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Chapter One

The sunlight came through the shades they’d forgotten to lower the previous evening. To be fair, they’d been a little busy, as Diego was stripping his pants from him so he could eat Tommy’s ass for nearly an hour.
His hand was draped over Tommy’s chest, keeping him trapped there, where the sunlight could eat his brain.
“Wanna fuck?”
The voice was gravely, and it made Tommy laugh as he turned his head and saw Diego’s eyes were still firmly closed. “Are you dreaming?”
“Dreaming about fucking you, yeah.”
Tommy was yanked over quickly, and he started to laugh as Diego bit his neck and rubbed his course but soft beard on Tommy’s face. “Awake enough for you? Huh?”
There was nothing but good times with Diego, laughter, amazing sex, and he knew he was falling for him. There was only one problem. He was already in love.
“I want you so bad,” Diego whispered into his ear as he climbed over him, Tommy’s body warming with the rough voice and rougher hands, the sunlight forgotten as Diego lifted his beautiful, thick torso and blocked it. “Want you.”
He’d longed to hear those words all his life, and Diego used them often. He knew he should be content, happy even, that he had the most beautiful man who was there for him, cared about his needs and desires. And he did. Diego was everything he’d ever wanted. Everything, except he wasn’t Gary.
The man had gotten into his soul, camping there in his camo pants, his scraggly beard highlighted with bright silver haunting his dreams. Tommy had waited for love, and now there was too much, and he felt the guilt plaguing him as Diego pushed inside his ass.
“Fuck! Damn good, babe,” he whispered on Tommy’s lips, staying still to let him adjust. Not that it was needed, he’d been opened for hours the night before, but it was appreciated all the same. That was the thing about Diego. He would die if he thought he hurt Tommy. No one in his life had cared about him before the last year. It was still a foreign feeling for him, having friends and others that cared.
Diego was hung well, and filled Tommy nicely, starting easily, sliding in and out of his ass, kissing him deeply, and Diego kissed great. Not wet and hurried but seductive, enticing Tommy to a nice, slow burn.
He was new at sex, having hidden his sexuality for a long time. Having been in love with his best friend for years, that friend not only straight but abusive and angry as well, hadn’t given him leave to seek other sexual partners.
Diego’s mouth was artistic, crafting feelings and sounds, tastes that moved him. Yeah, he loved the guy. It was impossible not to. The thing he couldn’t wrap his head around was that he could be in love with two men at once. That confusion and guilt that he wasn’t giving enough of himself to one because the other overshadowed him.
Thoughts of Gary faded as Diego sped his thrusts, moving thoughts of anything else out of his mind. Emotions were pushed out of the way in favor of the sensations his physical being was experiencing.
That perfect cock inside him, stretching him, making feel full and satisfied, it was everything. Diego’s beard tickling his collarbone as his lips and teeth took over the flesh on his neck. Right there, a couple inches below his ear, Diego had found it fast, their first fuck, and Tommy had come, screaming his name.
Flipping onto his stomach, Tommy invited Diego to take him from behind, and in his fists, he gripped the pillow, muffling his grunts with it. Nails tenderly dragged down his back, lighting more nerve endings, and then a tight grasp onto his hip told Tommy it was about to become more intense.
It was so good, so very fucking good, he was spiraling toward climax, a whirlwind of base needs and desires being fulfilled, and he started to scream into that pillow, the slaps of skin on skin as Diego sped, blurring into one long keen of high pitched sound taking over the room.
“Come, Tommy, come with me!”
He loved when they orgasmed together, it was one of his favorite things in the world. It made him feel connected to someone, that them reaching that place together didn’t leave him alone in the world any longer.
Diego insisted on it, like he felt the same, though they never talked about it. They didn’t talk a lot about anything and not because Diego didn’t try. Tommy wasn’t in a place yet where he could trust…
When he came, his body tensing, he felt Diego’s hands gripping his hips painfully, and he went rigid as well. He was filled with cum again, and he liked the feeling, having that dripping from him after the cock had left him empty. With Diego, he so rarely felt empty.
He was turned to his back and Diego descended on him, kissing him as he chuckled. “That was fucking great, babe. You’re the best lover I’ve ever had.”
That shocked him so much he couldn’t move. “W-what?”
Falling to the side of him, Diego whispered, “It’s true. You don’t put on a show, you’re not fake. You’re also so beautiful when you’re enjoying yourself. You seem to get lost in it.”
Those icy green eyes, so light they were nearly white, but he wasn’t icy. Diego was warm and sweet. Things he never thought he deserved, let alone have. “Why do you like me? Besides the sex.”
“Like you?” He moved and sat on the edge of the bed, his back to Tommy. “Uh, this is one of those serious conversations you say you don’t like, Tom. Catching me off guard, here.”
It was true. Bandaging his heart for the second time in his life after Gary left, Tommy had sworn to himself he’d never get serious again. Diego wanted that, to be a couple, live together, have a life that they shared. It scared him, not to mention the fact he was nowhere near being over Gary.
“Sorry. I don’t know how to do this, Diego. I swear, I’m trying.”
That handsome face was turning, chin coming to rest on his own shoulder as those icy orbs landed on him. “I know you are. I see that, babe. I’m in no rush, and I promised I wouldn’t push.”
Tommy moved behind him, wrapping his legs around Diego’s waist. “You’re too good to me.”
“Yeah, so you’ve said. And like I’ve said, you should start to realize you are a good person, Tom. You’ve earned it, to have someone be good to you.”
“I’ve earned it. Why don’t I realize that?”
“Because you’ve been kicked around by life, and by men. I’m never gonna do that to you, Tommy.”
Tears came to his eyes that he refused to let fall. “You’re gonna be late.”
“So are you. Let’s go shower and head out.”
Tommy loosened his grip, letting Diego stand and move away from him. He fell back on the bed, wishing he knew how to be a boyfriend to a sweet man. With Gary, for the short time they’d been together, it had been easier. Gary was intense with sex and all things sensual, but when they weren’t fucking, he was overly casual.
Tommy thought many times that Gary’s eyes held things his voice wouldn’t disclose, but he was never sure. Couldn’t be. He’d never asked, either, which he regretted. There were many things he regretted about the relationship, but the relationship itself was never one of them.
After they showered together, barely touching, Diego dropped him off at Daniel’s house on his way to the office in town. Diego was part of the mafia family that Daniel ran with his father, Mike Montello. Since Diego had gone to college, earning multiple degrees in business and law, he was the consiglieri, or council of the family. Daniel had been running things recently, as Mike and his wife Mia, Diego’s cousin, had adopted a child. The little girl was their first together, and they couldn’t get enough of her. With them so busy, Daniel took over with his partner, Javier Duran.
Tommy had known Daniel for years, though they hadn’t become friends until very recently. Tommy had earned his place as Daniel’s personal bodyguard when he’d put himself on the line and taken bullets that were meant for Daniel. He’d luckily been wearing a bulletproof vest, but he’d shown that he was willing to die for the boss. That meant a lot to Mike and the family.
Tommy had found a little apartment north of town, which was where they had spent the night, instead of Diego’s beautifully restored Victorian on one of the older streets in town. Tommy loved the place, but since he’d spent his youth breaking into homes like it with his first love and abusive best friend, Lee, he didn’t feel all that comfortable in it.
His misery over the tense conversation of earlier must have shown on his face, because the moment he walked into the house that Daniel and Javi shared, Daniel commented, “You two get into a fight?”
Daniel was all for the relationship, liking Diego from the minute Mia introduced her cousin to Daniel. He wanted the best for Tommy, and hadn’t exactly approved of Gary, the former mercenary.
Javi, however, was on team Gary wholeheartedly. Javi and Gary were old friends and former fuck buddies. He saw in Gary what Tommy had seen, and few others got a glimpse of.
“Not exactly a fight, no.”
“Get over him already, then you and Diego can be happy.”
Daniel was younger than him, but wiser completely. He’d been through hell with Lee as well, being his baby brother and favorite punching bag. “Did I say the name? No! He’s gone anyway, Daniel. And thanks for the advice, asshole. Because it’s so easy to just get over someone.”
“I think I could do it.”
“You’re a bigger puppy when it comes to Javi than I ever was with Gary.”
He received a sheepish grin for that. “So?”
The house was where it had all begun for them, the change in their lives. Daniel had killed Lee when Lee tried to kill Javi, and Javi hadn’t wanted him to pay for it the rest of his life. He’d taken Daniel to a cabin west of town and they’d fallen hard for each other over the months there. Javi had also taken Tommy into his heart, but in a much different way. He was the first person to see that Tommy could be good at things and taught him to be a soldier.
The original wood in the arches that separated the rooms and the floors were beautiful, as were the plaster walls Javi had painted subtle shades of sand, sage, and turquoise. The furniture was casual, overstuffed and comfortable, and he took a seat on the couch across from Daniel, who was holding his new laptop.
“Okay, maybe I’m wrong about the guy, but I’m not wrong about Diego. If he left, then you could mope around. He’d be worth moping for.”
“If Javi took off on a job, would you just forget him?”
Daniel glared at him over the top of the computer and commented dryly, “If we’d had no real relationship in the first place and he left so easily, without talking to me about it, and with no thought of me, yeah, I probably would.”
Tommy laughed at him, knowing how much he loved Javi. Javi had been uncomfortable with their age difference of twenty years, and had tried to break it off with Daniel, but Daniel wouldn’t allow it. He’d placed himself squarely in Javi’s sights and refused to move.
“Sure, Daniel. Besides, I told you, it wasn’t about him.”
“Then what was it about?”
“Us. I am afraid to move forward, and he refuses to push me. Which is what I wanted, sure, but…I don’t know. I don’t know!”
“Are you sure this isn’t a rebound thing? After, you know, he-who-must-not-be-named?”
They’d made a pact never to say Lee’s name aloud, as it brought them both terrible memories. “Nah. How can you have a rebound if there never was anything to rebound from?”
The computer was set on the thick wooden coffee table and Tommy felt his body stiffen as he readied for the lecture.
“I get it. I love the same things about Javi that you feel for Gary. He’s got that dangerous, sexy thing going. That killer tough thing. You guys had a great time together, but you made the mistake of falling for him. Javi said that Gary wasn’t a tied down kinda guy.”
He couldn’t help but smirk at that, thinking of the kinky things they’d done. “No, he’s more of the tying someone else down.”
Daniel made retching sounds then laughed. “Didn’t need to know that.”
“Sorry.”
“Is that it? The sex? Doesn’t Diego do it for you?”
Sitting forward, he defended, “Diego is amazing in bed. I mean, like oh my fucking god kinda amazing. So was Gary, sure, but in totally different ways. Gary was all heat and intensity and with Diego, there’s plenty of heat but it’s in more of a loving and caring way.”
Leaving his own chair and joining Tommy on the couch, Daniel slung an arm around Tommy’s shoulders. “I get it. Javi does both, and I have tried to think of which I liked better. I can’t decide.”
“I do love Diego, Daniel. I really do. I can’t tell him that. I don’t know why, I guess because it’ll open all those doors he’s been waiting for. Moving in together would be next, and all that goes with that.”
“And as soon as you walk through all those doors with him, other doors would close on ever being with Gary. Damn. I think I finally kinda understand.”
He was more miserable instead of less, unlike other times he and his best friend would talk things through. “I don’t know what to do. If I saw him again, maybe…”
“Whatever you decide, just be careful. I don’t want to see Diego hurt, you know? I like him a lot, but you are who I care about more. Besides Javi, you are the person I love most in the world.”
“Ditto. God, Daniel, I’m fucked up. I’m fucked up to even think about Gary anymore with Diego right here, loving me. I know he does, and I won’t let him say it.”
“Well, figure it out soon. He’ll only wait so long no matter what he says.”
Turns out, things happened that pushed the boundaries of Tommy and Diego alike. A week after their conversation, Daniel called Tommy in the middle of the night, calming his hammering heart right away by saying, “It’s not me, I’m fine. I don’t want to even tell you this, but Javi needs you over here. He’s sick with worry about Gary and I think you might be the only one to help him out.”
“What’s wrong with him? Did he get hurt?”
“No! He’s not hurt, but he could get that way, I guess. Come over as soon as you can. Javi says Gary is about to get himself in a lot of trouble. If you love him like you say, you can maybe stop him.”
Tommy set his phone down and scrambled out of bed, grabbing the jeans he’d stripped off only an hour earlier. Diego sat up, sleepiness making his voice thick. “What’s going on? Is something wrong with Javi or Daniel?”
He could lie, but he didn’t want to lie to Diego. “It’s…it’s Gary. Javi says he’s in trouble and I may be able to help.”
Diego knew about Gary, about their fleeting relationship that had lasted only a month. He also knew that Gary was the reason Tommy had been reluctant to give his heart again. Tommy expected jealousy, fighting, at least a nasty comment, so he was surprised when Diego got up and started dressing as well.
“What are you doing? Are you leaving me?”
“I’m going with you. If there’s trouble, and Javi wants you involved, I should know about it. Besides, you’re…you’re my boyfriend, like the title or not.”
Unable to keep the smile from blooming, Tommy went to Diego and kissed him with a loud smack. “I know this sucks for you.”
“It does.” Diego’s eyes searched over his face as he finished, “You’re worth it, though. Maybe one day you’ll know that.”
“I doubt it, but with you looking at me like this…it helps.”
“Good. Now, let’s see what we can do for the other guy you can’t get off your mind.”
That struck him in the heart, but he couldn’t deny he wanted to be at Javi’s right then and there to find out what he could do for Gary. Diego meant everything to him, but he was right. Until he had some kind of closure with Gary, he may never be able to fully commit his heart to Diego.




Chapter Two

Javi and Daniel were in the living room, but only Daniel was seated. He watched Javi pacing as he explained what was going on to Diego and Tommy.
A beautiful man, Javi was, with his dark Latino good looks and thin but firm build. Tommy had had a small crush on him for about a minute before he figured out that Javi was totally devoted to Daniel. Still, he could barely take his eyes from his partner if he was near.
“Okay, you know I would never ask, Tommy, and Diego, man, this is not something I would ever do to you, but I don’t know anyone else that could talk him out of what he’s doing.”
“What’s he doing that’s so bad, Javi?”
Javi stopped his back and forth for a moment to look Tommy in the eye and answer his question. “He’s putting himself in danger, and not just physical danger.”
Continuing, Daniel spoke up, “He’s being more cryptic than he needs to be. What he means is, he’s hurting, and he is going back to work for his and Javi’s old colonel, Crowley. The guy is bad news and the biggest reason Javi stopped being a mercenary in the first place. Absolutely no heart or conscience, so he takes the worst of the worst jobs, killing kids, women, civilians, anything the lowlife people he deals with can give him. Gary was torn up after a couple jobs the guy took, so he quit him too, but now…”
“What hurt him so bad?”
Javi finally stopped and sat on the arm of Daniel’s chair, absently running his fingers through his partner’s hair. “His mom just died. They were tight, like really tight. She was what made him join the mercs in the first place. She had breast cancer years ago, no insurance, no money to speak of. He saw a chance to help her and he did. The cancer came back and she didn’t tell him. She didn’t want him doing anything stupid for her again. He’s going off the deep end and I can’t get through to him.”
Tommy’s head fell and he stared at the floor between his shoes. “If you can’t, I sure as hell don’t have a shot.”
“Tommy, come on, man. He felt more for you than I’ve ever seen him feel for anyone. We were friends, and sure, we messed around, but you? It was different.”
Head coming back up, he accused, “You knew that, but you still can’t tell me why he took off?”
Looking rightfully guilty, Javi confessed, “I know, but it sounds lame as fuck. He was into you more than he planned, and it scared the supposedly brave soldier, so he ran. You know that too, Tommy.”
Diego shifted beside him and again, he was drowning in guilt. “I was scared too, but I didn’t run.”
“I’m sorry, Tommy, I should have never called you. Diego, man, I am really sorry.”
“No, don’t be,” Diego chided. “If he needs Tommy, then Tommy will go help him. I’m sure he won’t like me much, but I don’t really care.”
Tommy’s head moved like it weighed three tons as he looked up to Diego. “What?”
Those eyes fell on him and held him there, so determined Diego was. “If you think I’m letting you go chase your old boyfriend without me, you’re nuts.”
The discomfort was incredible but what won out in his emotions was the sudden burst of gratitude. “Diego, I don’t…”
“Shh. We’ll talk about it on the way.” To Javi, he asked, “Where are we headed?”
“Mexico. They’re in with some fucking cartel, and I have no idea what they’re doing with Crowley, but whatever it is, it can’t be good.”
With his limbs going cold, all that came into his mind was the intense training Javi had given him for those two months in the mountains. Again, all he could hope was that he knew enough not to get himself or the men he loved killed. “What should we do? Bring?”
“Bring nothing. I’ll have some people meet you down there with whatever you might need. If you need anything at all. I know Crowley might give you some trouble, but Gary will know how to deal with it. What you need to do is get to him, talk to him.”
“I don’t even know what I would say, Javi. I mean…like Daniel loves to remind me, we weren’t exactly in some epic romance.”
“Maybe not by other people’s standards,” Javi began, glancing guiltily at Diego. “But for him, it was as epic as anything in his life.”
Diego rose and asked Daniel, “Will you need me for anything? I’ll let Roman know he’ll have to step in for me, but if you need me personally, I’ll have my phone.”
“We’ll be fine here. Thanks. Tommy, don’t do anything stupid,” Daniel warned.
Tommy knew what he was saying. Don’t go there, see Gary and dump Diego. That would break his heart as much as losing Gary had. “I won’t, Daniel.”
Diego drove him home to pack, dropping him in the driveway, but not before confessing to Tommy, “I’m not thrilled about this, Tommy. I do know it’s probably exactly what you need, though. What we need. If…if you want him and not me, I’ll let you go, but that doesn’t mean it’s not going to hurt me. A lot.”
“It would hurt me as much, Diego. Maybe it is what I’ve needed.” He leaned over the centerpiece and kissed Diego’s bottom lip. “I love you. I’ve known it for a long time, but I was afraid. You knew that.”
“You love him too, Tommy. That’s the thing. Can you choose, if he wants you back?”
“Yeah. I already have. That’s why I told you I love you. I choose you, Diego.”
His eyes were filled with fear and sadness as he said, “We’re about to find out, now, aren’t we?”
Stuffing his clothes into his duffle, his mind was a whir of thoughts, and none of them were stopping to hang around long before another busting in. He sat hard on the bed, wanting to scream. It was stupid, the way he’d confessed his feelings. Bad timing, wrong timing, looking desperate, he was sure.
On the one hand, the sweetest, most devoted man in the world was there, in his hands. He was good, unwilling to advise Daniel and Mike in ways that would get anyone hurt in any way, begging them to make the family more legitimate. He shouldn’t be in a mafia family, he should have been a priest or some do-gooder working for charities.
Tommy half expected him to sprout wings and a halo, he was so good, and Tommy loved that about him. Loved every good impulse he had.
Then there was Gary. A whole other man, on the bottom rung on the ladder of good versus evil. He was carefree, unconcerned with the world except for those few people in it he loved. He wanted fun and money and to kill the bad guys in painful ways. Bloodlust, sexual lust, and pride, all reeked from him. And Tommy wanted him as badly as Diego. It made no sense.
Caught in it, in the center of the two, Tommy’s stomach began to ache with the confusion and turmoil loving two men brought him. It was agonizing, and yet…and yet it wasn’t all bad. For so long he thought he’d never have one man in his life, and now, he had two.
****
Ten months earlier
Recovering from the bone bruising beating he’d taken by the bullets that had slammed into his Kevlar, he was lying in Javi’s guestroom, a little high from the Percocet he’d been given by the Montello family doctor, when Gary walked through the door.
Gary McIntyre, biggest man he’d ever known in person, something like six foot four inches, Daniel may have said, He couldn’t remember, not with the Percocet making him fly. He was handsome as hell, but in a rugged, worn from experiencing life sort of way. Gray through his scraggly beard, thick hair always a mess, and his chest hair flattening out what Tommy knew was a muscled chest under the thin shirts he wore.
His blue eyes always seemed to dance with a private joke, but yet, they were old. Not wrinkled or faded, but centuries old, having seen so much of the bad the world could dole out.
“How’re you doin'?”
Tommy’s mouth was dry from the pills, but suddenly, it was full of saliva as he pictured Gary without clothes. He knew the man was a god under that camo he loved to wear.
“I’m…I’m okay. Little sore, but I’ll live.”
“Ice and arnica cream. It’ll do wonders.”
He’d take that to heart, if the pills would let him remember it. “Thanks.”
Gary sat on the edge of the bed, and though the movement hurt him some, he wished Gary would just lay over him, touching him…
“After you feel better, you wanna hang out sometime?”
Was he asking Tommy on a date? Tommy had never been on a date in his life. “Uh…I don’t…I mean, yeah, sure.”
Gary’s airy chuckle was like an aphrodisiac. “Are you sure?”
“Yes. I’m sure. I’m a little woozy from the meds they gave me. Don’t think I’m always this dumb. Not that I’m smart, but…well, you know.”
“Don’t put yourself down, Tommy. I think you’re smart. I also think you’re fucking sexy.”
He was spinning, and he knew that time it definitely wasn’t from the pills. “I’ve never felt that way until this minute.” Okay, true confessions of the stoned-as-a-mother-fucker club, that was him.
“Well, glad I could help. If you’re feeling better Friday, you want to show me around your town? Hit a bar or two, then your place?”
“I don’t exactly have a place yet. I’ve been staying here with Daniel and Javi. With me being his new bodyguard, it worked out, but Javi said I don’t have to, not nights when he’s with Daniel.” Okay, so he was rambling. He’d worry about being embarrassed later.
“Okay, then, I can get us a room for the night. I’ve been invited to stay here too, while I’m in town.”
“You’re not staying here long?”
Gary lay a hand on his chest and the touch nearly burned him. “I might stay longer if I have something to stay for.”
He left after dropping that damn line and Tommy could feel the smile making his cheeks ache, it was so wide. Daniel saw it, after coming in as soon as Gary left. “Oh fuck, you have the same stupid grin he does.”
“Hey!”
Daniel’s laugh was more of a giggle as he teased, “So you and Gary? That’s hot. He’s hot, but you know, he’s like a really intense guy.”
“And Javi’s not?”
“He is, but I don’t know. Be careful, okay? Javi tried to warn me about himself since we met, and even he says that Gary is crazier and more dangerous.”
Tommy liked that, though he didn’t know why. “I didn’t say I wanted to marry him, Daniel. Not everyone falls in love in an hour like you did with Javi.”
Trying to think of a way to defend himself, Daniel grew quiet for a moment, then admitted, “Okay, yeah, so it didn’t take me long. Still, be careful. You didn’t live through getting shot point blank in the chest a hundred times so you could be broken in some other way.”
“Yeah, okay, I’ll be careful.”
The date on Friday started almost normally, the two of them going to a bar and taking a corner table, then Gary cracking him up with the lighter tales of his life as a mercenary. The stories were filled with the sights and especially the smells of living in tents or motels with a bunch of beefed out men and their bathroom and eating habits.
When he came to the stories of having to watch and hear them fucking women, and how Gary grossed them out by fucking men in the same rooms, Tommy’s side was hurting from his adventures.
They didn’t want to drive, as they’d both been drinking, so Gary called an Uber and they went to a motel nearby. They barely got in the door before Gary had his hand down Tommy’s pants, and he was giving Tommy’s dick a tight squeeze, making him hot as much as it hurt.
“You’re a tough fucker, huh, Tommy? Mmm, wanna fuck you so hard you’ll think those gunshots were sweet kisses.”
He was dizzy from the lust that was coursing through him and sweat started pouring down his back. “That’s what I want, yeah. Fuck me good.”
His dirty talk needed work, sure, but he didn’t care at that moment. All he cared about was feeling like a piece of clay in the big man’s hands, being kneaded, manhandled. He was tossed on the bed like he weighed nothing at all after Gary picked him up and kissed him squarely, and as soon as he was on the bed, Gary was yanking his pants off him.
“You clean? On pRep? I don’t mind wearing a condom, but for some reason, I’m dying to paint your insides.”
Fuck! With only words, the guy was going to make him come! “I’m clean and on pRep.”
“Me too.”
He was stripping his clothes off himself and doing it much slower than he was taking Tommy’s clothes from him. Like he was giving Tommy the best striptease ever. His chest was indeed furred nicely, thick dark hair that had the occasional gray breaking the monotony.
He was muscled, god, was he muscled, chest barreled and hard as two boulders. His gut was ripped, eight pack with a lighter cover of fur. His legs were thick, and from behind the black briefs, the only things he wore by the end of the striptease, there was a line of thick cock there, and a wet spot from his precum.
“My face is up here, boy.”
Tommy’s eyes slid over the rest of him on the way to his face and he grinned. “Sorry, but you can’t expect me not to look at that. Are you gonna take those off?”
“Uh, yeah, but not yet. I think I’ll make you beg to see it now.”
He felt his jaw drop, thought for a second he could close his own body enough to close his mouth, but he found he couldn’t, after all.
“Yeah, just how I like my boys, with their mouths open.”
Tommy groaned without knowing it was coming, making Gary chuckle in the most sadistic way. “You ever been fucked right, Tommy? Fucked like a man was trying to split you apart?”
Like he could talk? He couldn’t form words to answer him. So, without verbal skills, he shook his head in a jerk and Gary rewarded him by sliding his briefs down his hips.
Out popped the biggest and most beautiful dick Tommy had ever seen. The tip glistened as his precum pearled there, and the staff was purple with the blood it held. Nice thick veins ran over it, just under the silky flesh. Yeah, Tommy wanted to taste it, to feel it, and he knew right then and there, he’d do anything to experience both.
As the briefs fell to the floor, Gary stepped from them, then crawled onto the bed and over Tommy, smashing his mouth against Tommy’s, tongue pushing through his shaking lips.
His hands were thrown over his head and Gary ordered him to keep them there. He couldn’t have moved them if he tried. Gary climbed off the bed and got into his abandoned pants to retrieve a row of condoms and another row of sample lube packs.
Tommy stared at them, six condoms, Gary’s big dick in his ass six times…
“I’m always prepared, boy. Are you?”
No, he definitely wasn’t prepared, but he was willing and able.
“Cat got your tongue?”
Finally, Tommy squeaked out, “You’re freaking me out a little. That’s all.”
Gary calmed some and threw the condoms and lube on the bed then climbed back over Tommy. “I won’t hurt you unless it’s okay, and even then, it’s only to make the sex hotter. Tell me now if you’re not into this. I’ve gotten real used to fucking like this, but it’s not all I am.”
The thought of stopping any of it terrified Tommy. He was dying to feel all Gary had to give him. “I’m into it. I’m so fucking into it.”
“Thought so. That big dick of yours couldn’t get any harder.”
That made him looked down at his own precum-dripping cock. “Big?”
“You didn’t know you were big? My expert eye measures at least nine and a half inches and decent girth, too. You ever topped? Not that I am some bottom, I’m usually not, but with that cock of yours, damn, it’s tempting.”
No, he’d never topped. He’d barely bottomed much. “I’d fuck you, but you couldn’t expect me to be good at it.”
“Ah, a teaching subject. I like that. Sweet, shy boy you are now, but something tells me I could watch you turn fast into a raging lion in the sack.”
Only on some porn he’d watched had he ever heard such dirty talk, and he’d loved it then. Having it said to him, having Gary spitting out nasty things was making him crazy.
“I want you so bad, Gary. Is that all right?”
Instead of answering him in words, Gary leaned in to kiss him tenderly then whisper, “That’s more okay than you can guess, Tommy. I can’t tell you how all right that is.”
It was then that he figured he would owe Daniel the apology. No, it wasn’t an hour that it took for him to fall for Gary, but three wasn’t much better.
Gary moved Tommy to his side and spooned behind him, but he wasn’t planning on cuddling. No. He tore open one of the packs of lube and started fingering Tommy’s ass. It wasn’t what Tommy had pictured, not from porn or from his imagination. Gary’s finger didn’t just slide in and out of his hole. He hooked a finger to tap his prostate first thing, getting him revved up for the amazing stretching he got.
The one finger was quickly joined by another, and he spread them, jammed them deep then came out and circled around the ring of muscle before slamming them back inside him. All the while his fingers worked Tommy’s ass, Gary was biting on the flesh of his back and shoulders, sucking marks on his neck and jaw.
His scraggly beard was giving him whisker burn, but he loved the feel of it, the sensation of the little bit of pain making how great his ass felt contrast enough to blow his mind. The teeth sinking into his muscle, that did the same, making him yelp, and the sound turned into a low, long groan as his focus left the ache of the bite to zero in on the way his prostate was being tapped.
“You want it now?”
Feeling bolder than he thought he could, he grunted, “Suck you. I want to suck you first.”
Gary laughed in his ear, but it wasn’t loud, it was whispered and rough. “I like your style, baby boy. Damn, you are the sexiest thing. I could get used to this.”
The words hit him in the chest, and he refused to let himself take them too seriously. Things said in the heat of sex were rarely true. “I hope I can do you justice.”
“Get that mouth on my cock.”




