being bonded.




Master Jensen knows who, and what, he wants—Anna—but when he’s assigned the first letter of the alphabet he must prove to himself, and the lovely submissive, that he’s willing to push them both to their limits, and maybe beyond.

When Anna and Jensen are forced to face the depth of their desires, and the painful origins of their relationship, they’ll learn that the worst pain comes not from a whip, but from the heart.




“A darkly sensual look into the BDSM lifestyle that melted my e-reader and my heart. I’m thankful there are twenty-five more letters in the alphabet.”

—New York Times bestselling author, Jayne Rylon

For more information or to purchase, click here.

*****


“My friends and companions in debauchery.” There was a hint of amusement in Master Mikel’s voice. “Prepare yourselves.” He pulled off the cloth.

Four neat rows of silver letters were revealed—the alphabet, A to Z. Anna looked from the board to the overseers and back. She didn’t understand.

“When you joined us you completed a sex, kink and fetish checklist. Some of you have updated it as your tastes evolved, others have only one on file.” Master Mikel dropped the drape to the floor.

“Of all the hundreds of delicious sexual things on that list, many of you have only tried a few,” Mistress Faith scolded. “We will no longer allow that.”

Anna swallowed. What did that mean?

“Each of you has been assigned to a letter, and with it, every kink and fetish in that part of the alphabet.”

Now even the subs were shifting nervously. Anna couldn’t remember much about the checklist except that reading it had made her crave a Dom’s touch.

“You have one month to try your letter’s items.”

“Wait a minute, you can’t expect us—” A Dom in the hayloft started to protest, but it was cut short when Master Leo held up a hand.

“We’ve also become complacent in our playmates. Those subs who are bound to a Master will be assigned to their Master’s letter. Those of you who aren’t formally bound or whose file says that you are willing to share or be shared, may be partnered with someone new. Possibly more than one someone.”

Anna’s stomach twisted. She was tempted to look around and find the tall, strong form of Master Jensen, but she obediently kept her gaze on the overseers.

“Not every pair or group will be able to complete all items under their letter.” Master Mikel started wandering between the subs, touching heads and shoulders as he passed. “Masters will be limited by the sub’s checklist. The game does not give anyone the right to override a sub’s limits. You may not do anything the sub has not indicated a desire or willingness to try.”

He picked up a lock of Anna’s hair and let it slither between his fingers as he passed. She shivered as he walked away. His footsteps stopped and he let out a little laugh. “Don’t worry, most of these pretty little things were quite liberal with their limits.”

“Masters! Come pick up your envelopes.” Master Leo motioned and Gabriela, a pretty Hispanic sub, rose and disappeared into the tack room. She returned holding a box, the tops of the envelopes within scraping against the bottoms of her naked breasts. “Each of you will receive your letter, the names of your assigned partner or partners, the list of associated activities, kinks and tools, and your partner’s checklist. Those of you who have reserved space in the mansion for this weekend are expected to begin your checklist activities tonight. The rest of you should begin planning and make reservations.”

*****

And if you think A is for… is sexy, get ready for B is for…


B is for… by L. Dubois
BDSM Checklist, Book Two
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There’s a new game at LA’s most exclusive BDSM club, and everyone has to play.




Mae never imagined she’d be assigned to the most dangerous letter of alphabet… or paired with the most sinister Dominant in the club. The BDSM Checklist game doesn’t scare Xavier, but he prefers leather and steel, and the submissive he's partnered with thinks silk ribbon is bondage equipment.




Pushed to her limits both physically and emotionally, Mae is shock to discover how much she enjoys Xavier's touch. But in the end it isn't just Mae who will be affected by the unexpected chemistry between two seeming opposites. Xavier will have to decide if he's willing to trust the lovely sub with the truth about himself, as he proves to her that there’s a darkness in her—a darkness that just might match his own.




For more information or to purchase, click here.


Dungeon Games by Lexi Blake
A Masters and Mercenaries Novella
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Obsessed

Derek Brighton has become one of Dallas’s finest detectives through a combination of discipline and obsession. Once he has a target in his sights, nothing can stop him. When he isn’t solving homicides, he applies the same intensity to his playtime at Sanctum, a secretive BDSM club. Unfortunately, no amount of beautiful submissives can fill the hole that one woman left in his heart.

Unhinged

Karina Mills has a reputation for being reckless, and her clients appreciate her results. As a private investigator, she pursues her cases with nothing holding her back. In her personal life, Karina yearns for something different. Playing at Sanctum has been a safe way to find peace, but the one Dom who could truly master her heart is out of reach.

Enflamed

On the hunt for a killer, Derek enters a shadowy underworld only to find the woman he aches for is working the same case. Karina is searching for a missing girl and won’t stop until she finds her. To get close to their prime suspect, they need to pose as a couple. But as their operation goes under the covers, unlikely partners become passionate lovers while the killer prepares to strike.




For more information or to purchase, click here.

*****

“I’m going to open the door now.” She couldn’t just sit there when he obviously needed affection.