Chapter Three

Present Day
Passing from the city to the plains, Tommy’s mind wasn’t on the plane Daniel had arranged for them, or the flight, or the man driving the black Mercedes. It was on the man they were heading towards.
The memories were thick. Oh, Tommy had had that schoolboy crush on his best friend all those years, but his first real love was Gary and he couldn’t deny that. A hawk dove in the field next to the highway for his prey. That was what he’d felt like that first time, like prey that was about to be devoured by a lion.
****
Ten months earlier
Tommy’s heart was pounding as he was pushed away from Gary after sucking his cock for everything he was worth. With the taste of his precum still on Tommy’s tongue, he gazed up, dizzy, waiting to see what the big man had in store for him next.
He didn’t have to wait long.
“Hands and knees. I want to see what I’ll be fucking.”
By pure willpower, he kept his jaw from dropping again and showing how inexperienced he truly was. Keeping himself from shaking as he moved was harder, but he managed that too, and got on his hands and knees on the bed, then immediately felt his ass cheeks being spread. Then he heard and felt Gary spit right on his hole, a thumb rubbing the spit around the ring and then pushing through. The other thumb slid in next to the other and then they separated, giving him a nice burn that made him holler.
“Take it, boy. Take it,” he laughed as he split them again and then jammed them both in at once. Another spit and then fingers replaced the thumbs, Tommy’s head dropping between his shoulders.
“Fuck! Fuck that hurts and feels good, too. What the hell?”
“It’s called being thoroughly fucked, Tommy boy.”
Once the fingers were gone, Tommy panted while he felt Gary moving behind him, but he didn’t become impatient, worried what Gary would do if he thought Tommy was getting pushy. He’d likely get a fist up his ass to the elbow.
The head of Gary’s cock was cold and shocked him, making him move forward, but Gary pulled him back roughly. “Come on, now, boy. I haven’t put it in yet.”
“It was cold,” Tommy explained in a laugh. “I’m not running.”
“Good boy.”
As he started to push in, however, that was when Tommy regretted his words. He could run far and fast from the girth of that thing spearing him, making his hole burn as if he was getting a red-hot metal pipe inserted inside him, but remarkably, that burn turned him on and he dropped to his elbows, raising his ass higher.
“Ha, atta boy, Tommy.”
He was taken roughly, but it wasn’t one sided, Gary out for his own pleasure alone. He brought Tommy up flush against his chest and ran a callused hand down his body until he wrapped his fingers around his dick, jerking him for a minute or two before pushing him back over and fucking him some more. Each time he did that, he got faster, pounding him like a ragdoll.
Tommy had never been so…to use Gary’s words, thoroughly fucked before. Not that he’d been fucked much at all, but the way Gary was taking over his body, it was taking him so completely out of his head, letting him do nothing except feel, that he rode away on the tidal wave it was.
The grunts and words of derision were possibly the best parts of the whole thing. He was called a boy several times, told he couldn’t take more, he couldn’t take Gary’s big cock, but he did. He took it all, every thrust, every slap to his ass, and begged for more.
He screeched out when he came all over Gary’s hand the last time he was brought back against Gary’s chest. The tears that ran down his face were from elation and the overwhelming sexual completion he’d received, but it wasn’t over. Not yet.
Gary pushed him down and flipped him to his back, spreading Tommy’s legs for him and staring down with a cocky smile playing on his swollen lips. “You came but you’re still hard. I love young guys, man.”
“Has nothing to….” He couldn’t get out a sentence out without taking a breath. “do with age. It’s your magic dick.”
“Magic? I like that. Gary the wizard with the magic cock. That’s me.”
They kissed as Gary’s hips did all the work fucking Tommy more, getting him aroused all over again, and when he came the second time, it wasn’t long before Gary stiffened over him, his teeth sinking into Tommy’s shoulder muscle as Tommy’s insides were painted with Gary’s thick cum.
Like he was drunk, he couldn’t think or speak right for an hour after it was over, and Gary kissed him and sucked his nipples like he was some nursing baby.
“That was fucking great, Tommy.” Gary rested his chin on Tommy’s chest, and his eyes were soft for the first time since Tommy had met him. “Like really great. Sorry if I got carried away, but your body is like, made for this. You’ve never played rough before, have you?”
“No. But I loved it. It was so good.”
“I think I just found my reason to stick around a while.”
****
Present Day
On the small jet, Tommy watched the clouds out of the windows after they were at altitude and his stomach didn’t feel like it was being left two miles behind them.
“I know you’re thinking about him,” Diego whispered from beside him.
“I can’t help it. We’re going to get him. If you’ve got a problem with that, I don’t know what to say, Diego.”
“Did you mean it?”
That broke his thoughts and he turned his head to his boyfriend. “What?”
“That you love me? I mean, I think you did, but…”
Tommy knew he was being an ass, but he was conflicted and confused. His feelings were a jumble in him. “I meant it. You knew I felt that way a long time ago.”
“And yet you haven’t wanted to say it before now, to progress in our relationship, or even talk about where we might be headed. You rarely stay at my house, and I don’t keep anything at your place for fear it’ll be in a box next time I see you. And don’t be mistaken, Tommy, I know why. It’s him. It’s your fear of me taking off like he did, it’s fear that he’ll come back, and you’ll have to do more than tell me it’s over so you can be with him.”
He wanted to argue, but it had started exactly that way. “Not anymore, Diego. The thing is, you two are like night and day. Light and dark, good and evil. If you were similar, it might be easier, but you’re not. I love you for totally different reasons than him.”
“I don’t want to make this hard on you, Tommy. I know I’m a good guy to you, babe, and that’s because I do fucking love you. That doesn’t mean I won’t fight for you, or if I think it’s a lost cause, I’ll be gone.”
“I know that.” He took Diego’s hand, his heart breaking at the thought of losing him, ever.
The tears came then and he didn’t stop them, but he turned his face to hide them from Diego. What he hadn’t counted on was Diego seeing his face reflected in the window.
Diego gripped his chin and turned his face, his eyes squinted with concern. “Tommy, baby, I don’t want to lose you either. Believe me. But you have to decide. Once we get there, if he wants you, you’ll have to decide.”
Not for the first time in his life he wanted to scream why. This why was different, however, than any before. This was wasn’t why was he born so poor to shitty parents who’d rather drink than be there for him. This wasn’t the why he’d wonder while Lee was fucking some girl when he could have had Tommy’s undying devotion. This wasn’t the whys he’d cried all his life for the crap it had handed him.
This was why did he have to choose? Why couldn’t he have both of them?
Stupid, of course. They weren’t the sharing kind of men. If he were to date them both, neither would be okay with it. In their own ways, they were the claiming a guy for themselves kinda men.
He was pulled over to lay his head on Diego’s chest, the subtle murmur of the plane’s engines lulling him to dozing. In reality, it wasn’t the near-silent rumble, it was him wanting to sleep his sorrow away. If he were into drinking, he’d have drowned them in a fifth of whiskey, like his mother had. Being he didn’t much like more than a few beers now and then, that wasn’t an option.
He woke when they started to descend at a private airstrip near San Luis de la Paz, Mexico. Diego’s hand was in his and the closer the got to the ground, the more he squeezed. It was a plea from Diego. Pick him.
As Tommy gazed in his light eyes, he wanted that, too. He wanted to pick Diego, go back to Colorado and move in with him, start a life together. It would be so good, so normal. He knew Diego didn’t understand the pull to Gary, but he didn’t, either.
There was a car waiting for them, the balding, brutish driver got out to shake hands with Diego then Tommy and told them, “Mr. Montello called with instructions. I’m to take you to the Casa de Lenore, where Colonel Crowley is headquartered. Word is, his right hand, your Gary McIntyre, is with him there.”
Gary McIntyre, the name hit him in the gut. He seemed like a memory of some dream instead of a real-live man, but hearing his name, knowing where he was at last and how close, it made him all too real.
They rode off in the blue SUV, the air conditioning on high, blowing freezing air in his face. It was needed, cleaning out the thoughts he didn’t want hanging around his head. Diego’s hand didn’t leave his the entire ride while he questioned the ape driving.
“What do we know about their job?”
“Old story, the colonel and his mercs were hired to keep the cartel’s products from reaching the US, which actually means they were hired to bring the products exactly where the US government wants them to be. As far as we know, it’s drugs in exchange for weapons. Who knows what kind of side deals the colonel has done with the cartel? Could be human trafficking, that’s the big money nowadays, computer technology, whatever.”
“And McIntyre? He’s lead man on it?”
“Yeah, he’s lead. I guess before he stepped away from Crowley, he was lead on most of the assignments. He’s that good. Go in there carefully. McIntyre could be dangerous.”
Tommy looked to Diego then, and for the first time, he saw his eyes actually turn cold. “I’ll keep that in mind.”
The city was sprawling, larger than Tommy expected. There were dozens of churches they passed, one tall one with twin steeples rising over everything. The people weren’t rushing around, like in American cities. People there strolled, content with things, it seemed. All he’d ever known were those that wanted the American dream and sought to live in the US, so it took him off-guard.
“They’re beautiful, aren’t they?”
Diego was watching out his side of the car as well. “Yeah, they are. Everything is so colorful. Even the buildings.”
“That’s what they are, colorful. They take pleasure in small things, color and flowers and food. Not food like Americans do, though. Not the amount of it, but the unique flavors, textures.”
“You sound like you love it here.”
“I’ve traveled a bit, and yes, I appreciate other countries for their beauty and people.”
The fact was, he didn’t know Diego as well as he wanted to. If he didn’t stay with Diego, he never would, and that hurt too. There was so much more he wanted to learn, things that would take years to discover.
“What’s your favorite color?”
Diego’s lips twitched as he tried not to smile. “What?”
“I never asked.”
“Baby, you can’t learn everything about me in a car ride. I’ll let you know in a month, if we’re still together.”
He deserved that. He knew he did.
They drove to a huge home on the outskirts of the town where they were let into the gate by two men dressed in camouflage. They knew they were coming.
“How do they know us? They didn’t even ask who we were?”
“Arrangements have been made, Tommy,” Diego said then fell quiet, not answering the other question. That was the thing, however. Sure, he was the big boss’s best friends, but he was still just an employee of the family. He was a bodyguard, more savvy to some things, but would never be let into the real meat of anything like Diego would.
That was something Javi had taught him long ago. He could rise in the family, but likely he’d never rise as far as he thought he deserved. If he held that as a grudge, he would lose all loyalty and receive a bullet in the head for his troubles. That was the harsh reality of life in the shadows of the law.
The driveway from the gate to the house was long, at least a quarter mile. It was two stories only, but the expanse of it was the thing. The house stretched wide, a full city block wide, and was the perfect color of stone gray, shingled windows, turrets, and surrounding it were palm trees, huge bushes covered with rad flowers. He didn’t know the names of any of them, but he did know he was blown away at how beautiful it all was.
The back door was opened for them by another huge goon in camo, and Diego got out, then held his hand down for Tommy to take. Once he was out, he brought Tommy close and whispered, “Let me do the talking.”
“Okay, that’s what I planned.”
Of course, it was. He wouldn’t know what to say if he was supposed to do the talking, so it was better he stay in the background.
They were escorted to a small room with one long bench across a wall that looked out into a courtyard right out of a magazine. There was a pergola running the side of the house, pink and purple flowered vines trailing up and over it, making a lovely shade over the benches and table below.
“I’d like to do that to my house,” Diego whispered. “Make a pergola, have wisteria or bougainvillea growing over it.”
“It would look good on your house, like this one, and they’re completely different kinda of houses.”
“Yeah,” he laughed. “Even if it didn’t, I’d want to do it.”
To the right of them was a tall set of double doors, and one opened suddenly, making Tommy jump. He hadn’t realized how on edge he was.
Standing in the doorway was an older man, well over sixty, with camo from the hat covering his white hair down to his ankles and on his feet were black army boots. Tommy felt a nervous laugh coming that he had to squash at how the guy looked in the serene surroundings.
“Mr. Gomez?”
Diego had already gotten to his feet and headed over, his arm extended to shake the man’s hand. “I’m Diego Gomez. This is Tom Hathoway, Mr. Norman’s personal assistant.”
Personal assistant? Well, he guessed it sounded better than bodyguard. “I’m Colonel Crowley. Mr. Hathoway, would you mind if I speak to Mr. Gomez alone?”
“Of course not,” Tommy replied after getting to his feet and shaking the man’s hand.
They disappeared into the big office and the door was closed behind them. Tommy was about to return to his seat when he heard someone walking into the alcove. When he turned, he sucked in an audible breath. It was Gary.
Their eyes met and Tommy took a step backward, but not Gary. His brows rose nearly to his crew cut. “Tommy? What the hell are you doing here?”
His words left him and all he could do was stare. Gary, however, tore his eyes away fast and he was looking at the closed doors. “Who’s in there?”
“My…Diego Gomez. He works for the family.”
“The Montello Family? What’s their business here?”
It took Tommy a moment to admit it, but he straightened his back and said, “You.”
“Fuck,” he whispered more to himself and took a seat on the bench, his eyes plastered on the doors.
Tommy sat down as well, but left space between them.
“Fucking Javier, man. It’s none of his business.”
“He’s worried about you. Once he told me what you were doing, so was I.”
Gary fidgeted his big body and rubbed his hands over his thighs. “Didn’t want to worry you. It’s just a job.”
“You said you didn’t like this kind of work anymore. Didn’t you leave the colonel because you couldn’t do a lot of the things he expected you to do?”
“Things change.”
Getting more frustrated by the second, Tommy had shaken off his nerves and replaced them with anger. “Yeah, I guess so. Suddenly, as it turns out.”
Still without so much as turning his head, Gary bypassed that comment and made one of his own. “You look really good, Tom.”
“Then why can’t you fucking look at me?”
Even that didn’t do it. Gary simple chuckled and sheepishly said, “I fucked up, yeah.”
“That’s your big revelation? I knew that the minute you left.”
“So, you came here to drag me back?”
It was Tommy’s turn to laugh. “Yeah, for Javi and to maybe realize I have it so much better now. And I do. I have it better with that guy in there.”
Finally, that did the trick. Gary turned to him and his jaw was the one to drop for once. “What?”
“Yeah, Gary, I got with someone else. Does that shock you? Was I supposed to wait around for you?”




Chapter Four

Nine and a half months earlier…
“And here I heard your hiking skills were good. Why the fuck are you lagging so far behind?”
Tommy flipped him off but called out, “Maybe I enjoy the view while I’m behind you.”
“You like my dick, not my ass.”
They’d gone to Javi’s property in the mountains and were planning on spending the night on the ridge behind his cabin. Tommy hadn’t been hiking in months, but refused to let the older man get the better of him. He hurried to catch up and once he was beside Gary, he slapped his ass and panted, “I like your ass, too.”
“Out of breath? Maybe that’s from sneaking smokes behind Javi’s house, huh?”
Busted. He’d been smoking since he was twelve, and while he mostly kicked the habit, one every now and then was nice to take the edge off. “A cigarette a day isn’t bad.”
“Worse than none at all, but I ain’t your daddy.”
“You could be,” he mumbled loud enough for Gary to hear then ducked as Gary swung at him playfully.
“Punk.”
When they reached the top, Tommy stopped to look out over the scenery, and Gary started to unpack their tent. “Appreciate nature later. Get set up now.”
“We’re not in the army right now, Gary.”
“I’m always in the army, Tommy. Now go fetch some firewood. I need coffee.”
There were very few pleases or thank yous in Gary’s vocabulary, but Tommy was getting used to it. He tried not to compare his lack of civility to Lee, but it was hard not to, causing him to question everything he liked about Gary.
He found a good load of firewood within twenty minutes, and laughed when he got back to camp, seeing everything had been perfectly set up and there was a fire started. “You’re fast.”
“Or you’re slow,” he laughed.
The tent was up and the sleeping bags inside, zipped together to make one bed. The food was stored in a nearby tree so the wildlife wouldn’t get to it, and the skillet was waiting for the steaks they’d brought with them for dinner.
“Come sit.”
Tommy dropped the wood a couple feet from the fire and sat on the log Gary had found.
“Up here, there’s not as much to forage but there are things to look for. Tubers, wild fennel root, then there are rabbits, snakes. I know we brought food for tonight, but I’d like you to go out and find us something for morning.”
Disappointment wasn’t the half of it. He’d thought, when Gary asked him to camp for the night, that they’d make love under the stars and just…be together. “I didn’t realize this was a training mission.”
“Well, it’s not, really, but it never hurts to keep your skills up and learn something new.”
Frustrated, Tommy just jerked his head in a half-nod and sat quietly, watching the flames in the circle of rocks.
“I want to know you can take care of yourself, Tommy.”
“Javi taught me a lot. I’d be fine until I wasn’t, then I’d figure out a way to be fine.”
“Javi didn’t have time to teach you enough. He’s good, sure, but there wasn’t enough time, Tommy. You have a big job now. You could have to protect him in weird places, and it’s good if you know how to adapt and survive and keep him alive while you’re at it.”
The frustration was there, but he didn’t want to show it. Gary wasn’t the romantic type, he knew that. Tommy didn’t want to let on that he’d expected something else. “Okay. So, teach me.”
“Why does it sound like you want to do anything except learn?”
“Nah, just thought we were gonna hang out. Tired from the climb, I guess.”
“Then get some rest first. Head into the tent and catch some sleep.”
He did just that, except he didn’t sleep. Needing away from the man, he crawled into the tent, scoffing at how Gary had made one bed from the two sleeping bags. He was surprised, if this were a learning trip, that he’d want to fuck, but of course, he did. Fucking was their thing, if nothing else was.
After lying there an hour, Tommy heard Gary on the phone. It was hard to get service there, he knew, so Tommy peeked his head out of the flap and looked around for Gary. He was off in the trees, and while Tommy couldn’t hear his words, he did hear the tone of his voice. It was tense, angry even.
Once Gary had the phone stuffed back into his pocket, he went back to the fire, noticing Tommy coming from the tent. “Get some rest?”
“Not really. Who were you talking to?”
Gary didn’t answer right off, so Tommy went to take a seat with him on the log. “No one important. Just my past coming back to haunt me.”
“Wanna talk about it?”
“Not really.”
The mood had changed drastically, and Tommy’s own disappointment at the turn of the trip left him and he wanted to make Gary smile again, in any way possible. “Well, if you don’t want to talk, you wanna fuck?”
A laugh came on a rush of air as Gary nodded. “Sure. That is a great offer.”
They fucked twice in the tent, Gary slamming into him like he was trying to drive his anger from himself and place it violently into Tommy. Not that he minded, the sex was incredible, but still, it was nothing like he’d pictured.
He could almost hear Lee whispering in his ear, that nasty, snide voice he’d get, telling him to get over it and stop being such a girl. He hated that voice, the hateful way Lee had of putting everything that came out of his mouth.
Gary was nothing like him, well, he was a little. There was no malicious intent in him like Lee existed on, but still, the similarities were unmistakable.
For the few hours after they were sexually satisfied, Gary walked him around and showed him plants he could live on if he had to, how to make a good rabbit trap and how to best bury the bones and guts when they’d caught one.
The steaks were bloody when Gary cooked them, and he ate it, though he liked his with much less pink, and they were set to fuck again when Gary surprised him. “I have a present for you.”
“Oh yeah?”
Tommy didn’t want to get his hopes up like it was something romantic, and that was a good thing, but still, the gift touched him. It was a Leatherman knife, with a compass on the handle, a pair of scissors, two blades, spoon, and tiny saw.
“This, take it with you no matter where you go. Well, except on planes.”
Tommy loved it. Something occurred to him then, something that never would have if he hadn’t thought of Lee. Gary showed he cared in different ways than Tommy expected. He had stupid expectations of flowers and candlelight, when Gary’s were real-world and practical.
He leaned in to kiss him, and for the first time, it wasn’t a bruising kiss that would lead to sex. It was much more tender, and a glimpse at a possible softer side of Gary that he knew Gary would never show on purpose.
Present Day
Being so close to him again, it was making Tommy dizzy. The hurt from months sloughed away, and he was left with the emptiness he’d felt when Gary first told him he was leaving. He held onto that, better to feel nothing than that pain.
“I never expected you to wait for me, Tommy. I don’t know what I expected. Is he…good to you?”
It all hit him so fast, he felt like it would knock him from the bench. “He’s really good to me, and I’m an ass to him. I just this second realized that I’m treating him like you treated me. I’ve loved him for months and only told him today.”
“You love him?”
There was little that Tommy had wanted more for months than to see Gary and confront him, get something from him that he realistically knew he’d never get, and now that he was there, Tommy wished he was anywhere else. “I love him, yeah.”
The long silence was the worst. Tommy wanted to run from the room, but he was there in a professional capacity. Gary let the words hang between them, but Tommy watched his leg bouncing, saw his jaw popping as he clenched it. The fact that Tommy had moved on affected him. That was something, he guessed.
The doors opened and they both rose to their feet, Gary staring Diego down the moment he saw him. Colonel Crowley came between them and handed Gary a thick envelope. “Here’s your pay for what you’ve done up ‘til now. Sorry it didn’t work out.”
“What the fuck, Colonel? Did I say I was quitting?”
Diego spoke then, “The Montello family is in need of your services, so we bought out your current contract with the colonel.”
Getting right in his face, Gary gritted, “I wasn’t talking to you, college boy.”
Tommy thought they were going to throw fists right then, but Diego kept his calm, as usual. “Take it up with Mr. Norman and Mr. Duran when you return to Colorado.”
“Oh, don’t worry, I will.”
The three left together, getting into the car that was waiting for them. Gary took the passenger seat in front while Diego and Tommy got into the back again. Tommy didn’t wait to find out if Diego would take his hand, he reached over to grab Diego’s.
The ride was silent, but not relaxing in the least. Tommy felt the tension coming off Gary in dark waves. He was angry, and Tommy worried about Diego, if the spark of hatred between them would ignite into a full-blown inferno.
Diego’s phone went off and he answered it with his voice calm and even. “Gomez.”
Tommy wondered who’d be calling, but he knew Daniel and Javi, and they were probably on the edge of their seats wondering if Gary would be okay with their interference.
“I understand. Set up a hotel for us for the night then. Three rooms. Thanks.”
Tommy’s head moved slowly as he was hurt by the order of three rooms. “Three?”
“Yeah. Three,” he said then cut off the conversation short by turning away from Tommy and staring at the scenery they were passing.
Tommy ignored it on the way through, looking from Diego to Gary and back, wondering if he’d fucked up so badly that he’d lost both.
They traveled quite a distance for riding in uncomfortable silence. Once they arrived at their hotel, the Mineral del Cielo Loft Boutique, however, Tommy forgot the two men for the moment, marveling at the place they’d be staying.
The buildings looked modern, a sleek box design, but the walls were two feet thick stone. There was a large pond with fountains in the center of the buildings and the desert was so close, the landscaping blended beautifully with it, being done in succulents and cacti.
Their rooms were in a row and had ceiling to floor windows that looked out onto the grounds and the desert beyond. The only thing that would make it better was if he were sharing his room, but with which one? He knew why Diego had ordered three rooms. It was time for Tommy to choose.
With one look to him before the bellboy took their things into their separate rooms, Tommy saw the love in Diego’s eyes. He wanted to tell him to forget the three rooms, and forget Gary, but he couldn’t. He knew it too, it was time to choose.
Inside, the bed was big and had an overly thick mattress, raw wood furniture complimenting the scenery from the window. He pushed his bag aside and sat on the bed, wondering what the hell he was going to do. How would he choose? He loved them both.
Besides, it wasn’t only his decision. If he chose Gary, there was no guarantee Gary would choose him. He may take off again, not to be heard from for months if not longer.
Laughing at himself in a sarcastic way, he thought crazily that he didn’t have to sleep alone in the big bed all night. All he had to do was to choose and he’d have great sex that night. Either way he picked, he’d have great sex, but there was only one man who Tommy could be sure would still be there when he woke.
That was the thought that he had as he drifted to sleep that night, alone in the bed, giving himself and the other men the space they likely all needed to think. The thing was, though, he thought he was finished thinking. To have Diego there, and knowing he would always be there, it was the one thing that tipped the scale. After everything, after months of beating himself up, it took one thing to decide.
****
He woke in the middle of the night to a sound that he couldn’t place. Not that that was unlikely, he had never been here before, but he got up, went to the window and peered out. It was dark, very dark, no outer lights to illuminate the grounds like he thought there’d be.
That was strange enough, but when his phone rang, he jumped practically out of his skin.
He rushed to the night table to grab it, seeing the caller was private. He answered, wondering if it was Gary, but when he heard the voice, a robotic voice, he knew something was terribly wrong.
“If you want Diego Gomez back, you’ll call his boss and get him to pay two million American dollars, non-sequential, with no tracking devices or paint bombs. We will call back with instructions in two hours. Do not attempt to call the police in Mexico or America. Do not call the FBI. If you do, he’s dead. If you don’t get the money, he’s dead. Answer when we call.”
The line went dead and for one solid second, Tommy’s body grew cold, and he was unsure if he could move. Then, all the things Javi had taught him came screaming back to him and he wished for a gun he didn’t have.
Leaving his room quietly, he moved down the sidewalk to Diego’s room, seeing the door was ajar by just a crack. After making himself flush with the wall beside the door, Tommy lay his hand on the door and pushed it slowly until he could see a little of the inside of the room.
Javi’s lessons, listen first, see second, feel, taste, sense things, look for details other people would ignore, see what’s hidden in plain sight, never think a room is empty until you assure it’s empty.
After pushing the door open wider, he moved to enter the room, listening intently for any sound that could tell him he wasn’t alone.
He got into the room and immediately saw what made the noise he heard earlier. The lamp, though still lit, was on the floor by the unmade bed. Diego’s shoes and clothes were scattered on the end of the bed and on the floor under it, as if they’d ransacked his bags before taking him.
Before he moved further into the room, he let his eyes investigate, and saw boot prints in the carpet, an empty glass tumbler that was overturned on the rug, leaving a dark spot of what smelled like scotch.
Diego’s favorite drink.
That hit him in the chest, and he suddenly, irrationally remembered asking his favorite color. Would he ever get the chance to know it?
Looking around, there were few clues as to who could have taken Diego, the boot print, was it, and he would go ask for any recordings they had as well, seeing the security cameras all around the place. First, though, he’d go get some help.
Carefully, he left the room, closing the door, and made his way to Gary’s room. He didn’t want to knock, unwilling to make any noise. Instead, he pulled out his phone and sent Gary a text to open the door.
He was awake, which didn’t surprise Tommy, and opened the door dramatically, grinning. “I was hoping you’d come by.”
Tommy, irritated, pushed him out of the way and checked outside before he shut the door and turned on him. “Someone took Diego.”
The smile left his face and Gary turned it fully on soldier. “What the hell are you talking about?” he asked while looking out of the peephole in the door.
“I heard something that woke me up and then I got a call. They want two million dollars for him.”
Gary grabbed both his arms and shook him a little. “Did they say his name? Do they know who he is?”
“Yeah, they said his name. Why?”
“Shit. Fuck!”
Gary went to the bed and started to get dressed, pulling his camo pants over his hips while he explained, “Kidnapping is big down here, of course, and they target Americans, who they think are all rich. If they knew his name, though, and called you right off, that means someone probably sent them after him.”
He went cold again. “They know who he is?”
“Yeah, which is a good fucking question. Who, exactly, is he? Some associate of Montello’s, but how high up?”
Tommy went to the bed and sat on the edge, his head in his hands. “Real high up, Gary. Consiglieri.”
“Fuck. Fucking hell, Tommy. This is bad. Get your shit packed, pack whatever stuff they left behind of his. Fuck! We don’t have a car!”
“What about the driver that brought us here?”
“We can’t trust him, Tom. We can’t trust anyone here.”
Tommy wanted to shake apart, but he had to hold it together. For Diego.
“Then what are we going to do?”
“Go get packed, like I said. I’ll call Javi. They’ll need to get Daniel and Mike to safety.”
Mike, Mia, the baby, and Daniel. Shit. “Please, make sure they listen to you.”
“They will.”
Tommy didn’t know he was crying until Gary grabbed him and held him still while he wiped over Tommy’s face with a palm. “Be strong, Tom. He’ll need you.”
After he sniffed once, he got angry. “He has me. Always.”
The flicker in Gary’s eyes told Tommy that hit home for him. “I’ll fix this. I promise, Tommy. I’ll bring him back to you.”
“You fucking better.”




Chapter Five

Gary had them leave the hotel grounds and skirt the edge of the road while he spoke to Javi on the phone. He was carrying the bulk of the bags, leaving Tommy free to watch out to make sure no one was following them.
Gary had two guns and had given Tommy one. His grip on it was going to make his hand hurt for days, but he wouldn’t let up. Not only had they taken Diego, but they could come back for him and Gary, too. Then there would be no one to help Diego.
When he finally ended the call, Gary explained, “It had to be fucking Crowley. He’s in with that fucking cartel up to the neck and if he could win some points with them by giving them a big fish to kidnap and get some money from, and also screw the Montellos for taking me, he’d do it in a heartbeat.”
“Then let’s go there and get it out of him where they took Diego!”
“We can’t, Tommy. If we go anywhere near that compound, we’ll be dead. We have to play this a little smarter.”
“Fuck you! Maybe you just don’t want to piss off your old colonel. Like you give a fuck if they kill Diego!”
Gary dropped the bags and turned to him, fire in his blue eyes that Tommy could see even in the dark. “Shut the fuck up, Tommy. You know I would never do that.”
“How do I know that?”
The anger was gone and hurt was there in its place. “Tom…you know me.”
“Do I? I thought I was beginning to and then you left. You fucking took off because you couldn’t handle that someone cared about you.”
“That’s not it.”
“Yes, it is.”
Nine months before…
Returning to his room after having dinner with Javi and Daniel, Tommy changed out of his dress shirt and pants, pulling some sweats over his bare ass and flopping down on the bed.
He was on his phone looking for his own place when Gary came in without knocking, erection making it in before he did.
“I need to bone the hell out of you, Tommy.”
Smiling, he held his hand up to stop Gary from jumping on him. “Give me a minute. I think I like this apartment and I want to get the application downloaded.”
“Apartment, huh? Where at?”
“North of town. It’s not huge, but it’s plenty big enough.”
Gary sat next to him and snatched the phone from his hand, tossing it on the bed. “You’re a bodyguard, Tom. Don’t you think you should stay here?”
“For one thing, Javi said he is good to go to watch over Daniel at night, and besides that, I’m tired of having to be so quiet while we’re fucking.”
Tommy felt Gary stiffen beside him. “You’re…getting this for us?”
“Well, that was one thought. Wouldn’t you like some privacy? I kinda like when you get me to scream.”
While he was trying to lighten the mood, Gary’s very presence was bringing a dark cloud to settle over the bed.
Tommy knew what was happening. He was pushing, in Gary’s mind. Tommy was pushing for more, and it had only been a month. If he could understand, he’d realize that wasn’t true.
“Gary, stop. I didn’t ask you to move in with me. I wouldn’t say no if you wanted to, but guessing by the way you’re acting with me just looking for a place, I’d take it you’d rather fuck a cantaloupe than move in with me.”
“Tom…”
“No, I get it. It’s too soon. Which is why I wasn’t asking, but since we’re on the fucking subject, what exactly is going on here, with us? Am I just a pitstop for you? Some fuck before you take off and see the world again?”
“No, Tommy, it’s not like that, but…”
His heart hurt in chest, like he couldn’t breathe, it hurt so much. “Don’t make lame excuses, Gary. Just tell me.”
He kept his face turned away from Tommy, which told him all he needed to know.
He swallowed a few times so his voice wouldn’t crack, giving away the pain he was trying to hide. “So, let’s fuck. I’ll look for an apartment later.”
Gary turned to him finally and whispered, “I want you to know you do mean so much to me, Tommy.”
“Do you love me? I love you, so I’m just wondering.”
Gary got up from the bed and threw back over his shoulder as he left the room, “When you’re in a better mood, let me know.”
Two days later, he was gone. Tommy had barely seen him in those two days, passing by him in the hall while he was in a rush to talk to Javi about whatever the fuck they were talking about. Then, that day he left, Daniel handed him an envelope and when he opened it, it read, I love you too. I’ll be back, I just can’t say when. Gary.
His heart broke and he didn’t think it would ever heal. For a week he lay in bed, turning Daniel away from the door whenever he’d come to check on him. He didn’t cry, he couldn’t. He was dry inside, nothing to ease the pain, not even tears.
When he got up and out of that bed, however, he vowed to stop feeling sorry for himself. He had a job, had friends, and had a purpose for the first time in his life.
Present day…
They kept along the roadside for a couple more miles, then Gary stopped under a bridge and pulled Tommy with him. “They should be getting close.”
“Who?”
“Javi’s sending a guy to bring us a car and some weapons. No way we can rescue him with two pistols.”
Tommy blinked at him, so many things he wanted to blurt out, but he only asked, “You’re really going to rescue him?”
“What the fuck do you think of me, Tommy? That I’d be happy the competition is out of the way and I’d take you to Cancun to celebrate?”
“No…I don’t know what I thought. If they’re sending one guy, can’t they send more? Can’t we get some of my guys down here to help us?”
Gary touched him, setting a palm on his cheek. “Like I said, I’ll bring him back to you.”
“I chose him.”
“What?”
Gary’s hand dropped and he waited while Tommy tried to sort it out in his head.
Tommy walked out into the moonlight, raising his face to it. “He, uh, wanted me to choose. He never did before, he was patient with me, knowing I loved you still. More than patient. The guy is so damn good. I never did think I deserved him.
“Anyway, when we came down here to get you, he finally told me to choose and I didn’t think I could. How the fuck was I supposed to choose between two guys I love? Two very different guys that I love in different ways, and yet…when I was in that room all alone, and I thought, shit, I could have gone right or left, either room I would have gotten laid. It would have been great sex no matter which I chose, both guys I loved. The thing that cinched it for me, though, was that I could only count on one guy to be there when I woke up. And that wasn’t you.”
He couldn’t see Gary, not with him under that bridge. He didn’t have to, though. They may not have been together long, but Tommy had memorized his every expression. It came as no surprise to him when he gritted out, “Guess you made the right choice then, huh?”
“Yeah. I did.”
A car was coming, and Gary reached for him, pulling him back under the bridge. “Keep quiet.”
Gary was right there, so close to him that Tommy felt his body heat. They heard the car stopping overhead and Gary whispered, “Listen for the signal.”
His mouth was close to Tommy’s and Tommy closed his eyes, remembering how his kiss felt. “What signal?”
“You’ll know it when you hear it. Now shh, Tommy.”
He half expected Gary to call him boy. If he had, Tommy would have lost his mind.
After hearing a door opening, they heard a birdcall, kahooo, kahooo.
“That’s it,” Gary said, heading out from under the bridge. Tommy followed him and climbed the embankment to the road.
Gary was in front of a Mexican man, short and buffed like he did little else but work out and drink protein shakes all day. “You want a ride back to town?”
“Nah, I’ll walk. The directions are on the seat, weapons in the trunk. Good luck.”
Gary nodded to the passenger door. “Get in.”
The older car, some eighties Oldsmobile, was beat up but it drove well, and Gary was turned around and heading back toward San Luis de la Paz in a heartbeat.
“What are we doing? I want to know the plan, Gary.”
“There isn’t one yet, Tommy. We need to talk to a few people, find out where they’re holding him, then plan on going to get him with as little fuss as possible.”
He could blow up half of Mexico to find him, but Gary was right. They wanted to piss off as few as possible. “Can we do this? Us? They must have a dozen guys or more watching him. They don’t do anything in small numbers, Gary.”
“I know that, Tommy. We need stealth, skill, and a lot of fucking luck. Once we find where they’re hiding him, we can scope the place out and then we will have enough to plan. Can you be that patient?”
“Of course, I can. Anything to make sure he’s okay.”
“So, you really love this guy. I mean…why? You said he’s good to you. I’m glad, Tommy. But…”
“He’s sexy and good and sweet and lets me know every day how much he cares about me. It’s nice, for a change.”
The words spit at him were hitting home, as Gary flinched at them. “Fuck you, Tommy, I always let you know I cared.”
“Oh, really?”
Tommy was being cruel on purpose and he’d sworn he wouldn’t be. Gary had shown him he cared, just in totally different ways than Diego. Taking him on that camping trip, it may not have been the romantic escape that Tommy had wished for, but for Gary, it was. He was assuring himself that Tommy would be safe and take care even in dire situations. For Gary, that was romance. Safety and security for those he loved, that was what he cared about, not flowers and candy.
“You chose him, why are we even talking about this shit anymore?”
“You asked.”
Another flinch like Tommy had hit him. “I just want to know you’re taken care of, Tommy. He’s a college boy, lawyer for the family, and he got himself kidnapped. Doesn’t seem like he could watch out for you.”
“He doesn’t need to! I can look after myself, Gary. I am the one who could have died if I hadn’t worn the vest that saved my life! I am the one put in charge of Daniel, the fucking big boss’s son! Do you think Mike would trust me with Daniel if I couldn’t take care of him?”
“Okay, okay, Tommy. I’m sorry.”
Tommy wanted to say that he’d been dying to hear those words for months too, but he kept his mouth shut. Like it or not, he needed Gary, needed his help to rescue Diego.
Getting to the city quickly, Gary drove through the streets like he’d lived there all his life and once he stopped, he told Tommy to wait in the car. “I need to talk to this guy. He was in the cartel, but got cancer and they let him leave. He’s like one of two that left while they were still breathing. He’s got connections there still.”
“Be careful, Gary. As much as I want to help Diego, I don’t want you to get killed doing it.”
Gary stopped and looked over at him. Tommy couldn’t read his face, which was slack and tired. “I feel the same about you, Tommy.”
He left the car and Tommy to his worry. Diego didn’t deserve what was happening to him, and Tommy blamed himself.
Then Gary, going back into a line of work he’d hated because he was trying to erase his mother’s death from his mind and heart. It wouldn’t work. Tommy’s mother had been a terrible human being, but when she died, it still hurt. He couldn’t imagine what Gary was feeling, and there he was, dumping on him.
Everything was so fucked up that Tommy wanted to scream. He was angry and hurt and couldn’t sort out the rest of his feelings because those kept standing in the way.
It wasn’t long before Gary was back in the car and telling him what he’d found. “Well, he knows where they’re holding him. They hold prisoners in the same couple places, and they’re well-guarded. The thing is, though, they’d never suspect two guys to come in to get him. They expect armies of men. That’s dangerous.”
“Expect the unexpected, Javi always told us.”
“Yeah. Exactly. So, the two of us have a good chance of getting him out of there, but Tommy, you have to do everything I say. Everything.  No hot dog bullshit and you trying to be a hero, like jumping in front of bullets.”
“I did that to save Daniel, which was my fucking job, Gary! I’m not stupid.”
“I know, baby…I mean. I mean, Tommy, I know you’re not stupid.”
The word hung over them, choking the air right out of the car. Baby. He’d never called Tommy that when they were together. It told more than Gary likely ever wanted Tommy to know.
They stopped at a run-down motel in the city, and Gary jumped out to secure them a room for the night. Once he was back in the car, he pulled behind the building to park and got out, Tommy doing the same.
The trunk was full of guns, vests, a small cache of grenades, and sleeves of long knives. There were also two laptop computers and those were what Gary grabbed first, handing them to Tommy. “Take those in and I’ll grab some of these. Get into the room before anyone sees you,” he added while handing him a key on a long wooden fob.
Tommy got the computers into the room and set his phone next to one on the wobbly table. A roach immediately crawled over the screen and Tommy retched, swiping it across the room. “Fucking gross.”
Gary came into the room, pulled the curtains closed, and set the weapons he’d brought in into the closet.
The room stunk and he couldn’t imagine the last time the bedding was washed, but he’d sleep on fresh dog shit if needed to get Diego back and out of harm’s way.
“Open the laptop and turn on the satellite connection.”
“Listen, Daniel taught me some tricks, sure, but I suck at navigating these things.”
“I’ll navigate, you just get it started.”
Tommy smiled at that and opened the computer, turning on the Wi-Fi to the satellite connection. Gary sat at the table and slid the computer to him, then pulled Tommy’s chair close to his. “Watch and learn.”
He typed fast and got a topographic map up and pointed to a spot that looked like just another piece of desert. “It’s there.”
“There’s nothing! Not a shed or a damn house or anything.”
“Underground. You can’t see it here, but there’s an entrance built into the side of that little hill. My contact told me that each bush you see here has a man in it or is a man.”
He wasn’t sure about how much he trusted Gary’s informant. “It doesn’t look like shit, Gary. Are you sure about this guy?”
“Yeah, I am. I paid him well for the information and he’s never lied to me before. He doesn’t give a shit about the rest of it, he’s collecting money for his family before he dies.”
He may not trust the informant, but he did trust Gary. No matter what, this was what Gary excelled at. “Okay.”
Gary pushed the computer away and turned to him, pleading, “You have got to listen to me now. I know you’re worried about him and that is what’s in your mind right now but listen. When they call back, which should be soon, try to keep them on the line as long as possible.”
“We know where they are, so why are we trying to track them?”
“We’re not, but we want them to think we are. To keep them on the line, they’ll think we’re still working on finding him. They’ll relax some, and that is what we’re really after. Then, ask to talk to him. I don’t want to scare you, but then…I guess I do. They will kill him, Tommy. Whether they get the money or not. The best bet for him and for us is that they keep him alive to give us proof of life, so they still get their money. Tell them if you don’t talk to him, they don’t get their money.”
“Okay. I’ll insist on it.”
“Don’t be a dick about it, but yes, insist. Then tell them you’re already making arrangements for the money, but being they want cash, it’s going to take some time. At least two days. Tell them Mr. Montello is handling it personally.”
“Is he?”
“No. Javi has Daniel in hiding and Mike and Mia are the same. Even we won’t know where they are, in case we’re captured.”
“You mean in case I’m captured. You’ve said you can’t be broken.”
“That’s nothing against you, Tommy, I hope you know that.”
He did know that, but his nerves were raw. “Listen, Gary, I’ve been so caught up in my own shit…even before Diego got taken…I’m really sorry about your mom.”
His head dropped and he admitted, “Yeah, me too. I was so fucked up. I just needed to run away from it. I wanted to run to you, but Javi mentioned you were…occupied. It hurts, man. Like the rug got pulled out from under me.”
“You wanted to come to me? Gary, even though I’m with someone, I would have been there for you.”
“I’m sure Diego would have loved that. My crying on your shoulder.”
“He’s not like you. He didn’t dominate me.”
Gary’s brows rose as he fell back in his seat. “And you still like him? Surprising.”
Wanting to be offended at that, he couldn’t, and it showed as he let out a laugh. “That’s not all I am, Gary. There are different sides to me. He found the one you didn’t, and you found the one he didn’t. That’s all.”
He gave Tommy a little nod, then changed the subject. “Gomez, huh? Never thought they’d let a Mexican be consiglieri.”
“He’s not Mexican. He’s Mia’s cousin. Diego’s mom married a Spaniard, from Spain. Mia’s father and uncle disowned their sister for not marrying an Italian. Mia, though, she kept in contact with her cousins, and once the old consiglieri died, she asked him to come take the job.”
“She’s smart, that lady. I kinda thought she was running things instead of Mike, but it wasn’t for me to say.”
“She could. She’s smart and a really good person. When they adopted the baby, man, they both changed. They were all about that baby, without leaving Daniel out of things. He’s finally got a family that loves him.”
Gary leaned over and asked, “Now, what about you? Don’t you need that, too?”
“I have one. Daniel forgave me for everything I ever did when I was friends with Lee and pretty much tortured him. Javi is like a dad to me. Diego…”
“I get it, Tommy. I do. I wish…I wish I could have done that for you.”
“You did. You didn’t know it at the time, but you helped me figure out why I thought I loved Lee. It was a need in me, but he didn’t want it or appreciate it. You did.”
The phone rang, cutting off the increasingly uncomfortable discussion. Gary’s hand lay over his before he answered. “Remember what I said.”
“I remember.”
He picked up the phone and said, “It’s Hathaway.”
The robotic voice came on the line. “Mr. Hathaway, do you have the money?”
“If you need it in cash, it’s going to take a couple days to get. They’re liquidating some assets now. Before we go further, though, I need to hear Diego’s voice. I need proof of life.”
“Fine. One moment.”
Tommy and Gary’s eyes met, and he drew strength from him, though he hated himself for that. When he heard movement on the line, he tensed, then he felt like crying.
“Tom?”
Diego’s voice was hoarse and weak, but he was alive.
“Diego? Are you okay? Did they fucking hurt you?”
“I’m okay.”
The phone was taken from him, and Tommy wanted to scream when he heard that robotic voice back on the line. “There’s your proof of life. Two days.”
“Wait, I need to know where you want the money!”
The line went dead and Tommy dropped the phone to the table. “Fuck.”
“You did great, Tommy. Really. They think you wanted to keep them on the line, you didn’t try to tell Diego anything.”
“He sounded horrible.”
He couldn’t stand it, how Diego sounded. “I know, Tom, but he’s alive. Right now, hold onto that. Okay?”
Nodding, he asked dryly, “How do we do this?”
“We have two days where they will have their guard down. We are gonna have to hike part of the way there, as they’ll likely see a car coming from a few miles away.”
“Please, don’t ask if I can handle it.”
Gary grinned at him and assured, “I wasn’t going to. I don’t want you to use one of those grenades on my balls.”
Tommy had to smile at that. “It’s tempting anyway, so good call.”
“We’ll come up with our action plan tonight, then we sleep. I’ll get some sleeping pills if I have to, but you have to be on the top of your game, and that means sleep. We’ll head out tomorrow.”