She heard him shuffling, moving even as she opened the door. And then he was there, his muscular body seeming to shrink in on itself.

“You can’t be around me when I’m like that, Karina. I could have hurt you.”

She followed her instincts now and walked right up to him. He didn’t move as she folded her arms around him, tucking her head under his chin. “I wasn’t going to let you hurt me, Derek. I had a plan.”

It took him a couple of seconds, but his arms wrapped around her, squeezing her tight. His big palm came over her head in a protective gesture that warmed her. “What was your plan?”

It felt so good to be in his arms. The man knew how to hug. He enveloped her, surrounded her. She couldn’t help but cuddle closer. “I kissed you because I figured the dream was from your Army days. I’d tried to talk you awake, but I figured you probably hadn’t kissed your Army buddy a whole lot.”

He chuckled and she felt it all along her spine. “No. I hadn’t even kissed Jones once. It was effective. You stayed calm, didn’t you? I didn’t really worry you at all.”

She would bet he’d freaked the hell out of other women. “It takes a lot to panic me, Brighton. I know you don’t like it, but I can handle myself. And I can handle you. You weren’t going to hurt me.”

“I almost killed Maia once. I thought I was trying to keep Jones quiet, but she was smaller than him. I covered her nose, too. She couldn’t breathe. She hit me, but I didn’t wake up. She finally managed to pick up a glass on the nightstand and broke it over my thick skull.”

So he had his reasons to be worried. “I’m not Maia. I’m bigger and stronger than she is. I bet she hasn’t had the same self-defense training I’ve had.”

His hands began to stroke her. One flowed over her hair, the other down her back. “Yeah, she wouldn’t have thought to kiss me. Do you think you might want to kiss me in some situation other than trying to save your own life?”

Such a drama queen. She lifted her head and found him staring down at her. Heart-stoppingly sexy. That’s what he was. With his sleepy eyes and that sexy beard of his, she couldn’t quite look away from him. And his lips. Oh, they were plump and sensual and she wondered what it would feel like to have those lips on her body, worshiping her skin, kissing and licking and sucking.

She had a choice. She could step back and go to her widow’s bed or she could make one small move and the night wouldn’t be spent alone. She would spend it in his arms and she would finally know what it felt like to be Derek Brighton’s woman—even if only for a little while.

With a shaky breath, she went on her toes and pressed her lips to his.

*****

Derek’s whole body reacted to her. His heart pounded, his skin tingled. Every available ounce of blood seemed to flow right to his dick. She was saying yes. She was offering herself, and he wasn’t about to turn her down.

The need to burn off the dream was riding him hard. When he’d finally woken up and found Karina’s body trapped under his, he’d damn near lost it. He could have hurt her, could have killed her. It was precisely why he didn’t sleep with women. He fucked and pleasured and found his comfort in their bodies, but he went to his own bed so he couldn’t hurt them.

Except Karina really did seem to have handled him.

He gave her a minute, allowed her to explore. Her mouth was oddly tentative for an experienced woman, but then Karina seemed to be a study in contradictions. She was on her toes, her hands moving from around his chest to his jawline where she brushed against his beard, her light touches making him shiver slightly.

He didn’t shiver. He didn’t get this weird tightness in his stomach. He fucked. He brought pleasure. He didn’t get worried or nervous.

But he was kind of both because he wanted her so fucking bad, he couldn’t see straight.

From the moment he’d woken up and found her underneath him, his cock had jumped and pleaded and twitched in his pants. His brain might know that she wasn’t his type but his cock had entirely different ideas about what was attractive.

She kissed him and he kept still, allowing her to explore, to be in charge for now because she wouldn’t be later. What was attractive? She was. God, he loved the fact that she’d been willing to take off his balls if she had to. He also kind of loved that she’d come up with a way to save his balls.

He could still remember Maia crying. She’d sobbed for hours after the incident. Not Karina. Karina had that crazy sexy smile on her face that let him know she hadn’t been bothered at all by his PTSD dreams. She’d handled it. She’d taken care of it and she hadn’t needed to nearly kill him to do it.

Karina wasn’t his forever sub, but damn he wanted her now.

She stopped, pulling slightly back. When she looked up at him, he nearly got to his knees.

She was fucking gorgeous. She bit her bottom lip, obviously nervous. “Do you want me to stop?”

He had zero plans to stop. He might never fucking stop. A dangerous thought played through his head. He didn’t have to stop. He could fuck Karina until he didn’t have an ounce of come in his body and then he’d just wait until he had more and he’d give that to her, too.

“Yes. I want you to stop.” Because it was far past time for him to take over.

Her face fell, the sweetest pink flushing through her. He loved her skin when she was embarrassed or emotional. She couldn’t hide from him. It all played out over that precious flesh of hers. “Okay.”

She started to take a step away, but he wouldn’t allow it. She might be able to handle him when he was asleep, but he was going to make it very plain that he was her Master when he was awake. He caught her, pulling her to his body, letting her feel every ounce of his will because it was all directed her way.