Chapter Six

Pretending to sleep wasn’t an option. Gary saw through things like that easily. How could he sleep, though, knowing Diego was suffering, and what was worse, knowing Gary was in the bed next to him?
As much as he knew Diego was the right choice for him, that didn’t kill the love he felt for Gary. The tall, broad mercenary had brought out things in him that had been buried so deeply, Tommy hadn’t known they were there.
The thoughts of their sexual activity were thick in his mind, but there was more than that. Those few and beautiful times that Gary showed his softer side, when he’d share a bit of himself, those were what Tommy had truly fallen in love with.
He went to sleep thinking of them both. Their eyes haunting him, hands reaching for him, but each time they did, he was too far to touch. Then, his dream changed and he was in bed with the two of them, Gary biting his neck like a fucking vampire and Diego there to tenderly kiss the wound.
That was them, one hurting him, the other healing, but it was also the confusing part, because he loved both. Gary never hurt him with malice, he wouldn’t. He hurt him to make him feel harsh things in a good and healthy way. And Diego’s softness didn’t take away from the fact that he was a strong, determined man that got what he wanted while giving Tommy what he wanted, too.
When he woke, he heard Gary’s soft snores, smiling even as his heart yearned. He remembered those noises in the night when Gary was lying next to him. His warmth under the covers, his big body taking up most of the bed…
He pissed and got in the shower, though he regretted that decision as soon as three roaches scattered from behind the soap dish. After hopping around until they were spiraling down the drain, he got clean as fast as he could and got out to see Gary walking in, morning wood pushing out his briefs.
Tommy had the towel in his hands, and he moved it in front of his dick right as Gary’s eyes landed there. “Sorry. Thought you were still in bed.”
“It’s okay. Not like you’ve never seen it before.”
Gary nodded, cutting his eyes to the sink. “I gotta piss, but I’ll wait.”
Tommy wrapped the towel around his waist before he stepped out of the tiny bathroom. “Go ahead.”
As he dressed, he shook his head, pissed at himself, but unable to help it. He wanted to return the peek, walk in on Gary while he stood in the nasty shower. All this while his boyfriend was suffering. He felt as low as one of those fucking roaches.
As soon as they were both dressed, Tommy averting his eyes when Gary was pulling on his pants no matter how hard it was, Gary sat with him, reviewing their plan. “We get there, and you cover me while I sneak in. There are always pipes, air vents, and they’re disguised.”
Tommy took in everything he said, memorizing it. On the drive, they went over everything again. “I know you’ll want to rush in there, but don’t.”
Gary had always been able to read his mind. “It’s going to be hard, yeah, but I’m not going to do anything to risk him. Or you.”
“Thanks for adding that,” Gary said, chuckling. “If you see me go down, Tommy, get out of there.”
“What? What do you mean?” That was new, and he didn’t like it at all.
“Tommy, I know you’re strong and you know your shit, but if I go down, someone who’s been doing this twenty some years, then it’s real bad and you need to go. They may fuck him up some, but they won’t kill him, not right off, and you can still try to negotiate.”
“You said they’d kill him, money or no.”
“Yeah, but you’re smart, Tommy. You can negotiate a way for them to bring him to the money drop, something. That is a last resort, okay? I’m not saying it’ll happen. Believe me, it’s not a suicide mission for me. I want to get out of it, see if I can win you back somehow.”
Tommy wasn’t falling for the distraction. “Gary, just don’t get yourself killed.”
“I’m going to try not to.”
Less than two miles from the spot they’d seen on the topographic map, they parked the car in a ditch behind some big stands of scrub oak bushes and cacti. After popping the trunk, Gary started pulling things out and loading Tommy down with them.
He made Tommy take off his shirt and he handed him a Kevlar vest, then after Tommy had placed the t-shirt back over it, he got another vest on, this one to hold his ammo and smaller weapons.
And every damn pocket in that vest was filled by the time Gary was finished. “Your phone charged?”
“Yeah, all night. Ringer’s on high until we get close enough and then I’ll leave it on vibrate.”
“Good. Good job, Tommy. When Javi was teaching you all to shoot, did he give you a weapon with a silencer?”
“No.”
Gary held up a Sig Sauer 9mm then showed him how to attach one of the three silencers in the trunk. “When you shoot it, now the silencer adds a little weight, so it’ll shoot differently than without the silencer.”
“Like having a scope?”
“Yes. Only the silencer won’t help you aim. Control the shoot. That’s it. Control it.”
“I can handle that.”
After packing away the pistol and silencer, Gary handed him a bowie knife and brass knuckles. “These are for quiet attacks. Like the gun with the silencer, we need to be sneaky. Punch a guy with the knuckles, break his neck, if you can manage it, stab him in the throat or slit it, if you have to. I’m going to try to make sure you are kept away from that. And again, not because I don’t think you can handle it, but the more blood that’s on your hands, Tommy, the harder it is to sleep at night. I don’t want that for you.”
Another way he showed he cared.
Each had two rifles slung over their shoulders and were packed and ready for a small war. Gary crouched low as he ran, making Tommy do the same. They stopped every so often so Gary could get the lay of the land and check for lookouts.
Once they found an air vent, barely a pipe sticking out through the packed dirt, Gary set a finger over his lips, letting him know to keep silent. Lowering his ear to the pipe, he was listening to whatever he could hear below.
After he moved away from it, he whispered to Tommy, “I hear a man groaning. It must be Diego.”
Groaning in pain. Tommy’s gut flipped over that.
“Stay right here, over on that hill there. Three-sixty view, Tommy, never relax. Three-hundred-sixty degrees your eyes are gonna be moving. You got me?”
As he was nodding his agreement, Gary surprised him and moved in fast, kissing him, grabbing his head in case he tried to move away, which he didn’t. He was too shocked to think of it.
When he pulled back, Gary was smiling shyly, and he never did that. “Figured we were getting him back. I might not ever get to do that again.”
His heart broke a little after it flew. Gary moved quickly away from him, running into what could be his death.
For him.
He had no illusions about Gary being some knight in shining armor. He wasn’t doing it to save Diego, he was doing it to show Tommy that he still cared. That he still loved him and would do anything for him. Including saving the man he was in love with.
Tommy did exactly as Gary said, keeping aware of his surroundings, all the way around him. He knew he wouldn’t find out how it was going until he saw them coming, or didn’t.
It was going to drive him insane, but he had no doubt that he’d see them both, coming to him, being okay. He couldn’t allow himself to think of another outcome.
****
One thing the kidnappers never counted on was the fact that Diego had idolized magicians and illusionists when he was growing up and read everything he could on them. Harry Houdini’s biography was dogeared and the spine cracked from how much he’d read it. In fact, his mother gave it to him and bought the library a new one to replace it.
When they tied him up after beating the shit out of him, he was angry, and he used that to tense up his muscles, widening his wrists and chest. He felt the chains loosen, but he knew they’d come in after they called the second time, knowing that Tommy or Gary or both would insist on proof of life. That would mean they would return, and they did. Once they left him alone in the room the second time, he relaxed completely, feeling the dog chain they’d tied him with fall away from him.
He was in some dank room, a pipe the only airshaft, and one door leading in or out of it. The door had a cracked but whole piece of yellow plastic where the window was supposed to be and he saw the shadow of the man they’d left there to guard him.
One man.
Diego got out of the chains and quietly wound them around his hand. The steel bands under the plastic coating would leave a hell of a dent in the guy’s face, then he could use it to strangle him after he was woozy. It was the only weapon he had, so he had to make it count.
Listening at the door, he heard the snore, knowing the guard had taken a little nap. He’d be in a world of shit for it, if he were caught, so killing him would be a blessing.
After trying the doorknob, he felt the give and finished turning it, careful not to let it make any noise. Peeking out the door, he saw he was across from a dirt wall and to the left was the man snoozing in a wooden chair.
Diego moved quickly, grabbing the man’s greasy hair then laying one on the side of his head, and the only noise was the oomph he made before passing out. Diego wrapped the chain around his throat, but then saw the necklace around his neck.
It was a gold chain with a pendant that read Dad.
“Fuck,” he whispered to himself.
Though it hurt all his aching muscles, he dragged the man into the room where he’d been held and laid him out on the floor, hitting him once more for good measure. The rifle was laying in the hall and he grabbed it, checking to assure it was loaded and slung the strap over his shoulder. When he left the room again, he set the chair against the handle to lock it.
The hall ran far to the right and not half as far to the left. He took his chances going left, hoping the short hall would quickly lead to the exit.
The tunneled walls made sounds echo wildly. Even his heavy breathing sounded like a tornado was rushing down the hall. He stopped, tried his best to calm himself so he could hear if anyone else was making their own echoes.
Surprisingly, he heard nothing. He saw a few doors down the hall once he turned a corner. Once of them was open and there were moving shadows being cast on the wall across from it. Stiffening, he knew he’d chosen the wrong way to go.
Heading back the other way, just before he rounded the corner to get back to the hall he’d come from, he heard them. More men walking toward him.
If he started shooting, he’d be the lone man against countless others. He knew he was out manned and out gunned.
He was trapped.
****
Gary saw three men pacing outside the door and four more playing cards at a table next to a tall cactus, the only shade. They were all armed to the teeth.
The door was off to his right, so he went left, knowing they’d have another way out of the underground hideout, in case they were found and raided by law enforcement or rival cartels. Heading back from where the door was in a straight line to the pipe, he tested the ground with each step. Sure enough, halfway from the door to the pipe, he got a dull thud under his boot.
On his hands and knees, he felt around and found the edges of a door in the ground. Setting his ear to it, he didn’t hear a thing from below, but that didn’t mean much. They could be far below and walking on dirt. There’d be little way of hearing it.
He had to take the chance. Time was ticking. No matter what he told Tommy about being able to negotiate, he knew Diego had little time left. They’d kill him and give Tommy his body parts, money or no.
Lifting the heavy door a couple inches, he listened again, and hearing nothing, he lifted it more and peered down into the hole, a ladder to the side showing the way down.
There was no sign of anyone below, so he headed carefully down the ladder, gun at the ready to pull from his waistband and shoot if necessary. Once he was on the ground, he saw he was in the center of a long tunnel, and on the right there were three doors.
Gauging how far he was from the pipe, he headed in that direction, ignoring the first doors and heading to the third. Listening, he heard the groaning he’d head from aboveground and he took the chair from in front of the door, opening it just enough to look inside.
Instead of Diego, he saw a tattooed man hogtied on the ground, and he recognized the tattoos on his neck. He was part of the cartel. “Get me out of here you fuck!”
There was blood running down his face from the deep cut on his forehead and Gary grinned at him. “He escaped, didn’t he?”
“Get me the fuck out of here or you’ll die with him!”
Gary went over to the man and took out his gun, clocking him with the handle and spitting on him. “Can’t believe the college boy had it in him.”
He hurried out of the room, relocking the door with the chair and looked to the right and the left. He guessed, being the tunnel was shorter in that direction, Diego would head left, so Gary did the same.
Farther down that way, however, when the lights allowed it, he saw men walking to the corner, just past where he had climbed down from the trapdoor.
Trying to decide what to do next, he slipped into a room that was empty save for an old mattress on the floor. With that, and the fact the room smelled of blood and sex, Gary knew what happened there and he hated the fuckers in the cartel all that much more.
The moment he looked out to see if the passage was clear, he started hearing the gunfire. Cussing to himself, he flew out of the room and started running, making it around the corner in time to see the three men closing in on someone who was returning fire from another room like he one he’d just come out of.
He had the drop on the three, so he opened fire with the pistol, dropping the three before any of them knew what was going on and ran down the hall to do the same with the others that were firing from the other side, those he hadn’t seen.
When they were taken out, he turned to the room to see a bloody and bruised Diego throwing down his rifle. “Out of fucking ammunition. If you hadn’t shown…”
“I did. Come on before they spread out and find Tommy.”
“You brought Tommy? What the fuck is wrong with you?”
Gary growled, “Like he’d let me leave him behind when your ass is on the line. Come on. I wanted to do this quiet and get away before they knew you were gone, and you already fucked that up.”
“Fuck you! How was I supposed to know you’d come to get me?”
They heard men running toward them and Gary gripped his arm. “Follow me.”
Gary took him to the ladder and helped him get his beaten ass up until he was halfway there and Gary jumped on right as a man came to the doorway and Gary took him out before he had a chance to shoot. There were more coming and he’d never make it up the ladder before he was killed, so he jumped down and set himself against the frame of the door, covering Diego so he could get away.




Chapter Seven

Tommy saw someone running and he set his rifle on the rock that he was sitting behind, aiming but not firing in case it was one of his men, and once he got closer, Tommy threw down the gun and moved from behind the rock, taking off at a dead run.
Once Diego got close enough, Tommy saw he was bloody and beaten and he didn’t jump in his arms like he’d wanted. He did grab him into a tight hug and that made Diego groan, “Ow! Fuck, that hurts but I don’t care. Are you okay, Tommy?”
“Me? I’m fine! What did those mother fuckers do to you?”
“I’m okay, just sore.”
Tommy kissed him tenderly, unwilling to hurt him, and hugged him again. “God. I missed you. I was so worried.”
His eyes opened as Diego returned the concern, and he realized he didn’t see Gary running to them. “Where’s Gary?”
Diego pushed him back and turned to stare. “Fuck. I thought he was right behind me. He jumped down to cover me, but he must not have gotten out right away.”
“We have to go get him!”
“Tommy, we can’t! They know I’m gone, more will be coming soon! We have to get out of here!”
“He didn’t leave you there!”
Diego nodded and confessed, “I know, babe, but if we go back there right now, we’re dead.”
Just then, he pointed. “Where is the car?”
“It’s a couple miles back.”
“Go get it, baby. Either that’s him coming, or they are about to come down on us like a ton of bricks.”
Tommy ran off, running faster than he ever had in his life and once he got to the car, he jumped in and started the engine, he set his foot on the gas pedal as far as it would go and headed straight for where his men were.
Once he got close, he saw a jeep in the distance and a man running just ahead of it. The men in the jeep were firing weapons and barely missing who Tommy knew was Gary. Then, he saw something remarkable. Diego was firing as well, and he took out the driver of the jeep, causing the vehicle to make a sharp turn to the left, then it started to roll, making a dust cloud that blocked the jeep entirely.
Tommy passed Diego and got to Gary, letting him get into the car, then he turned around sharply to pick up Diego. When they were both in the car, he started speeding away, no direction in mind except away from the other jeeps that were coming in the far distance.
“Tommy, take this first right and head east,” Gary yelled, pulling out his phone. To whoever he called, he said, “I need a place to lay low. Give me something.”
Diego leaned over the seat and set his hand on Tommy’s shoulder. “Are you okay?”
“I’m fine. Are you? What did they do to you?”
“They just roughed me up because I was fighting them. I’m fine. Bruised rib, maybe, some bumps and bruises.”
Tommy was so relieved, but nothing was over yet. Not by a long shot.
Gary ended his call and told Tommy, “I’ve got us a place, but we need a new car. They know this one.”
“Where are we getting a new one?”
“Go to a shopping center. Head back to Paz but go to the eastern end of town. If Crowley’s men or the cartel see us, we’re dead.”
“Why can’t we just go back to the plane and go home?”
Diego was the one to answer that. “Babe, that’s exactly what they’d expect. They’ll have the airports surrounded with their men. Buses, the road to the US, all will be watched. We’re not leaving Mexico. Not yet, anyway.”
Tommy’s entire body broke out in a sweat.
Gary continued, “They’re going to see it like we stole two million dollars from them. I know that’s not what happened, but that’s exactly how they’ll see it. They won’t stop until they get that two million or they’re all fucking dead.”
“We’re not going to kill all those people, are we?”
“No, Tommy. We’re not. Then another group will be after us to show how tough they are, killing the people that killed their competition. No, we’ll play it cool.”
Diego asked Gary, “Let me use the phone. I have to warn Mike and Daniel about this.”
Tommy’s mind was blank of everything except the need to keep the two men in the car with him safe, though he suspected both of them would like to hide him under a bed to make sure he didn’t get a scratch.
“Daniel, hey, it’s Diego, and yeah, I’m fine and out of captivity, but they’re gonna be angry and could come after you all. Get to different safe houses, right now. Make sure Mike and his family are in an entirely different place. We’ll call when we have news. Tommy and Gary and me, we’re all fine. Don’t worry.”
When he hung up, Gary threw back at him, “Didn’t know nice college boys lied like that.”
“When it’s necessary,” he clipped, then told Tommy, “Daniel and everyone is fine, but they’ll be better once this is over. While they’re in hiding, they can’t do business.”
“Again, why don’t we get some people down here and handle our own business?”
Gary answered, “Crowley is working for people that are major. Some in the government. If we’re going to get out of here alive, and stop them hunting us, we’ve got to stay here, in Mexico and deal with it ourselves. Bringing more people into it will only escalate it.”
“How the fuck can this escalate? Seriously, Gary?”
“It can, Tommy. It can. Be patient. I have a few contacts down here that can keep us safe, at least until I can figure out how to end this.”
“Give them the money,” Diego suggested.
“That’s one option, and easy to do, sure, but like I told Tommy, they would have taken it and killed you if we’d have paid while they still had you. You know that, right, college boy? Or didn’t they teach that in your etiquette classes?”
Diego ignored that and reasoned, “If we pay, then somehow get back to the states, it’s not going to be profitable for them to come and get us. I can scrape up the money, but it’s getting it to them that will be the tricky part.”
“You don’t know their reach, and frankly, neither do I. Until we’re sure they’re not coming after us and the people we care about, we can’t take the chance of going home.” To Diego, he gritted, “And I have the money to pay them. I’ll do it once we figure it out.”
“Blood money?”
“This from the guy who is the consiglieri for a mob family? You couldn’t get a high paying job in a big New York firm?”
Tommy glanced in the rearview, seeing Diego clenching his jaw, ready to give him a stinging retort that could only end in a physical confrontation. “Can you two please stop with the pissing contest? Fuck!”
Gary was glaring at Diego, but he kept his mouth shut, and Diego sat back, staring out the window. Tommy wanted to scream at them both, but he liked the silence for the moment.
Gary got another call after they’d been driving twenty minutes and once he was off the phone, he told them, “We get a car at a carwash they directed me to. The workers already know to pass us one as it comes off the line, then we take that to an address that’ll be left in the glove compartment.”
“And how do we know these people won’t turn us over to the cartel? They stand to make money if they do.”
Gary growled and informed Diego, “This man was in my unit during my first merc gig. I saved his life. Believe me, he’s not turning us in.”
“Like Diego just did for you? And you just did for Diego?” Tommy was already frustrated with them and the adventure from hell had just begun. “Stop with this while we’re stuck in this fucking car together.”
Diego’s eyes met him in the rearview, at least the one eye that wasn’t swollen shut and he lowered his gaze in shame. “Sorry, Tom.”
“It’s the adrenaline,” Gary reasoned. “We’ll chill out before long. Just drive.”
They found the carwash with no trouble and Gary got out, speaking in Spanish to a man standing at the end of the tunnel where the cars exited from the carwash. He opened the passenger door and told the two, “Follow me once I get the car. We’ll unload our shit and leave this car there.”
Tommy nodded to him and waited until the dark minivan came out of the tunnel, and watched Gary nod to the man he’d been speaking with before hopping in and pulling out into the road.
They followed him a few blocks, then Gary turned down a road and went around the block and started back on the same road. “What the fuck is he doing? Is he lost?”
“No. Javi taught us this. It’s evading anyone that could be following you. It’s in the same category of never going home the same way twice in a row, park in parking lots and watch for other people not getting out of their cars, stuff like that.”
“I hate that you know all that, Tommy.”
Tommy knew that. He may be the consiglieri of the family, but he wished Tommy would go to college and get a safer job, one that wouldn’t get him shot. “I know.”
“Are…are you really okay? I mean…what did you two…?”
“We didn’t fuck, Diego. I was a little preoccupied being worried about my boyfriend. Not that I would have anyway. I’ve never cheated on you.”
“I know that, Tommy. I’m just…”
“I know. I’m sorry about all of this. I feel like it’s my fault this even happened to you.”
“Whether you’d dated him in the past or not, Tom, if Javi asked me to help his friend, I would have. This wasn’t on you.”
“Still feels that way.”
Diego moved up and leaned over the seat. “You said boyfriend. Am I still?”
Tommy smiled, though the memory of the kiss Gary gave him before running off to save Diego lingered. “Yeah, you are.”
“And Gary?”
He hadn’t told Diego he’d made a choice, but he didn’t feel like he could say it then. It felt like something changed, but he didn’t know what. He still didn’t want to choose Gary over Diego, but he wasn’t sure about anything. “Gary is what he is. He just saved your life. I know you saved his too, but I’m grateful to him. Can’t I just be grateful for a while instead of having this conversation?”
“Sorry, Tom. Yeah, you need to feel whatever you need to feel right now. We have time for the rest. Hopefully, anyway.”
He chuckled at that. “You mean if a cartel doesn’t hunt us down and skin us alive?”
“Yeah, that would be it.”
He’d missed Diego the short time they’d been apart. His easy mile and bright eyes. “Where’d you learn to shoot like that?”
“Just because the mafia side of my family disowned us, didn’t mean I wasn’t raised around bad asses. My uncle on my dad’s side was special forces.”
That pang Tommy had when he heard of someone’s family, a good family that helped out their own and was there for them, it came then but he pushed it away. “Thanks. For saving him.”
“I’m not a dick, Tom. I didn’t do it for you, either.”
“I know. That’s what makes you so fucking good.”
Diego kissed him on the cheek as he drove and whispered to him, “I hate that you’re having to be here for all this, but I can’t think of anyone I’d want to go through it with more.”
“Me too.”
They parked in a small lot and Gary looked around before signaling them to get out and transfer their things, including all the weapons, to the minivan. He got back in and drove, leaving Tommy able to get into the backseat with Diego and check over his wounds. “If there isn’t peroxide and bandages there, we need to get some, Gary.”
“We shouldn’t leave at all, but I doubt there will be food for us for more than a day, so I’ll have to. You two will stay behind and watch out for anyone else pulling into the yard.”
The house was on its own, the closest house two large fields away from it. Gary motioned for them to get out as he walked the perimeter, making certain they were alone, and safe.
They unloaded the back of the minivan quickly, Tommy insisting on carrying the heaviest of the bags. The outside wasn’t great, stucco falling off the chicken wire, windows paned and dusty. The inside, however, was horrible. The fifty-year-old wallpaper, that used to be avocado green and orange diamonds, was peeling from the walls, the carpeting was filthy and matted down, turd brown in color.
The rooms were tiny, and the kitchen was only a sink, old electric stove, apartment sized, and a half-fridge that was working but noisy, like it would go out any moment. The bathroom had a deeply stained tub to match the brownish-orange stained toilet, cracked mirror over the sink that stuck out from the wall at a slant.
It was home for however long, though, and he’d feel safer there than in the high class hotel they stayed in where Diego had gotten taken. “There’re bunk beds in the bedroom, so you two take those and I’ll fumigate that couch and take that,” Gary said as he stuck his head into the bathroom. “Definitely getting some cleaning shit. I’m going to the store now. You have a cap in your bag?”
“Yeah, a black one, that may be at the bottom.”
Instead of moving, Gary stared at him. “You okay with all this?”
“Yeah. I guess. I’m not thrilled we’re all in danger, but I’m not freaking out or anything.”
He took a step into the bathroom and touched Tommy’s arm. “I never thought you were. I know you’ve had a rough couple days is all.”
Tommy wanted nothing more than to collapse in his arms. That wasn’t going to happen. “Thanks, but I’m fine. As can be, anyway. Go get some cleaning stuff and I’ll get this place livable.”
His hand dropped and he cast his eyes down. “Yeah. Yeah, I’ll go now.”
Diego was heading in as Gary left and Gary purposely shoulder-checked him. Diego rolled his good eye and kept quiet about it. “What was that all about?”
“He was just checking on me. Like you’re doing now.”
He expected a sarcastic comment, but of course he didn’t get one. Not from Diego. “Good. He can’t be all bad if he’s concerned about you.”
Tommy wrapped his arms around Diego’s neck and lay his head on his shoulder. “I was so worried about you. Fuck, the pictures that were going through my mind…”
“I am fine, babe. I’m tougher than you think. I choose not to show it like some people who won’t be named.”
He got a kiss to the neck and then Diego whispered to him, “Need help cleaning this place?”
“You’ve been tortured enough for one day. Go lay down and start to heal that handsome face.”
Once Diego left, Tommy checked out of the windows, looking for anyone who might be watching them. There was nothing and no one all the way around the house. Even the closest house that he could see out of the west side’s windows looked deserted.
Gary didn’t take long, and as soon as he was back in the house, Tommy unloaded the bags, and set the cleaning products on the stove. The labels were all in Spanish. “I guess I’ll have to smell them all to figure out what they are.”
“I’ll translate if you run into trouble. They’re pretty self-explanatory. Bleach, ammonia, sponges, and paper towels. There’s some abrasive cleaner in that bottle there, like Comet or Ajax. I figure that would be best for that toilet, sink, and tub.”
“Good call.”
The one bag held the medical supplies for Diego, including two prescriptions. “What’s are these?”
“Antibiotics and pain killers. He’s not feeling it yet, but in the morning, he’s going to be in a lot of pain.”
Tommy blinked at him, confused. “How’d you get them?”
“It’s pretty easy here. Doctor’s office next to the pharmacy, I went in, told them I had an STI and they gave me the scripts. It’s a common complaint of Americans down here.”
Tommy laughed and then sobered, telling him, “Thank you. I didn’t…expect this.”
“I’m not a total asshole.”
“I knew that, but you do go out of your way trying to convince everyone else you are.”
Gary winked at him, showing some teeth as he grinned. “Keep everyone at arm’s length.”
Tommy wasn’t sharing his playfulness. “Except me? Is that why you left? You let me in too close?”
“Yeah, Tommy. It was.” Lost was his smile and the mischief in his eyes. “I was scared and I’m not a man to be scared. I ran off for the first time in my life instead of standing and fighting. And you traded me in as soon as I was gone, so maybe I had good reason to run.”
He was striking out and Tommy knew that. “It was months before I even met Diego, but I have a feeling you knew that. I have this feeling that Javi kept you up on all the shit I was doing.”
“He’s my friend. He told me whether I wanted to hear it or not.”
He grabbed the bag with the medicines in it and started for the bedroom. “I need to take care of Diego.”
“Yeah. You do that.”




Chapter Eight

The cut needed stitches, but he’d never done that to anyone before, and didn’t think he had the stomach for it. “Maybe Gary can stitch this up.”
“I’m sure he’d enjoy that.”
Tommy laughed and gave him one of each of the pills. “After the pain killer kicks in, I’ll ask him.”
“Maybe I’ll have a scar. That’ll help me look tougher, huh?”
“You don’t need a scar to look tough.”
“Sure. I’ve been called a pretty boy all my life. Even as a kid, my mom called me pretty. I hated it. Still hate it.”
Tommy had never had that problem. After he cleaned up the rest of his cuts that weren’t as deep, he lifted Diego’s shirt to check on the ribs and saw a nasty bruise there. “Are you sure they’re not broken?”
“I’ve had a broken rib before, Tom. Believe me, I’d know it.”
“Okay. Well, I think you’ll live. Let me ask Gary.”
“Ask me what?” Gary asked from the doorway.
Tommy turned and explained, “He needs stitches. I’ve never done that.”
He pushed himself off the jamb and said, “Get me the sewing kit in my bag.”
Tommy didn’t like leaving the two alone, but he wanted it done and over with.
After he got back to the room with the sewing kit, he saw Gary with a pint of whiskey in his hand. “You’re not drinking before you do this.”
“It’s to sterilize the thread. Then I’ll drink it.”
Diego lay his head down, looking nervous, but told Tommy, “Babe, go check around for us while he does this. We’ll take turns keeping watch tonight. Since Gary’s drinking and you look like you are ready to pass out, I’ll take first watch.”
“You’re the one that’s been beaten.”
“Exactly. The pain will keep me awake. Go check around then kick back on the couch until he’s finished with me.”
All he could do was nod and he walked off, nervous to leave them alone again, but the couch did look comfortable, despite being disgusting. Anything would look comfortable, because Diego was right. He was about to fall asleep walking.
****
Diego tensed under his hand, which he’d placed on the man’s hard chest. Without his shirt, he was even prettier than with it, and Gary started to see a little of what Tommy saw in him. Well, besides his sweet disposition. Actually, that was one of the things he didn’t understand. Tommy was so submissive, liked it hard and rough, but he couldn’t see Diego so much as giving him a light slap to his ass.
“Have your fun,” Diego said after taking a long breath.
“I gotta admit, I will enjoy this.”
He got a nervous chuckle from him.
“I’m glad you sent him out of here. He’s had enough today,” Gary whispered, knowing that if Tommy heard, he’d be pissed.
Diego stared up at him, barely flinching as he pierced his skin with the needle.
Gary asked him, “What?”
“Nothing, just…you do love him. I can see it. I didn’t think so, not before, but you care about him. A lot.”
Gary thought of Tommy, of their short but miraculous time together. Never in his life had he felt so much for any man. “Yeah, well, it’s a moot point now.”
“What do you mean?”
He didn’t know if Diego was putting him on or if he really didn’t know. “He made his choice.”
“Again, what are you talking about?”
“He chose you, and with his reasoning, I can’t blame him. It’s fucking true.”
“What’s the reason?”
He went a little hard on the third stitch and Diego jumped.
“Sorry.”
“Fuck that, tell me what his reasoning was.”
After swallowing and slowing down on his stitching, he told Diego, “The fact that he could have slept with either one of us in that hotel, left his room and hit up either of us to fuck him, but he could have only counted on one of us to be there in the morning. You.”
Diego looked off at the wall while Gary finished the last stitch. Then he surprised him by saying, “Why don’t I think that’s the case any longer?”
It was true. Gary had felt what missing Tommy was like, and he hated it. He thought at first that he was just great in bed and fun to be around, nothing more. The longer those days went when they were together, though, the more he knew that he was falling in love for the first time in his life.
“Like I said, moot point now. He’s made his choice, and even I agree with it. So treat him good, make him happy, or I’ll fucking kill you.”
Another smile twitched his lips. “You’d like to kill me right now.”
“Tell me about it.”
When he was finished, Diego went into the bathroom to clean up and Gary found Tommy on the couch, asleep. He didn’t have a blanket, so Gary got his jacket from his pack and lay it over him. He was much bigger than Tommy, so it covered a good portion of him.
Diego walked up beside him. “He’s special.”
“Yeah. Hard knocks all his life. Only took people giving a shit about him to turn him around and make him…so good.”
“I guess we have the bunks.”
Gary laughed silently and purred, “I’ll take top.”
“Yeah, I figured you’d call top.”
“Always.”
He did climb to the top bunk, but Diego was taking the watch, so he lay alone in the room for the first three hours, and sleep refused to take him. He finished the pint and all that did was make his thoughts cascade into his tear ducts, making tears spill over his cheeks. He was facing the wall, in case Diego entered the room, but he couldn’t hide his shaking.
He’d run from Tommy, yeah, but he’d thought about him every minute of every damn day. The one guy who’d haunted his dreams, who was in his heart and refused to leave. That was Tommy.
When he’d found out Tommy had someone, it had hurt more than he thought anything could. No bullet or knife, no punch in the face had ever hurt him, and then one skinny young man comes along and tears him apart from the inside out and he went on a two-week bender.
After sobering up, he’d found a message from Crowley on his phone, but he’d ignored the message. It wasn’t until he lost the other person he loved that he thought about going back to Crowley, going on missions that would kill off what little remained of his soul.
And then, there he was, not only confronted with the guy he loved, but the one who’d gone in and picked up the pieces. He couldn’t compete with that. Diego didn’t leave, wouldn’t. Diego was one of those do-gooders that would spend his life making Tommy happy, which was exactly what he deserved.
If he had a brain in his head, or a little more of that soul he’d slowly been killing off all these years, he’d walk away when all of it was over and let the two of them be happy. He’d let himself be selfless for the first time in his life and let Tommy have true happiness instead of the constant anxiety Gary would leave him.
Every time he thought of him, though, Tommy’s shy but strong heart, he wanted to die at the thought of leaving him again. The one person who’d gotten in and refused to leave, and his selfishness won over once more. He wanted to stay, fight for Tommy, and come out the winner.
When it was his turn for watch, the whiskey had cleared from his head and he watched out of each window, grip tight on the rifle he held. All of the worry over whom Tommy would love in the end would be for not, as none of them would survive to get to that point if he didn’t come up with a plan to get them out of here.
Tommy woke at close to four in the morning, and without a word, took the rifle from him.
In the near-dark, Gary didn’t move from in front of him for a long time. They’d never needed words. Tommy’s eyes said more than his shyness would allow his voice to say most of the time. In those eyes, Gary saw it. He still had a chance. It may be slight, and Tommy may think he’d made up his mind, but there, as they connected again, Gary’s heart gave a heavy thump and he thought that maybe it wasn’t over yet.
He went to the bedroom and got on the top bunk, and this time, he let himself be taken by sleep immediately. It was maybe only a glimmer of hope, and possibly only an illusion at that, but it was all that was needed to let him rest.
****
The new light coming through the window told him it was early, maybe around five, but Diego rubbed his eyes and decided to get up anyway. He heard the gentle snores from above him and knew Gary was sleeping soundly, so he made his move to talk to Tommy without fear of being overheard.
Tommy was in the kitchen, a newly clean kitchen, and there were eggs on the stove and instant coffee sitting by three empty cups. “Instant. Maybe the first thing we do when we’re out of this mess and back in the states is to hit Starbucks.”
“Don’t mention Starbucks. I have been putting off drinking the instant as it is, but I need the caffeine.”
Diego took the water that was boiling gently in the pan and poured it into two of the cups, adding heaping spoons of the coffee to each. “I, uh, need to talk to you, babe.”
“About?”
Tommy took the coffee and blew on it before taking a sip. His eyes never left Diego’s and he knew they wouldn’t until he got it out. Tommy was like that, down to business, and curious as hell.
They sat together at the table and Tommy reached over to feather a finger over his swollen eye. “That looks painful.”
“It’s not too bad. Actually, it’s nothing compared to how much it hurts, thinking about what I’m going to say.”
“Wow, that serious? Better get it out then.”
He chuckled at that, knowing Tommy was serious, but he was straight forward. Diego tried to be, but at times like those, he stumbled. “Okay, yeah, get it out. Gary told me about you making your choice. He said you chose me.”
Tommy’s eyes lowered to the table and stayed there. That was the moment Diego knew he was right in doing what he was about to do.
“Yeah, well, I want you to take some more time with it. Your decision.” Tommy’s eyes met his again, but they were narrow, suspicious, and shocked. “I mean, I am so fucking happy that was your choice, I am, but things are changing, and I never want you to resent me, Tommy. I see the way you two look at each other. I’m not blind, and you don’t know now. You don’t know he wouldn’t be there in the morning, and because you don’t know, you’ll always wonder. Take your time. Doesn’t look like we’re going to get out of this anytime soon. I just can’t take the victory lap knowing that in a year or ten, you’ll look back and regret it.”
“I’d never regret being with you, Diego.”
“I’m not saying you would. I know you love me, babe. I just know you love him too, and when you’re stuck between two people, if you choose one too hastily, you will second guess yourself forever. I don’t win that way. We all lose that way.”
Tommy got up from his chair, coffee forgotten, and sat on Diego’s lap, holding him as he brought his mouth in to give Diego a soft kiss. “I do love you. I’d regret leaving you for him, but you’re right. I was already second guessing myself, and I hate myself for that. You’re the better choice by far.”
“As long as I’m still in the running, I’ll be happy, babe. The only thing in the world I truly want, though, when it is all over and you’ve chosen, is that you’re happy. That’s all I really want for you, whether it’s me that makes you that way…or him.”
Nodding against his cheek, he whispered, “Why does all of this have to be so hard and hurt so much?”
“Love isn’t the happy thing most dream it to be. It’s hard, it hurts, and it’s killed more people than any disease ever has, but that’s the thing. It’s worth it. To have that person in your life that loves you, really loves you, it’s all worth it.”
“I guess when he gets up, I should tell him.”
“Do when I’m not around. If I see him being smug, I may shoot him and end the whole thing real quick.”
Tommy laughed at that, and he did as well, but down deep, he knew he wasn’t kidding.