“I want you to stop because I’m the top, Karina.”

*****

For more information or to purchase, click here.


Hot Ride by Opal Carew




[image: Hot Ride cover]

Hot, hard, fast, and handles like a dream!

Oh yeah, and the bike’s not bad either

Hayley is looking for more excitement in her life, but doesn’t know how to find it.

Excitement finds Rip, a biker who’s seen more than his share of trouble.

When trouble finds Rip yet again and a bar brawl starts, both he and Hayley are thrown to the curb.

Hayley knows this is her chance to find the excitement she so craves, but Rip doesn’t want to be some good girl’s bad-boy experience, so he turns down her advances, leaving her feeling rejected.

But life is never that simple for Rip, and he soon finds himself in her bed and wanting more. When his three biker friends show up, Hayley’s love of numbers turns into an erotic adventure none of them will ever forget.

But is there a chance for more than that between Hayley and Rip? Find out by taking a Hot Ride you’ll never forget.




For more information or to purchase, click here.

*****

The young woman—Hayley—gazed at Rip, her eyes widened. Well, fuck, of course she’d be nervous about walking down a dark alley with the likes of him. If she were his sister, he wouldn’t want her taking a chance like that.

He took her hand and raised it to his mouth. The feel of her soft skin as he brushed his lips against it made him long to feel more of her. His groin tightened at the thought of kissing her, then exploring her round, beautiful breasts. The creamy swell of them exposed by her deep neckline had been teasing him all evening.

“I promise. I’ll get you to your hotel, safe and sound.”

She stared into his eyes, mesmerized, then she nodded.

He smiled and took her hand, then led her into the alley. A cat darted in front of them, startling her. She drew close to him, clutching his arm. The feel of her warm, soft body pressed to his side sent his hormones to alert status, but he ignored that and slipped his arm around her protectively, drawing her close. It didn’t help that he kept remembering when her gaze had dropped to his crotch with obvious interest after he’d told her about his name. He was glad she didn’t know that he actually got the name because his fellow bikers had caught him reading Ripley’s Believe It or Not one day.

She took another step, but then stopped. “There’s another problem.”

“What’s that?”

“Well, I’m basically barefoot, and I have no idea what might be on the ground ahead.”

“Right. I’m pretty sure I saw broken glass near where I parked the bike.”

“I could hobble along with my broken—Oh!”

He scooped her up into his arms and she slid her hands around his shoulders.

*****

Oh, God, Hayley felt so tiny and light in this big man’s arms. She could stay here all day, lulled in his embrace. As he walked, the gentle rocking of his body soothed her.

“We’re here.”

Her eyelids popped open. Had she really dozed off? The combination of white wine spritzers, a long flight in, and staying up way too late last night finishing up work, since she was taking an extra long weekend, was knocking her on her butt.

She glanced toward a big, powerful looking motorcycle parked close to the brick wall. It was black and intimidating, adorned with a blazing red and orange flame. It had shiny chrome wheels and a big, black leather seat.

“It’s nice,” she said as he carried her toward it.

“Nice?” He chuckled and set her on her feet beside it. “Maybe big. Dangerous. Powerful.” He grinned. “But nice?”

Oh, God, he was big and dangerous and powerful. Everything she dreamed of when she thought about her wildest fantasies coming true. And here he was, smiling down at her. She already missed his strong arms around her.

She gazed into his midnight blue eyes. “I like big, dangerous and powerful.” She stepped closer and flattened her hand on his hard, muscular chest. The feel of rock-solid, sculpted muscles under the thin fabric of his T-shirt set her heart thumping. “Like you.”

She dropped her shoes and purse, and slid her hands over his shoulders then stroked his raspy cheek. His eyes simmered with heat as she tipped up her face, then drew him toward her. His mouth brushed hers lightly, and she flicked her tongue against his lips and slid timidly inside. He growled and deepened the kiss, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her tighter to his hard body, then gliding his tongue deep into her mouth.

She melted against him, heat simmering through her. But then he drew back.

“This isn’t a good idea.”

She blinked at his words. He was rejecting her?

“Don’t you find me attractive?”

“It’s not that.”

Feeling bolder than she ever had, and determined not to let this opportunity slip away, she grasped his hand and drew it to her chest, then placed it over her aching breast. Her nipple hardened, pushing into his palm.

His dark eyes glowed like a blazing fire, glittering with sparks.

In a sudden movement, she felt herself pushed back against the building. Her breath caught as his big, solid body crushed her tight to the cold brick wall.

Oh, God, had she made a mistake? He was so big and intimidating, and right now, he looked determined and… almost feral. He pivoted his hips forward and she could feel a hard bulge against her stomach, proof that he was aroused by her. Anxiety spiked through her, and a little fear, but right alongside those feelings was a wild surge of excitement.

He grabbed her wrists and pushed them over her head, then held them tight, his striking midnight eyes locked on hers. She could feel the erratic pounding of her blood pumping through her veins.

She had never felt so alive.

God, she wanted him to take her. Right here. Right now.

*****
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