Chapter Nine

Gary got up thirsty, found the two casually sipping coffee in the kitchen and became instantly annoyed. He wasn’t one to analyze his feelings or he may have realized it was jealousy. The way they just fit together, the two of them, sitting like they belonged there…
“Has anyone bothered to check the perimeter lately, or is your coffee break more important?”
Tommy rolled his eyes at him and smarted, “We were waiting for orders, Captain.”
That made him chuckle and he went to the cup on the counter, scowling at the instant coffee. “How old are those eggs?”
“A couple hours. I can make some fresh.”
“I don’t need a fucking wife, Tom. I can make my own eggs.”
“Someone is cranky when he wakes up,” Diego quipped, then told Tommy, “I’ll leave you to tell him the good news. Maybe that’ll kill his shitty disposition.”
As he watched Diego leave the room, he thought again how he wanted to put a bullet in his head, but that would win him no points with Tommy. “What’s he talking about? Good news?”
“I’d tell you, but you’re in such a bad mood, I don’t know if you deserve it.”
After throwing out the old eggs, he started the pan heating as he crack two into it. “I don’t deserve a lot of things, Tom. What the fuck are you keeping from me? You found us a way out of this shitshow?”
He felt Tommy moving in behind him and he tensed. “No. I just wanted to tell you Diego talked me out of choosing him. He wants me to wait until I’m sure about both of you.”
His eyes closed and he felt his lungs seize, unable to take in air. The words hit him, but he focused on the wrong ones. When he could breathe again, he sneered, “Oh, did he? How fucking big of him.”
“Gary! Stop!”
He spun around and saw Tommy’s eyes with tears and his mood changed immediately. He let down his defenses and whispered, “Sorry. I’m sorry. The stress of all this, you, him, the fucking cartel…”
“I get that, but stop hating him. I can’t take it!”
It wasn’t so much that he hated him, he didn’t trust him. Something was off, and he’d kept that in the background of his mind, fearing it was only his jealousy over Tommy, but it wasn’t just that. “I’ll try, okay? And…for what it’s worth, I’m glad. I’m glad I might have another shot with you.”
“Well, you won’t if you don’t stop your shit with Diego. You might be competing with him, but you wouldn’t be if he hadn’t told me to give you another chance.”
It took everything he had not to smash his mouth to Tommy’s, but he didn’t want to push it. “Okay. Like I said, I’ll try. For you.”
Tommy swiped the back of his hand over his tears and smiled suddenly. “See, there’s that good guy you try so hard to hide.”
“Yeah, you and very few others get to see it, so keep my secret. I have a reputation.”
Once Tommy left the kitchen, Gary took his overcooked eggs from the heat and set them on one of the cleaner plates in the lone cabinet that barely hung on the wall. Once they were safe from burning, he took out his phone and kept his eye on the door to make sure he wasn’t disturbed.
Calling Lollie Madison, self-named, one of two women that were his go-tos for information gathering, he waited until she answered in her usual way, “What the fuck do you want?”
“Yeah, Lollie, Gary. I need a favor. I need a complete background check on a guy named Diego Gomez. I don’t have a date of birth, but he’s maybe thirty to thirty-five, lived in Rhode Island, has a few degrees, he says, in law and business. He’s related to Mia Guccia, cousin, who married Michael Montello. Other than that, he’s a fucking mystery. Change that for me, huh?”
“Not much to go on,” she said, but added, “I’ll have everything you need to know in an hour.”
“That long? You’re slipping.”
“Fuck you, corporal douchebag. I’ll lower your credit score, so they won’t even finance you a Japanese car on payments.”
“Ouch. That hurts. Thanks, Lollie.”
“Yeah, whatever.”
With that taken care of, he ate quickly and took his pistol to the backdoor, hollering to the other two, “I’m going to look around outside.”
Tommy ran into the kitchen and asked, “Need some help?”
“To look around? No. Call Javi and let him know we’re still safe and we need a fucking plan.”
“I thought you’d have one by now.”
He started out the door, growling, “Me too.”
The sun was hot as fuck and his mood was quickly getting worse. The nagging feeling that Diego was hiding something wouldn’t leave him. The jeep that had been chasing him had to be five hundred meters at least. Unless him hitting the driver, with the sun shining on the windshield, was a lucky shot, it took military training to get that good. That was a sniper shot.
No one that went out once in a while with an uncle was a crack shot like that.
The sweat pouring down his face didn’t bother him, but the horseflies that were buzzing around him that were the size of small tanks did. He checked over the area, and saw they were still clear to stay, at least another day. After that, they’d move on, for safety.
His phone jingled and he saw it was Javi. “Hey.”
“Gary, how are you? Tommy called, said everything was fine, but he didn’t sound fine.”
“We’re safe, if that’s what you’re asking. He’s with his ex and his current boyfriend, trying to make up his mind which one of us he wants the most.”
“Ouch. Gotcha. That’s not getting in the way of the rest of it, is it?”
Gary wanted to say a definite no, but he couldn’t lie like that. He didn’t think it was endangering them, but it was on their minds. “Javi, it is what it is, and we’re safe. I can’t promise more than that right now. Do you have any suggestions on how to get out of this? I mean, it’s been batted around that we pay them and get across somehow, hoping they won’t come after us. That makes the Montello family look weak, though. Might have more than them coming after you if we do that.”
“I thought of that, too. If we don’t, though, we risk them coming after us anyway. Daniel and I have been trying to figure some things out, and when we land on something, you three will be the first to know. Until then, I have a couple contacts down there too. When yours run dry, I have some backups.”
“Much appreciated. Hey, if you and Daniel don’t work out, can we go back to being fuck buddies? It was a much less complicated life back then.”
“Yeah, it was, but my complication makes me happy. So would yours, if you got your head out of your ass.”
Smirking, Gary reminded, “My complication has a complication of his own, Javi. Or did you forget that part?”
“No, but maybe you three should just jump in together. Would be hot.”
Retching, Gary groaned, “Fuck right off, Duran! I wouldn’t suck him with your mouth.”
“Your loss. Talk soon, asshole.”
“Back at you, dick.”
Tommy was napping when Lollie called back, and he left the living room where Diego was lying back on the couch. Once he was back outside with the heat and flies, he answered the phone.
“So?”
“Well, everything you told me was right on the money. He’s thirty-five, though, not three, but you were close enough. He does have multiple degrees in law and business, the highest is a Masters in law. He wanted to teach on the east coast, at least that what his yearbook stated, but he moved to Colorado a few months back. I’m guessing you knew that, too.
“Mother, Italian, part of the Guccia family, major crime syndicate, Father, Josiah Gomez, born in a little fishing village in Spain called Lastres. One sister, married to a man named Falconari.”
“Anything about military duty?”
“No, none. Though, it is strange that there are a few years he was off the grid entirely. He didn’t start college until he was twenty-five, and from high school to that age, I don’t have work records. There’s nothing on his social security anyway. I didn’t think much about it. He wasn’t rich, but his family was comfortable. Maybe he traveled for a few years before buckling down in school. I know some people that did something similar.”
That didn’t seem like him at all. He was all about responsibility and duty, at least that was how he acted. “Find out. Check to see if his passport was used during those years, rentals for apartments, if he purchased a car he may have traveled with. Check on his paternal uncle, one that supposedly was in special forces. I don’t know what branch but guessing Army. Anything, Lollie. Please.”
“I’m gonna charge you a fortune for this, but I’ll have it within another hour at the most.”
“Thanks, Lollie.”
He stuffed the phone back in his pocket and went inside, hoping he didn’t look as suspicious as he felt. Tipping off Diego that he was looking into his past, that would be bad enough, but letting Tommy know would be catastrophic. Unless and until he had something concrete, his search had to be kept under wraps.
Old habits are hard to break, however. Once he hit the living room, he leaned on the arch doorway and stared daggers at Diego.
Glancing over, Diego huffed, “What now?”
“Just wondering some things. Your uncle. How often did he take you shooting? You’re good.”
Diego shifted on the couch, then sat up completely, avoiding his eyes. “Enough. He took me enough. Anything else?”
“What do you mean? I was just wondering.”
Diego stood and tried to walk by him, but Gary got in his face, stopping his progress.
“Move the fuck out of the way. Do you think this is helping your case with Tommy?”
“No, but that isn’t my priority right now. I’m dealing with a life-threatening situation here, and I like to know who I’m working with. I don’t like being in these situations with people I don’t trust, and I don’t trust you. That has nothing to do with Tommy.”
With a sarcastic smirk on his pretty face, Diego scoffed, “Sure, it doesn’t.”
“The fact I don’t want him with someone that has secrets, yeah, that part is about him.”
“You should talk! Your whole life is covering things up for yourself or other people. You kill people for a living and you’re questioning me?”
All of it was completely valid. “And? See, I don’t hide any of that. My shit is out on the table. Tommy knows about it, shit, even you do. What I don’t know is how you shoot like a sniper. College boys don’t shoot like snipers. College boy.”
Diego’s eyes changed. Gone was that bright, innocent stare he seemed to always have, and they turned deadly. Gary had seen that look many times, mostly in the mirror. The man had seen death.
“Would you like to see how many other tricks I learned from my uncle? You’re getting really close to seeing everything in my fucking repertoire.”
Gary laughed maliciously. “I knew it. Those years, after high school, you weren’t just traveling around, seeing the world, huh?”
Diego’s brows shot straight up, and he whispered, “Checking up on me?”
“Yeah. And soon I’ll know everything. You want to tell me first?”
“What I’d really like to do is cut you into little pieces and feed them to lions at the zoo. If I didn’t love that man in the bedroom, it’s exactly what I’d do to you.”
“I’m scared,” Gary hissed, then smiled.
“Actually, you should be.”




Chapter Ten

After rubbing the sleep from his eyes, Tommy left the comfort of the bed to see if anything had happened while he was sleeping. When he got in the living room and saw the two staring each other down, reminding him of bulls ready to charge one another, he huffed, “What the fuck is going on in here now?”
Diego was the one that answered, “Nothing, Tommy.”
“No, no, college boy, don’t lie to him. Tell him about those years when you were in the wind! Tell him how you learned to shoot better than men trained by the best army in the world.”
Tommy hated that they couldn’t get along even for an hour, it seemed, but Tommy was curious about what Gary was saying. “What are you talking about?”
Moving from Gary, Diego turned his back on the both of them. “Fuck!”
Gary gritted, “I fucking knew it.”
“Knew what, Gary? What the fuck gave you the right to check up on him?”
Spinning to face him, Gary pled, “Tommy, please, I am worried about you, that’s it. And I’m worried about who we’re putting our life on the line for. What if this fucker has some ties to these people?”
Before Tommy could say a thing to all that, Diego said, without turning, “Not likely. They’re the wrong color for my old associates.”
Feeling his entire body grow cold, Tommy stared at the back of his head and tried to find the words that Gary found easily. “What’s that mean?”
Diego finally faced them and nodded to the couch. “You might want to sit down for this. Tom, if you want me gone after, I won’t blame you.”
He couldn’t imagine what Diego would have to confess that would cause him to leave, but he sat with Gary on the couch and shoved his hands between his thighs to keep them from shaking. “What’s going on, Diego?”
Diego sat in front of them on the coffee table, but he wouldn’t meet their eyes. Gary was anxious, his leg bouncing, and Tommy wanted to punch him for it. He was excited that his competition might be swept away without a fight.
“Fuck, I never wanted anyone to know about this. I’m…I’m ashamed. It was a part of my life I’d change if I could.”
“We all have those moments,” Gary said in a surprise statement. His voice was nearly sympathetic. “Go on.”
Diego looked up at him, confused, and Gary’s words seemed to help him go on easier. “Yeah, but this isn’t taking my dad’s car without permission or cheating on some test. I was involved in a militia.”
Groaning, Gary turned his head away from Tommy, and Tommy sat, more confused than ever. “What does that mean, exactly? What kind of militia?”
“The worst kind, Tom. See, my uncle was special forces in the Army, airborne ranger, to be exact. He was proud, did everything his country asked of him, but they did things to him that made him sick. Chemicals, something in the shots they gave him before he traveled overseas, he had a million theories. It turned him a little crazy, but he was my uncle and my idol. The guy was so tough, big, strong. My dad, see, he was quiet, reasonable. A young kid like I was when Uncle Lem came out of the army? I wanted to be just like him.
“He, uh, didn’t trust the government after that, of course. He got involved with some guys that led him straight for this militia in Montana. They had this compound and Uncle Lem went there to live. My parents, they didn’t know about those things, and they let me go there to visit the summers after my sophomore and junior years in high school.”
“Bad idea,” Gary said, finally looking back at Diego. “I suppose it wasn’t just the government they hated, by the way you spoke earlier.”
“Of course not. Anyone of color was the enemy. With Lem’s last name, he had to prove he was from Europe and not some country in central or south America. Once he did, though, he rose to the top ranks of the group and they started planning some bad shit. Starting small, they hurt people, Muslims, blacks, Latinos, anyone that they felt were a threat to them and their way of life. They believed that the US was a white country and for it to be perfect, they had to rid it of the minorities that had fucked it up.”
Tommy felt sick to his stomach. “Including gay people. Your uncle didn’t know about you, did he?”
“No. They were all about the bible and their guns. I knew better than to let on about my sexuality. They got to me, though, those summers. So much so that I joined up with them as soon as I finished high school. My parents wanted me to go to college, but Uncle Lem talked me out of it. He said they’d fill my head with lies, rewrite the good white history of this country. I was sucked into all of it, but really, I didn’t know. I thought it was all talk and they just wanted to live apart of the rest of society, training for the third world war. It was exciting and I was good at nearly everything they trained me to do, like shooting.”
“When did you finally see it wasn’t right?”
Diego looked to Gary and confessed, “When I went with them one night and they caught a Muslim man, beat him, and left him for dead in the woods. It became real for me then. I knew I couldn’t just walk away, either. We were a hundred miles from anything, and only certain people could leave the compound without permission. I had to wait and bide my time. It was a year before I got the chance to leave.”
Tommy knew he’d throw up if he heard more, but the more Diego went on, the easier it seemed for him. Supporting him was important for Tommy, though his words were hard to hear.
“I saw their hypocrisy daily. They hated the Muslims, thought they wanted to enact their laws into the US. The thing was, they wanted to do the same. They wanted the bible to be the law of the land. Guns, bibles, and to overthrow the government and make their own. It was pathetic. Kids being taught to shoot barely after they could walk, no real schooling, only biblical and anti-government classes. Women were second-class citizens but none seemed to notice or mind! It was a hard lesson, but I learned it, and once I had my chance to leave I did and never looked back.
“I got home and started college. I wanted to be skeptical of everything they were teaching, but I did my own research. I spoke to people of color, hearing their experiences. I…I was so ashamed; I swore it would go with me to the grave.”
Tommy turned his head to Gary, who looked sick himself. Sick with guilt. “I’m sorry, Diego, and I think Gary is, too. You were young and stupid. I mean, shit, you’re in good company. I followed a guy I thought was my best friend, a guy who I was in love with, even though he treated me like dog shit. I let him talk me into being a fucking thief, putting my freedom on the line just to please him.”
Gary piped in, “And I became a fucking mercenary. If two people would understand, I think you’re looking at them. I’m sorry. I had to know, though. I hope you can understand that.”
“You were looking out for Tommy. I can appreciate that.”
The ice began to melt in the room between the two men. Tommy was amazed at that, a horrible confession and it seemed to bring them closer. Gary, for the first time, likely saw him as more of an equal. He’d been envious of Diego for having this charmed life, he knew. College, parents that had stayed together and happy, money…but in reality, he’d gone through things he wanted to forget, just like Gary had.
Gary rose from the couch, and surprised them both again by laying a hand on Diego’s shoulder and whispering, “Sorry, man.”
Tommy followed him out of the room after kissing Diego’s cheek and telling him to wait there. Gary went into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bottom bunk. “Gary, are you okay?”
“I fucked up. I was so sure. And I was right, but…fuck, Tommy. Just choose him already, once and for all. He’s the better choice, you know he is.”
He sat next to him and admitted, “I was thinking the opposite. You’ve always been honest with me, except when you left and didn’t tell me the real reason. Then, you were so worried about me picking him, and his secrets, you did something that could have very well have blown up in your face. I could be really pissed at you, but I know why you did it. He lied to me, and I know why, sure, but he did.”
“Don’t, Tommy. He did have a good reason. You wouldn’t want to admit that shit to anyone, either. I don’t know what the hell I’m doing here, Tommy.”
He took Gary’s hand, and, in his most sincere voice, he confirmed, “You’re here because I love you. I never stopped. I’m sorry I love two guys, but I do. I’m the one that feels fucked up for it. You have no reason to.”
“You’re too damn good for either of us, Tommy.”
“Yeah, but that doesn’t change anything,” he teased, grinning wildly.
Gary’s phone rang and he answered, “Yeah.”
As he listened, he was nodding and then he assured, “We’ll be out of here in two hours. Clear the way for us.”
Tommy sighed, knowing they’d be running again, so when Gary ended the call, he asked, “Where to now?”
“South. Pretty far south. They’re doing sweeps of neighborhoods, so we can’t be in the city at all.”
“Great.”
“And they’re looking for a blond and two brunet men. Mind shaving your head?”
Absently running his hand over his short, straight hair, he knew he’d miss it. “I’m going to look like a skinhead.”
“Don’t say that in front of Diego.”
Tommy smiled and shook his head. “Does everyone have weirdness or just the guys I fall for?”
“Just the guys you fall for,” he confirmed, laughing. “Get that razor and get busy. I’ll let Diego know.”
****
Diego was staring out the window when Gary entered the room to tell him, “Gotta shave or dye your hair. Sorry.”
Without turning, Diego confirmed, “Figured we’d have to eventually. You gonna shave?”
“Face, not hair. I’m more recognizable with it shaved, being that’s how I kept it when I worked with Crowley most of the time.”
A slow nod was all his response, and Gary could feel the sadness and guilt coming off him in waves. He’d felt those so often in his life, he knew it well. Gary stepped beside him and soothed, “He didn’t stop loving you. That should help.”
“It doesn’t. He’ll look at me funny from now on.”
“Maybe, but he’ll respect you for coming clean. He’ll respect you for leaving of your own free will, back when you did. You could have stayed there, become one of those dipshits, but you didn’t. You made something of yourself. More than I did.”
“You saved the world. Javi and Daniel told me what you and the rest of your men have been doing the last couple of years. Taking out those people who were going to spread a disease that would kill off all but those they chose to keep alive.”
Gary growled, “It was a job and it made me a ton of money. Don’t try to canonize me.”
“Why not? You’re look good in papal robes and a halo.”
Diego turned to face him, and they were close. He could smell the mint scent of his breath coming through his parted lips. It was sexy as hell and reminded him of what Javi had said to him. The three of them…
It was too insane to think about but at that moment, with Diego’s eyes on his lips, his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down as he stared, it didn’t seem so crazy.
“I should go shave,” he said in a voice that was hoarse and thick.
“Yeah, go on,” he agreed, turning away from him. “Don’t be too shocked when you see Tommy. He had to shave his head, too.”
“He’ll look hot.”
Breathing out a chuckle, Gary seconded that. “Yeah, he will.”
When he left the room, Gary could finally catch his breath. The room had been so heavy, so thick, and it was the sexual energy in the room. It made sense. Hatred and anger were forms of passion, after all. It wasn’t something he’d think on long, but for that moment, he let it linger, caressing his imagination.
Then, he heard something behind him and turned to see Tommy running a hand over his shaved head. “I look ridiculous.”
No, he didn’t. Diego forgotten, Gary couldn’t resist, couldn’t have stopped if he tried, and he didn’t try. He moved to him and grabbed his face, planting a hot kiss on his lips and sliding his tongue against Tommy’s seductively. “Damn, Diego was right. You look fucking hot.”
“You’re both crazy.”
“That’s been established.”
Tommy was blushing wildly, and his smile told Gary that the kiss wasn’t out of bounds. “Diego will be finished, so lay off the kissing.”
“Yeah, I know, but I couldn’t help it.”
Tommy surprised him by reaching down and cupping his quickly rising cock. “Just checking to see if you really think I’m hot.”
He growled a laugh and pushed him away. “Little fucker.”
“Yeah.”
He sent Tommy to pack up the food and medicine they had collected while there and he went to pack the weapons. Walking in on Diego, looking even better shaved than with his luxurious soft hair, Gary swallowed and tried to think of what he’d been trying to do.
“I look okay, I guess, by the size of the wood in your pants.”
He was snitched on again by his own dick. “Yeah, I’m gay, you’re hot, it’s such a stretch,” he grumbled, confused as to why he was suddenly defensive around the guy. He rushed away and started loading the guns from the closet into the duffle and realized he’d just run from Diego. Like a fucking coward, afraid of his own attraction, he’d run.
“Stupid. He’s your competition, not some date. Jesus, Gary, get it together.”




Chapter Eleven

Being stuck in a vehicle together after Diego’s confession made for a quiet ride. The radio didn’t work, so all the noise they heard was the tires rolling on the pavement. Tommy kept waiting for a snide comment from Gary, or Diego to ask if he was okay, or any sort of loving gesture he was used to from Diego.
None came.
There was something, however, that broke through the silence of the drive. The air was thick with sexual energy. Without provocation, his dick kept getting hard, and at first, he didn’t understand it, but then it became clear.
More than once, sitting beside Gary in the front seat, he caught Gary glancing in the rearview, and not at the road stretching out behind them. He was stealing looks at Diego.
As his mind started wrapping around what was going on, he found himself curious as hell. The two of them, some weird attraction that spawned from intense hatred. It made no sense, but then again, it made perfect sense.
He decided to be the one to finally break the quiet. “Where are we going?”
Diego answered, “Never talk about it with groups of more than two, Tommy. In case you get separated and one gets caught and tortured for information on the others.”
Gary’s jaw popped before he gritted out, “Very good. Looks like the white supremacists taught you well.”
“So, we’re back to this?”
The tension from before hit new levels and the van swerved as Gary glared over his shoulder. “I was giving you a fucking compliment.”
“Okay! We don’t talk about it,” Tommy yelled. “Fuck, why don’t the two of you fuck already and get over this snapping at each other.”
He wanted to take it back as soon as his mouth had closed. They were both staring at him slack-jawed, and he turned his head away from them both.
Gary growled, “What the fuck are you talking about, Tommy?”
Gary was demanding, but Tommy didn’t have an answer. If they didn’t know they wanted to fuck each other, he sure as hell wouldn’t be the one to clue them in.
“Nothing, okay? Nothing, just, Jesus, I thought you two had buried your shit, and if anything, it’s gotten worse.”
“Shit, babe, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize,” Diego groaned. “I’m sorry, Gary, for my part of it.”
“I didn’t have a fucking part of it! You didn’t either! So, we’re a little stressed and we snapped at each other! Big fucking deal, Tommy.”
Tommy started to laugh uncontrollably, feeling it bubbling up from deep inside him, and he knew the other two were staring at him like he’d lost it, but he didn’t care. Not a bit. It felt good, and it took a while, but they joined him, Gary finally pulling the van over, his eyes tearing too hard to see the road.
“Ouch,” Diego said from where he was laying in the back, holding his stomach. “This hurts! Stop!”
“Oh, fuck, Tommy, you’re killing him in the back and my stomach feels like Godzilla punched it. What the fuck?”
Tommy wiped his eyes on his sleeve and told them both, “You two and your fucking tension! If it’s not murderous, it’s sexual. What’s up with you guys, really?”
The laughter died and Gary set his hands back on the wheel, ready to take off again.
Tommy reached over to stop him from placing the van into drive. “Really. Talk to me.”
“The way I figure it,” Diego started, “we displaced our anger and it had nowhere to go. It’ll calm itself.”
Tommy wasn’t buying that. Diego may be smarter than him, but he didn’t seem to be great at self-analysis. “Why don’t we talk about it when we get where we’re going. It can’t be safe to be out here on the side of the road.”
Gary nodded curtly, getting back on the road. If Tommy thought the quiet was bad before, it was nothing to after that conversation.
They passed by a few small towns, but Gary never slowed. When he said way south, he meant it. When they were over three hundred miles south of San Luis de la Paz, Gary finally stopped for gas.
“Tommy, you pump, okay?”
“Sure, Gary.”
The pump was old, numbers turning on wheels to show how much gas was being pumped instead of the digital he was used to. Gary was walking far from the van, his phone to his ear. Tommy figured he was finding out where they’d stay. When he took his eyes from Gary, he looked at Diego in the van. He was resting his head on his arm as he stared out into nowhere.
They were both acting crazy, totally unlike themselves. Diego never moped, never went so long without some kind of loving gesture in Tommy’s direction. He couldn’t blame him, though. He’d been kidnapped, his boyfriend was trying to choose between him and his ex…
Tommy was surprised he was sticking around at all.
Then there was Gary, and he had the best chance of making it on his own and there he was, taking care of the three of them.
His heart was torn, his head a mess and he needed to talk to someone about it. Seeing Gary speaking intensely on the phone told Tommy what he needed to do. Outside council, someone that was separate of the threesome they’d become to talk to that could help him sort out his raging feelings.
Once Gary was off the phone and the gas was pumped, they drove through the little town of Chiautla de Tapia. Tommy was still in awe, watching people from another country, how they lived, the completely different feeling there than he experienced in most places he’d been in the states. It was like a celebration, groups of people together, smiling, laughing, the scents of food cooking drifting through the open car windows. Gary stopped at a little outdoor market and together they picked out fresh fruits and vegetables, some jars of menudo, posole, and some chili sauces. Gary spoke to them easily, smiling with them as he made the purchases. The people were so accommodating, happy that he was buying their goods, shaking hands with him, Diego, and Tommy, showing them handmade clothing and shoes.
By the time they got through in the town, the back of the van was nearly full, and the townsfolk followed the van as it moved slowly toward the highway, waving, smiling in on them through the windows. Tommy felt like a celebrity.
With the full directions, Gary drove them down the highway another fifty miles, then turned off into nowhere. Tommy grew nervous at first, worried that Gary’s connections had turned on him and were leading them into the wilderness to be killed.
Diego seemed to share that suspicion. “Gary, you are truly sure of these people who are helping us?”
“I am, and I know what you’re both thinking right now. It’s better if we’re somewhere that they can’t easily find us. Mike and Daniel are talking to some of their associates to get us out of this, so until they do that, we should be as far from cameras and people as we can be.”
It made sense, but it didn’t alleviate his fears much.
Another ten miles passed before they came to the destination, and once they did, Tommy leaned forward, gasping at what he was seeing. “What the hell?”
The huge estate, Gary told him later was called a hacienda, had several buildings surrounded by a tall, thick terra cotta fence. The big house was two stories and spread out in the center, there was what looked to be a church, small, but stained glass and steeple unmistakable.
Diego got out and started walking around, in awe, like Tommy.
“This is an old plantation. They used to grow sorghum and sugarcane, and there are still avocado trees behind the servants quarters, my contact said. The big house isn’t very livable right now, but there is a house that is fully functional where the caretakers lived until the gentleman passed last year. That’s where we’ll be.”
Tommy was itching to explore the big house and church, but he promised himself that he’d have time to do that later. The one part he missed about robbing homes was simply seeing the different places where people spent their lives. Exploring, looking into closets and seeing a piece of the lives of the people who lived in the homes, he loved that.
They unloaded the van into the small house where they would be staying. There were two bedrooms, a nice, large kitchen with a wood burning stove and ice box. An actual ice box, where a large piece of ice would be stored in the center to keep the food cold as it slowly melted.
“Back in my thieving days, I would have wanted to steal this. This would go for a fortune.”
Gary asked, “Would have wanted to steal it?”
Tommy informed him bitterly, “All Lee was interested in was electronics and jewelry. He thought he was some big-time jewel thief. He was an idiot.”
“Sounds like.”
The house was simple, but still beautiful. The walls were painted brilliant colors of sun yellow, dark chocolate brown, turquoise, and the floors were shining cherrywood. The bathroom had an old-fashioned pull chain, the tank the same beautiful cherry as the floors, and the sink was a pump sink, the same as there was in the kitchen.
“He said there is plenty of water in the tanks. Used to be well water, but they changed it to tanks in the eighties or something.”
Diego asked Gary, “How does he or she know so much about this place?”
“His parents used to be the caretakers. This is where he sends a lot of people who need to hide out. The owner lived in Chile, he has no kids, so my connection may inherit the place.”
Diego nodded toward the servants’ homes, which were no bigger than shacks. “The indigenous lived there. They were basically slaves if I’m not mistaken.”
Gary gave him a nod and confirmed, “You’re not. They were as fucked up to them here as they were in the states. Still are, all up and down Central and South America.”
Tommy didn’t know anything about what they were talking about, barely understanding what indigenous meant.
Diego and Gary walked over to them, giving Tommy the leave he had wanted to go off by himself. Killing two birds with one stone, he headed first for the chapel, eager to explore, but he also took out his phone to call Daniel.
“Hey, Tommy, it’s so good to hear from you. We’ve been going nuts, worried. Are you okay?”
“Yeah, we’re good. Well, physically, anyway. I’m just glad you gave me a secure phone, man, because if I couldn’t talk to someone right now, I’m not going to be so great.”
“Gary again?”
Huffing, Tommy reached the huge front doors of the chapel and placed a hand on one as he retorted, annoyed, “It’s both, Daniel, and if you are going to have your mind made up, pushing me to Diego instead of listening, then this conversation is going nowhere.”
“Sorry! I guess I just like Diego, but I’m here! I’m listening, I promise.”
The doors he stood in front of were thick wood, ornately carved with diminishing squares in rows of four, all the way from the top to the bottom. Tommy thought they were the most beautiful doors he’d ever seen.
“Tommy?”
“Sorry, I’m exploring. This place is…I don’t know, magical.”
“Well, great, maybe it’ll turn Gary into a more loving and romantic guy or Diego into a rougher guy so you can have the best of both worlds in whoever you choose.”
Tommy sat on the step and laughed at that. “Actually, I might get the best of both worlds, if what’s in my head could happen. I mean, it’s insane and it would never work, but that never stopped me from dreaming, right?”
“What the fuck are you talking about? This situation has made you nuts.”
“I can’t argue with that. I…there seems to be something between Diego and Gary. I mean, I could be imagining it, but I don’t think so.”
“Hatred? The fact they want to kill each other?”
“No,” Tommy argued, picking a yellow wildflower and taking a sniff of the spicy scent of it. “I think they’re…I think they’re hot for each other.”
For a minute, Daniel didn’t respond, and when he did, it was a noise and not words. “Huh.”
“That’s it?”
Daniel chuckle and admitted, “Javi brought that up, that you three should just become a…what did he call it? Oh, a throuple.”
“What’s a throuple?”
“It’s a couple, but with three people. I thought he was crazy, but maybe you both have a point. That’s if they actually are hot for each other and it’s not you projecting what you’d like to happen.”
Tommy thought about that as he saw Diego walking around the other side of the courtyard. “I could be, I guess, but I don’t think so. Diego admitted something to us, after Gary pushed him into it. After that, Gary was sympathetic to him, and, I don’t know, something changed. Now, though, they feel it and they’re back to sniping at each other like two old women.”
“Huh.”
“Jesus, Daniel, can you give me more than huh? I have no clue what to do. You’re the smart one, tell me what to do.”
“You’re smart too, Tommy. You saw what was happening, and if you were as clueless as you credit yourself to be, you wouldn’t have noticed it at all. The only thing I can think of is turn them on, like make them crazy hot but don’t give either one of them any ass. Then, they’ll have to turn to each other to kill their blue balls.”
Sitting up straight, it was as if a bright light started shining over his head. “Are you a fucking genius or what?”
“Now, wait, Tommy. This could backfire on you and they may go back to wanting to kill each other. I know that Javi and me, we’d fucking kill anyone that got too close to the other, and Gary is a lot like that, as well. Gary’s Javi’s friend, yeah, but Diego is part of the Montello family, the consiglieri. If something happened to him with all this, and it was Gary that did it, we’d…”
“Have to take him out, I get it, Daniel.” He thought of the shot Diego had taken, taking out the driver of the jeep chasing Gary, and all he’d told them about his past and assured, “I think Diego can take care of himself. I’ll be careful, though, I swear.”




Chapter Twelve

Inside the chapel, Tommy felt like he was walking into another century. Over the pews and podium were sheets and tarps to keep them safe from the elements. It wasn’t huge, six pews on each side of the semi-circular room. The rounded part was the far end of the main area, and there was a ceiling to floor mosaic that surrounded two indentures, one with Jesus on the cross, the other with Mother Mary, right below her son.
The colors in the mosaic were beautiful shades of cobalt and deep greens. On the side of this was an organ that he saw once he took the tarp from the top of it, and once he saw it, he thought he could hear the organ music echoing in the domed room.
There were wooden crosses on either side of the podium and the upper area was separated from the pews by a railing that had more of the glass tiles used in the mosaic lining each spindle.
The stained-glass windows, two on each side, were biblical stories. One was the birth of baby Jesus, Mary gazing at her child in the manger while Joseph looked down on them. Another was Noah standing guard while the animals walked into the ark. The one that caught him, however, was where he stood and stared the longest. It was the story that hadn’t come to pass back in those times. It was revelation. He’d heard the stories so many time from his zealous grandparents he could recite them.
Michael, the archangel was in the glass, dressed in white robes, holding a sword high and ready to pierce Satan. Satan was horned and cloven hoofed in the glass, all black and menacing, wicked smile on his lips as if he wasn’t worried about the sword about to plunge into his heart.
With a shiver, Tommy tried to look away but stared a while longer before tearing himself from it to look at the other glass, the one much less intimidating of Adam and Eve in the garden.
He’d never been religious, far from it, but there, in that chapel, he thought he could feel an entity that was good and peace and everything he’d searched for his whole life. Maybe it was the room itself, or maybe there, where people once prayed for their most desperate needs and for those they loved, God really lived.
“Beautiful, isn’t it?”
He turned to see Diego walking slowly up the aisle, gazing all around him, but pointing to the beams that were arched over the ceiling. “The craftsmanship is amazing. This was built before power tools, so can you imagine the work that went into each part of this building?”
“I was just thinking that.”
Gary came in behind Diego and even his steps slowed, and his eyes moved around the room, taking in the quiet beauty. “Wow. This is intense.”
“I hope it’s okay that we’re in here, because I haven’t felt so mellow since this started,” Tommy whispered.
Diego nodded to him and agreed, “I hope so. I’d love to get some pictures of this place to hang in my house.”
“As long as it doesn’t show the location, I don’t see that to be a problem, and anywhere we want to go is fine, as long as we don’t take anything or fuck anything up. I told my friend we’d take care of a few things that need done here, if either of you can swing a hammer.”
“I’d love to help,” Tommy volunteered. “Anything. They’re saving our lives.”
“I’m up for it, too. Anything they need us to do.”
Gary didn’t meet Diego’s eyes but told him, “Thanks.” To Tommy, he avoided his stare, too. “You should get some rest, Tom. We really shouldn’t have to take watches, but I’d like to anyway. If you’re up for it, I’d like you on first watch.”
“Sure, Gary, whatever you need.”
It gave him time to think, so it was perfect. Regrettably leaving the chapel, he went into the little house, seeing more of the beauty of it since seeing the chapel. The walls were thick, keeping out the stifling heat, but more than that, they were full of color, of texture. He was used to flat drywall with a coat of white or beige paint. The walls of the homes there, in this colorful country, were alive, like they absorbed the happiness of the people inside the home. There were gentle arches between rooms, not closed doors, and when there was a door, it was thick and beautiful, not some rectangle of hollow wood.
The beds in both bedrooms were high, stairs next to them to climb on top of the thick mattress. The bedspread on the one in the room he chose was a bright, rust orange with blue and deep green pillows covering the top half. There were rugs on each side that matched the colors of the bed. It was like heading to sleep in a garden, the colors were so alive.
He didn’t plan to fall asleep when he lay on the bed, but it was so comfortable, he couldn’t help it. The stress and exhaustion hitting him and carrying him to a deep, relaxed sleep.
****
Gary got on the phone with Javi, hoping to have good news. “Tell me you have a plan.”
“I do. Well, we do, as a collective. Mike has some great friendships with other families. They’re stepping in to try to work out a deal. Even they said they probably see the money as being stolen from them and will want one or all of you as an example to anyone else thinking of stealing.”
“Yeah, and Crowley sticking his nose in, likely egging them on, that can’t be helping.”
“We’ll soon see. It’ll take a few days to get ahold of them and work shit out. Are you safe? You have everything you need?”
“We have weapons, food, and a place to lay our heads. We’re fine.”
“Good, then I can get on to the rest of it. How are you and the other two you’re with? Are you ready to kill Diego?”
“We’ve had this conversation, Javi. I know he’s important to your organization. I’m not killing him.”
Javi was chuckling, but Gary didn’t see the humor. “Good. And Tommy?”
The name alone sent waves of heartache through him. “I’m no good for him, Javi. It’s one of the biggest reasons I left in the first place. Look what happened seeing him again? His fucking life’s in danger.”
“He’s the bodyguard of a mafia don. You don’t think his life will always be in danger? You love him. I had the same reservations with Daniel, but it worked out. Why? Because we made it work out. We are still working things out.”
“Good for you, but you were also ready, Javi. I wasn’t, and I doubt I am now.”
“You’re fooling yourself, but you’ll learn, Gary. I only wish you the peace and happiness you deserve, buddy. I love you, man. Take care of yourself while you’re trying to keep Tommy safe. I know you want to do anything you can, but remember, you have people who care about you, too.”
“That list is getting shorter all the time, Javi, but I get you. I love you too, papi.”
“Shut up,” he laughed. “Talk to you soon.”
“The sooner the better.”
When he ended the call and shoved the phone back into his pocket, he saw Diego wandering the grounds.
The gardens hadn’t been kept up as well as they probably once were, but the caretakers had done a pretty amazing job of it, nonetheless. There were roses, which were not easy to grow in the intense heat that could befall the area. Organ pipe cactus lined the terra cotta wall, golden barrel cactus, agave, and yucca in front of those. Brahea trees with their fanned fronds gave shade over the perfectly placed wrought iron and wood benches and bistro tables.
Begonias, bromeliads, orchids, all lent splashes of brilliant color in the center of the greens of the cacti and palms. And Diego seemed to blend in with the garden, like he was meant to be there.
His beauty, Gary couldn’t deny it, lent another layer to the already serene and peaceful place. As he walked through the paths marked by the moss covered stepping stones, Gary followed, trying not to be seen.
As Diego reached to touch a furry leaf of a Mexican red sunflower, his gesture was gentle, purposeful. It was as if he wanted to experience every bit of the garden, smelling flowers, touching leaves and bark. His gait was slow, and his eyes moved all around him, a smile playing at his lips.
Yes, he was beautiful beyond reason. There was no doubt that had attracted Tommy to him, because it was hard not to be attracted to him. From being a part of a racist militia, he’d experienced the crass and brutal parts of life, leaving that behind to become at peace with himself. If only Gary could.
Following Diego around the courtyard and garden, he tried to learn about him, see beyond his beauty. It was impossible. Everything about him was beauty.
Then Gary saw something that took his breath and set a block of stone on his chest, hurting him so deeply, he had to sit on one of the benches to keep his knees from buckling and send him crashing to the ground.
It was a flower. Sure, it was native to the country, beautiful, but it brought back so many memories, he was being suffocated from them. He didn’t know how long he stared at it, but it was long enough for Diego to be there, surprising him. “Poinsettia. They’re lovely in a garden. We don’t get to see them in this setting often.”
He sat next to Gary on the bench and there was silence for a long time, but then, inexplicably, Gary started to tell Diego why the flower meant so much to him.
“My mom, she loved them. She loved everything about Christmas, though. It was her favorite holiday, her favorite time of year, and she had to make sure she got a poinsettia to put on the table every year. She was terrible with plants, killed them practically before she got them through the door, but these, they’d last at least until New Year. I think that’s one reason she loved them so much, they didn’t give up on her until it was time,” he said, laughing sadly.
“She sounds like she was wonderful.”
“She was. You know, she had me when she was fifteen. Got pregnant, my dad left the minute she told him. He was older, in his early twenties, and didn’t want anything to do with a kid, but I think it was the fact that there was proof of statutory rape, too.”
“That would be great proof,” Diego whispered, disgusted. “What a winner.”
“Yeah. It didn’t matter to her, though. She wanted me, took off from her parents, who were pressuring her to give me up for adoption. She collected enough money for a bus ticket to Vegas. See, she was a dancer. Her dream was to be a ballerina, had been in dance classes since she was a little girl. But, she said that changed the minute she knew I was coming. She told me I became her new dream.”
Diego reached for it, brushing a finger over the petal. “I like her already.”
“There was nothing not to like. She was beautiful, long dark hair and electric blue eyes. She lied about her age and got a job as a chorus line dancer at one of the casinos. She danced for all kinds of celebrities shows, made a lot of money, enough to get us a nice place, raise me with anything I could need. She worked hard, but always had time for me.”
“That couldn’t have been easy.”
“No. She worked nights, so she was home during the day. It was easy once I was in school, she could sleep, but weekends and holidays, she’d stay awake to make sure I was taken care of. I’d see her so tired sometimes, she’d fall asleep at the table while we were having lunch. But then she’d laugh it off and pretend she was fine.”
Diego nodded and told him, “When Javi told us she’d passed, he said that’s what sent you back to your old life.”
“I wanted to erase it all. I didn’t know how to live in a world where that wonderful woman wasn’t. She was my rock, always there for me, no matter what.” He was near tears and refused to let Diego see that, so he suggested, “Why don’t you go catch a nap? I’ll keep watch.”
“Sure. I’ll take the couch so you can have the other bedroom.”
He was about to argue, but Diego was already up and walking away, and he knew his voice would crack, showing his emotions. Instead he nodded and felt the first tear falling.
****
The dream came on him hard, and it felt so real, it woke him up before the part he actually wanted to dream.
Tommy sat up in bed, covered in a thick sheen of sweat as he thought back on it, shivering. It started out calmly. He was in the chapel, the peace of his earlier time there coming over him again. There were a few differences though, like there were candles, hundreds of them, and they were all lit, shadows moving on the walls from the flickering of all the flames.
Tommy was in the center of the domed room, and suddenly he felt as if he was being watched.
Spinning around to the podium, he saw them, and he stepped back in fear. Diego was there, but he had wings, was dressed in brilliant white robes, and he was holding a huge sword, a sword that shone with the lights from all the candles, nearly blinding him.
It was as if he didn’t notice Tommy was there, his sole focus was on the man under him.
Gary.
Gary was barely dressed, black pair of tight pants the only garment, but he did have black wings on his back, dark, twisted horns on his head and a sneer as he glared at Diego. His weapon was an assault rifle, the magazine hanging from it must have had ten thousand rounds of ammunition.
They were about to kill each other, and Tommy was in agony as he looked on. Though they didn’t move an inch, Tommy felt the impending fight, and he had to stop it, had to make up his mind at last, and when it came, it came out as a silent scream. Open mouth but no sounds would come.
He kept trying, and as he did, movement came, and he heard the click of the gun about to fire, felt the wind of Diego’s wings as they flapped once, and he dove into the center of himself to get out the words, “I want you both!”
Immediately, the dream changed and both men were walking down the aisle toward him. Diego still dressed in his white robes, Gary dressed in the tight, black pants, but they were no longer fighting, they were heading to him, lust glowing in their eyes.
Tommy was still afraid, taking a step back, but there was nowhere to go. He was backed up to the chapel doors and they were locked. He pushed back and they wouldn’t budge.
Diego reached him first, hands on his waist, and he felt them, the heat of his hands, so he looked down at himself and saw he was naked. That frightened him more, he had no defenses against them, he was theirs, and they were going to take full advantage.
Gary was there next, grabbing a fistful of hair to move his head, and he then was kissing Tommy, biting each lip, growling a menacing sound. As Diego tenderly nibbled an earlobe, Gary reached for Tommy’s cock and his eyes rolled back into his head, his knees weakened and he was dropping, falling— and that was when his eyes opened and he woke, panting.
As he swung his legs over the edge of the bed, he smiled, understanding what his subconscious was telling him. He wanted them both. There was no further doubt in his mind.
Not only did he want them, he felt he needed them both. Tommy had learned much about himself once Lee was dead and he was allowed to think about himself instead of only Lee. He now realized he needed the peace and the chaos. He needed the gentle as well as the rough. There were two sides of him, just like most people, and since he’d never embraced either of them, they both needed nurturing.
Now…there was only the how. How the hell would be get them both to agree to it?
He had a thought, and it was possibly the craziest thought he’d ever had, but it made perfect sense to him. He saw that there was something between them, an attraction at the very least. Passion ran high, the sexual energy thick.
What if he upped the ante? If he pushed it to where they couldn’t resist one another any longer?
Tommy knew it could backfire; badly. One could finally kill the other for real. As much as that scared him, his dream moved him to consider trying.
He went into the living room looking for them, and found Diego lying on the couch. He was just waking, rolling onto his side to face out into the room where Tommy stood.
“Hey,” he called in a gravelly voice.
“Hey,” Tommy returned, then sought the strength that was hiding very well in that moment to do what he’d made up his mind to do.
First, however, he asked, “Where’s Gary?”
“Outside last I saw. He decided to take first watch, so I came and crashed.” Diego sat up and that is when Tommy felt his strength surge.
Before Diego could try to get off the couch, Tommy rushed there, straddling his lap and pushing Diego against the back, moving in to kiss him deeply. Diego’s body stiffened at first, but he gave himself over quickly, kissing Tommy back and holding his hips with both hands.
It had been a while since they’d made love, and Tommy had missed his touch. It wasn’t a chore to follow through on his plans, as it meant he got to be close to the man again, holding his stubbled cheeks in his hands, caressing his tongue against Diego’s.
He felt Diego’s cock stiffen against his own, and he moved his hips, rubbing them against one another, groaning into his mouth. Diego pushed him a little, separating their mouths enough for him to ask, “Tommy, what is this?”
“I’m kissing my boyfriend,” he answered simply, moving his mouth back to kiss Diego.
He put up little resistance, which told Tommy all he needed to know. He was grinding up on Tommy’s dick, his breathing was so fast, Tommy was surprised he wasn’t passing out, but it wouldn’t go on much longer. Diego needed, he’d been ramped up so high lately, the slightest touch was causing him to keen. Tommy felt it coming from him, his desperation, but like Tommy, he’d never express it in words. Like Gary, they were physical beings, and the one thing they all three had in common was their desperation for one another. Such quiet desperation.
He moved off Diego suddenly, and started from the room. “Tom!”
“I need to go check something. I’ll be back.”
The whimper Diego made was precious and Tommy had to hold in his victorious laughter as he went into the bathroom, shut and locked the door, then started pumping water into the sink to splash cool water on his face.
He ended up soaking his shirt, and still his erection was persisting. After he sat on the lid of the toilet, he tried to calm himself, denying his urge to find Gary and do the same to him. In the end, he gave into his urge and went outside to hunt his man down.
When he found Gary at the corner of the property, sitting under a nice shady palm, Tommy sat beside him on the bench and laid his hand on Gary’s thigh. “Beautiful place.”
Gary was staring at Tommy’s hand. “Yeah. Sure is.”
As he moved it up, sliding seductively toward Gary’s crotch, he turned a little, enough to take a painful nibble of Gary’s neck.
He was sweating, his skin hot from walking around the grounds. The scent of him, male, animal, it made Tommy wonder if in his ruse, he’d be the one to cave and let each of them have him, totally killing his intentions.
“Tommy, what the fuck?”
“Don’t question it.”
He sucked a bit, cupping Gary’s hardening cock through his jeans and then breathed there, something he knew made Gary crazy.
Gary tried to manhandle him, pulling him up onto his lap, holding him still while he started to make out with him, and Tommy’s resistance waned, but he kept Diego in the front of his thoughts.
Wrenching away from Gary was a lot harder than it had been Diego, as Gary almost refused to let go, but finally, when he was on his feet, slowing his heavy breathing, Gary bitched, “You cannot leave me like this, Tommy. What the hell are you trying to do?”
“Because I wanted to kiss you?”
“You did more than kiss me and you know it. Are you seriously going to leave me with blue balls?”
Another smile widened on his lips and he felt like he’d broken the tape on a finish line. “I’m not the only one here that you can fuck, Gary. Maybe it’s time you two realize I’m not some fucking toy you can fight over until you tear me apart.”
He ran off, which he hadn’t intended, but the emotion of it finally caught up to him. Instead of going to the house, where he knew Diego was, he headed to the chapel, where the dream was centered.
Once he got inside, he took the sheet from one of the pews, so he could sit there and think. Well, thinking wasn’t exactly what he wanted to do. Every thought in his head was pushed away to be taken over by the two men. He could feel both of their mouths on his still, smell each of them on his hands and clothes. 
Maybe a church was not the best place to think of the two men he wanted and loved. It didn’t matter. This was the only place he felt like he could think of them. The dream was fuzzy in his mind, images blurred and fading, but the feeling from it was still as clear as when he woke.
He wanted both of them, and if he couldn’t have both, he’d give them up and be alone. It was easier to think of being without them than to lose either one of them.




Chapter Thirteen

Diego found Gary and told him to get some sleep, that he’d take over the watch. The lingering effects of Tommy’s seduction was bothering him, keeping him on edge. Gary looked good, better than he remembered from earlier that day, and he knew why. Diego was looking at him with lust, seeing everything male about him and wanting to experience all of it.
Gary was avoiding his eyes again, and Diego noticed his erection. It couldn’t continue the way it was, and he knew it, but the dance they were doing was too dangerous. They could not only lose Tommy if they succumbed to their desires but lose themselves in the process. For as much as they had in common, they had different ways of viewing the world.
He did something that could ease both the lust and the tension. He hoped it would be taken the right way, that Gary would understand. Or, it was possible, that Diego was doing it for all the wrong reasons. He was fighting with his own emotions as well as his needs, and losing on both fronts.
Tommy exited the church as Diego was turning the corner nearby. With his brow furrowed, Tommy looked as though he had the weight of the world on his shoulders, and why not? Not only were they running from people who would kill them in the slowest, most painful ways, but the three of them were stumbling through a black hole of doubt in what roles they played with each of the other men.
He followed Tommy a bit to see him wandering, and Diego could see he was troubled, was thinking about things. He knew why. Trying to choose between them, knowing he wanted both. Diego would have laughed in someone’s face if a week ago they’d suggested he share Tommy with a man who killed people for a living.
And then, a few days later, it’s all he could seem to think about.
The thought of Tommy and Gary, having them in his bed, having them in his arms, making them both feel special and wanted, cared for, loved…they were so thick they were weighing down his very being.
Sitting on the bench across from the bromeliads, he tried to live inside that bright orange color of the flowers, taste it with every part of him.
Like an alcoholic living in a bottle, Diego left his problems in things, beautiful things. He’d learned it all those years ago on the compound, as he heard gunfire and people talking about blowing up those people they hated. He’d find a wildflower, a bird perched on the branch of a tree, and he’d let himself live inside it for a few seconds or hours. Taking on the peace of that thing, that animal, ignoring the ugliness around him, or the stress heavy on his chest.
He hadn’t had to do that in a long time, escape that way. And he didn’t want to escape Tommy or Gary. He wanted to escape the thoughts, that no matter how much they wanted to be together, it wouldn’t work. They were too different, and he’d never ask Gary to change, as he wouldn’t want to change for him.
****
Staring at it for ten minutes, that was all he could do. Thoughts left his head, and he was nothing but a huge ball of emotions.
And Gary McIntyre did not give into his emotions.
The poinsettia was freshly transplanted, in a clay pot that were plentiful around the place. He’d seen a hundred empty ones, some broken, in neat stacks along several of the paths. What he’d never expected was to find one in the bedroom where he’d gone to get some shut eye, filled with the plant he’d so recently confessed reminded him of his mother.
Diego. It was obvious he’d done it as a beautiful gesture. To have that tiny piece of his mother there with him, in such a stressful time. It overwhelmed him and he wanted to hunt the man down and get on his knees, confessing that the second he’d seen it, his heart had been freed of a lot of pain.
The soft petals, lightly furred, the color, striking red, he could almost hear his mother singing Christmas carols as she decorated the house. Red, she’d used a lot of red and gold in their home to brighten it from the soft beige of the walls and greys of the furnishings that graced their home the rest of the year. For a month, there was color and music, playful Santas with rosy cheeks and smiling snowmen.
He let a couple tears fall before brushing the rest from his eyes. It could never work, the three of them. Having Tommy dare him to do it, then finding the flower in his room, like the world was working against him. It was working to push him into something that would leave him more broken than he’d gone into it.
His phone went off and he answered it with as strong a voice as he could muster. “McIntyre.”
“Gary, it’s me, Javi. The Carrillo family in California has been working with us to help. You were right about the fact the cartel feels like it had the money stolen from them and they won’t back down from it.”
“I’ll pay the fuckers. Will that keep Tommy…Tommy and Diego safe?”
There was a silence on the phone that read to him that something big was coming.
“Tell me, Javi! What the fuck do these people want?”
“Gary, shit, man, they want blood.” Gary let his arm with the phone drop for a moment as he let it sink in, though he’d been expecting it. He knew the money would never be enough. When he got the phone back to his ear, Javi said, “They lost some men, I guess, when you broke Diego out of where they had him.”
“Yeah, I popped a few, and Diego got some when they were chasing me.”
“Yeah, well, they say we’re lucky they’re just asking for one. They want one of you to bring the money to them, and once it’s delivered, they’re going to kill him, whoever it is.”
Gary’s eyes closed. It was exactly what he’d expected to hear. “Yeah. Figured. I’ll handle it.”
“Gary, just because this is their demand does not mean that is what we’re doing! Don’t you dare go and sacrifice yourself!”
“If not, Javi, they’re going to hunt us down and kill all three of us and you know it, or worse, the minute any of you come out of hiding, you’ve got targets on your heads. They may not be the biggest cartel south of the border, Javi, but that makes them more dangerous. You know as well as I do that they will do whatever it takes to climb that ladder, and taking out American mob bosses and anyone associated with them is a big boost for their reputations.”
“I’m not losing you or anyone else to these mother fuckers, Gary. I’m ordering you to stand the fuck down! Let us handle this!”
He hated to do it, to leave what could be the last words with his friend contentious, but Javi wouldn’t accept his goodbye, no matter how he tried to say it. He lowered his arm again, and with his thumb, ended the call.
The next time his arm rose, it was to call Crowley. The phone rang twice and when Crowley answered, the smug sound of his voice infuriated Gary. “I knew I’d be hearing from you.”
“I knew you’d know all about what’s going on, too. Why, Crowley? We’ve worked together years, had each other’s backs. Why are you doing this?”
“You’ve gone soft, McIntyre. You’re no good to me now, and if I can make some headway with these Mexican fucks, I’m going to. You knew you’d meet your end like this.”
Gary nodded, clenching his jaw. Pushing aside all he wanted to say, he thought to get it over with. “Where do I take the money?”
“I’ll call you tomorrow afternoon with the directions. Can’t have you setting it up so you have men there, can I?”
So, it was him making all the plans, probably pushing for it. “I’ll be ready.”
“It was good working with you, McIntyre. Time to retire.”
He ended the call before he told Crowley what a piece of shit he truly was and tossed the phone to the bed. At the thick window, the world seemed skewed, out of focus because of the waves in the old glass windowpanes. It was like his life, out of focus, never seeing what was really there.
He hadn’t seen it with Tommy, what he had, until he didn’t have him anymore. And he’d feel the same thing with Diego, though not for very long. He’d be dead before the regret could eat his insides and cause the kind of pain he’d felt after leaving Tommy.
He had to get the money, so he made a rushed excuse and got in the van to drive to the bank, leaving Diego standing in the driveway, staring after him. At a bank in the nearest major city, he made arrangements to pull the two million from his account in the Caymans. For their rush and trouble, Gary arranged with the bank president to transfer an extra ten thousand, that assured it would go through quickly.
He stopped at a market to buy them some fresh food and when he returned, he faced two angry men. They’d figured it out. It was a good thing he’d also bought some sleep aids…
Tommy threw the van door open and started on him immediately. “I called Daniel and he told me what the fuck you’re planning.”
He’d known that would happen, and he knew the reaction he’d receive. “I changed my mind. We’ll figure something else out.”
Tommy smirked at him, disbelieving his words.
“I’m serious, Tom. Look in the van, no money.” He’d arranged to pick up the money a few hours before the drop. “I did buy some food, though, so take it in for me, okay?”
“Take it in yourself,” he spat before he walked off, heading again for the chapel.
Diego didn’t leave, however, but he didn’t fetch the bags either. “Gary, he may believe that, though I don’t think he does. I sure as hell don’t.”
“I didn’t figure you would, but it’s true. Help me with the groceries.”
Diego, the saint that he was, did help him carry the few bags inside and he started on putting things away while Diego glared at him. “I get you’re trying to protect him, but losing you will destroy him, Gary. Do you get that?”
Actually, he didn’t. He knew the opposite, that losing him would give Tommy the chance to be happy with Diego, who was good and beautiful and everything Tommy deserved. “He’s not losing me,” he lied. “I told you, look in the van. No money. I’m sure Tommy told you that they don’t just want one of us dead, they want the money, too. No money, they’d still come after you.”
“Okay. So, you’ll stay here, with us. Agreed? Agree that we’ll figure it out and let Javi and Daniel keep talking to the Carrillo family. They’re much bigger than the Montellos. They can help us, Gary.”
“I know who the fucking Carrillos are, Diego. They own the west coast from Baja to Oregon. That’s a lot of territory. I get their pull.”
“If you go off and do what I know in my gut you’re going to do, it will break that man. If you can die with that on your head, then do what you think you have to do. I was under the impression you loved him.”
Diego walked away from him, and Gary felt his words, all hitting one at a time like he was being shot with each. They entered him and hurt like fire. Gary left the rest of the unloading to look for Tommy.
As he thought, he found him in the chapel. Tommy was sitting in the pew closest to the front and when Gary found him, he was wiping tears from his face with his arm.
He sat without a word, looking around the place, wondering why Tommy seemed to be taking sanctuary there so often. “This is beautiful.”
“The whole place is. But, yeah, this is…”
“I didn’t know you were religious.”
“I’m not.”
Gary wasn’t getting much conversation from him, but he was getting more than he’d expected. “I’m sorry, Tommy. I can’t seem to stop fucking things up when it comes to you and me.”
“Then stop fucking things up,” he reasoned, then rose to move away from Gary. He walked to one of the stained-glass windows, there he stopped, gazing up at it. Gary moved over to it as well, trying to see what he saw, and it struck him.
It was Michael fighting Satan during Armageddon. “The end times.”
“You know, I had a dream and you were the devil in the dream, like this window. And I realized it’s not me who thinks that, or Diego, or anyone else who truly knows you. It’s you that believes that.”
“Maybe because it’s true, Tommy. Maybe I’ve done things that are evil.”
“That’s not what you are, who you are. I see inside you, maybe farther inside you than you ever have. I knew you loved me long before you ever told me, and it was because you showed me. In these cool little ways, you showed me. Do you remember when we went to the bar that night to get a beer and that guy I went to high school with came over and started talking to me? You thought he was hitting on me, so you told him to fuck off and get away from me.”
Gary laughed sardonically and countered, “That was fucked up, Tommy!”
“Yeah, it was, but it also showed me that you were jealous of me. That anyone who got near me would be under your scrutiny. Possessive of me, like you wanted me all to yourself. Maybe it wasn’t the best way of showing it, but it showed it anyway.”
Gary’s heart couldn’t take anymore. “I’m going to get some sleep. You and Diego take the watch, okay?”
Tommy pulled him in, holding him. “I will always love you, Gary. That won’t change unless you do something stupid.”
Tommy walked off and Gary was left there to wonder if he was doing the right thing. He wanted to save the men, the two men he cared about. Like it or not, Diego was climbing into his heart. He’d saved Gary’s life when it would have been so easy to miss the driver of that Jeep. They would have caught up to Gary easily and killed him, clearing the way for Diego to be with Tommy.
But he hadn’t. Then…the poinsettia, the way he looked at Gary…
He went to the house and fell on the bed, staring at that damn flower, the gesture behind it taking up all the room around him, not letting him look away from it.
****
Diego was waiting for him around the corner, and as soon as he saw Tommy coming toward him, he shrugged a shoulder. “Well?”
Tommy fished the Gary’s phone from his front pocket and said, “I got it. Let’s get started.”




Chapter Fourteen

With the plans made, Tommy went back to a few of the places he’d explored, the things he found coming in handy. In the far garage, the one closet to the road, he found three old cars, really old, big steel boats from the fifties and sixties, but they had no tires and one didn’t even have an engine.
Beside them, however, were three old dirt bikes. Tommy, back in his thieving days, was always in charge of getting the vehicles and motorized items working perfectly to be able to sell for a better price. The dirt bikes were old, they hadn’t been used in possibly a couple of decades, but he found all the parts he needed right there in the garage.
Diego found him on the cracked concrete floor, dust and grease covering him. “Do you think it’ll run?”
“I think so. Look up there on that shelf and hand me a couple more spark plugs.”
Diego felt around on the shelf that was a little tall for him and brought down a box covered in Spanish, but he looked inside and nodded. “Got 'em.”
Tommy took the three Diego handed him, hoping at least one would do the trick. “There’s gas in the cans over there by the mower. Since this place isn’t overgrown, I’m guessing it’s been mowed recently, so the gas should still be good.”
“Tommy, he could still get killed. No matter what they come up with for us, Gary is placing himself in danger.”
He knew that, he knew all of that, and as much as he didn’t want to think about it, he couldn’t seem to get it off his mind. “Yeah, but hopefully we’ll stop him from dying.”
Taking the phone back to Gary later, after erasing the recent calls, he found Gary sleeping, so he lay the phone on the floor, as if he’d lost it from his pocket, and was about to leave when he stopped, staring at Gary.
Ruggedly handsome. That was how he’d described Gary to people who’d never met him. Perhaps when he was younger he may have been a little more refined in his looks, but after years of experiencing the hardest parts of the human experience, it showed in each line on his face, each white hair through his growing beard.
His hard chest rose and fell shallowly, that hard chest he’d lay his head on every night, listening to his heart beating and taking peace from that. It was as if as long as that heart was still beating strong and sure, everything in Tommy’s life made sense. All he’d gone through, all he’d pulled himself away from to be a better person was worth it, because Gary was in the world and loved him.
For Gary to throw that away made Tommy feel as if he was throwing Tommy away, too. No matter what happened, Tommy felt connected in every way to Gary. What was worse, though, was that Diego was sucked into him too, falling in love inexplicably, being they were so different.
“Don’t you die, you fucker. I’ll never forgive you.”
Once he’d whispered that, he left the room and found Diego in the kitchen making them dinner. “Did you talk to Javi again?”
“He’s on board. He’s as pissed at Gary as we are.”
“Did you know they used to be fuck buddies?”
Diego chuckled and shook his head. “No. I sure didn’t. Makes sense. They worked together, right? While I’m sure there are plenty of gay mercs, I doubt they advertise much. Once you find another one, you stay close and use them for sex.”
“I guess. It made me jealous at first.”
Diego lay the knife down and turned to him, taking him into his arms. “Yeah, I know jealously. How jealous are you going to be if what you were trying to do actually works?”
Tommy’s eyes widened at the words. “What?”
“Making out with me, getting me turned on and let me guess, you did the same to Gary? I think you were trying to turn us on so much that we gave in and fucked each other.”
Tommy couldn’t believe it was so obvious. “I can tell you are hot for each other. After you fuck, maybe you’ll see there’s more to each other than sex.”
“I already know that. It’s those parts of him that have nothing to do with his dick that turns me on so much. Part of it is how much he cares for you. I know that feeling.”
Tightening his arms around Diego’s waist, he mumbled against his chest, “You don’t mind then?”
“That you can’t decide? Would you mind if I was having a hard time with that, too?”
Tommy looked up at him to see if he was kidding and it was immediately apparent he wasn’t. “Really? Already?”
“It didn’t take me long to figure out how I felt about you, either. He’s a good man that doesn’t know it. I have this intense urge to show him that he’s wrong about himself.”
“It’s frustrating, I’ll warn you about that. I’ve tried.”
“Maybe it’ll take two to get it accomplished.”
Tommy touched his lips to Diego’s, the soft sweet kiss he loved sharing with the man. It made him feel so loved and cherished. Against those lips he vowed, “I’ll love you both the best I can.”
“I don’t doubt it a bit, Tom.”
The next day, Tommy saw how Gary was avoiding them. They made sure to avoid being in any of the outbuildings that Gary could trap them in, Diego keeping watch outside the garage while Tommy worked on the bikes.
When the afternoon rolled around, Gary was in the kitchen, making margaritas. Tommy’s instincts were screaming at him not to drink it, but it would be hard to avoid it and not let on that they didn’t trust him.
Diego solved the problem easily. “I have the first watch, and Tommy the second. We don’t need alcohol.”
“One drink isn’t going to hurt you,” Gary reasoned.
Diego took the pitcher and placed it in the ice box. “No ice, so it’ll be too strong anyway. How about Tommy and I go get some ice from town?”
Gary’s eyes narrowed at Diego and he pushed him in the chest, growling, “Go fuck yourself, college boy. Too good to take a fucking drink, then don’t.”
The anger was a cover for his frustration, but he also used it as a ruse to go.
“I’m going for a fucking drive and I’ll get you two pussies some ice. Fuck!”
They watched him go and Tommy pulled out his phone. “I guess it’s on.”
“Yeah,” Diego whispered. “I fucking hope this goes down like we expect.”
“Me too.”
****
Gary drove to the bank, a lump in his throat that wouldn’t go away no matter how many times he swallowed. He knew what it was, of course. It was Tommy and Diego, and their nagging and concern.
The thought of them hurt so badly, he nearly told the bank president to take the money and put it back into his account. Having it in his hand, the heaviness of two million dollars, it was nothing to the weight that was on his chest. Finally, when he had something to live for, two somethings to live for, he was going to die. It made sense, payback for his fucked-up life.
Getting back in the van, he caught sight of an ad for one of the drinks Tommy loved. He didn’t think he’d ever noticed before, but to see Tommy with a diet Mountain Dew, the green bottle, the way he smiled around the lip…
It hurt. It hurt so much he didn’t know if he could do it. The alternative, though, was having the two men that dominated his heart to continue on the run or be killed. That was no kind of choice.
He started to the edge of the town and his phone went off. Once he looked to see who was calling, he was relieved and hurt at the same time to see it wasn’t Tommy.
“Yeah, Colonel Cunt, I’m here. I have the money.”
“Good soldier.”
“Where the fuck am I going?”
The colonel grew quiet on the line, but Gary heard paper crinkling. He was old school, Crowley, and didn’t like keeping anything in computers or phones. It was paper and notebooks for him.
“San Miguel de Allende. Go there, park on the corner of Mesones and Relox and I’ll call back with further directions.”
The call ended and Gary let out a long breath. The sky was falling, like the old tale. He felt like the sky would crack and pieces were going to start raining down on his head. Or maybe that was what he wanted to happen.
He got on the highway and headed to where the GPS told him to go. Like that robotic voice, he felt his humanity slipping away, stuck on autopilot and only going through the motions. He’d learned that years before, when going into a mission that could end his life or force him to end the lives of others. Disconnect, make a clean break of the line that connected the head to the heart.
In his head, he knew what to do. It was autopilot, after doing the same thing a hundred times, to save other people.
He shook his head hard, swerved a bit on the highway and finally pushed the thoughts of Tommy and Diego from his mind. They were better off without him. He’d made the right decision. He set his mind to it and then turned his thoughts to the job.
His last job.
His hands weren’t shaking like he thought they might. He’d gone into battle unsure he’d come out the other side before, so it wasn’t too surprising. This time he knew for sure, but it made no difference. He’d always known he’d die at the end of a gun.
When he got to San Miguel de Allende, he found the cross streets easily enough, parked and waited with his gun on his thigh. The one thing they could do to double cross him would be to kill him immediately, steal the money, and claim never to have gotten it.
Watching all around him, he saw many people passing the van, glancing at him fearfully or with curiosity, but only one man stopped in that hour he waited. A little man with a cowboy hat and western shirt went behind the van, in front of a pickup truck that had a blue fender and red hood. Gary watched him in the rearview, finger twitching on the gun, and sure enough, the man knelt down, out of Gary’s sight.
Gary got out immediately and had his gun pointed in front of him as he rounded the back of the van, only to find the man tying his badly torn Nike high tops. When he saw Gary holding the gun on him, he stammered something in Spanish. Gary was fluent, but even he couldn’t understand him. The man’s hands went over his head and Gary saw that he was just a bystander, nothing more, so he apologized and got back in the van, embarrassed over his overreaction.
No one else so much as slowed when they passed him. He knew why he was waiting so long. They were watching him to see if anyone from his camp had followed him.
He assured no one had.
When the Toyota pickup pulled up beside him, he rolled down the window, gripping the gun in his right hand. A Mexican man stared at him for a moment then jerked his head, indicating for Gary to follow him.
He pulled out of the parking space, taking the first left after the truck had turned. They left the city altogether, rolling into a vast desert area within twenty miles. They left the dirt road they were on and moved off-road, heading into a flat valley that was partially surrounded by low hills.
Gary knew, being a spot he’d have chosen, that was where the drop would take place and where he would die. One road in or out, surrounded by hills that would be hard, if not impossible to climb quickly. Even if he’d set something up to counter what was about to happen, it would fail.
Stopping the van a half a klick from the other cars, Gary waited, watching the man dressed all in desert camo walking to a small Chevy pickup. He knew it was Crowley and once the pickup was starting for him, he whispered to himself, “This is it.”
Some men came walking over to the van, with mirrors on long sticks to check under the van for tracking devices, then as they moved away, Crowley was closer in the truck.
The noise of the truck nearing was impossibly loud, but then again, it might be the blood rushing in his ears. Then he realized, as the truck stopped in front of the van, and Crowley’s head shot upward, it was not his blood rushing. Looking in the rearview, he saw the motorcycles first, then a shocking intruder lowered over them, barely between the truck and van, a helicopter.
Confused, Gary thought it was the cartel, and didn’t know why they’d need so much firepower just for him. That was before he saw heard the gunfire and saw Crowley getting out of the vehicle and running west.
He turned twice and shot at the helicopter, and the men inside returned the fire. They missed, as Crowley was zigzagging like mad, and Gary snapped to the fact that whoever the hell they were, they were on his side.
He got out of the van and screamed to the men in the chopper, “He’s mine! Get the others!”
Taking off at a dead run, Gary started after his old colonel, the one who’d set it all up, the one who wanted him dead for a couple million dollars. After all they’d been through, having one another’s back, or so he thought, Crowley sold him out for money.
One of the motorcycles pulled even with him and he looked once, then did a doubletake, and saw it was Diego. “What the fuck?”
Diego stopped the bike and yelled, “Get on!”
Gary did as he was told, getting on the back of the bike. Diego got started again, chasing a winded Crowley down, and once they were close enough, Gary had him slow enough for him to jump off and he caught up to Crowley easily, tackling him to the ground.
One punch to his ruddy face, then another, and one more just because he was pissed. Crowley was barely hanging on to consciousness, but Gary shook him and growled, “You stay awake for this, you mother fucker.”
“McIntyre, come on, soldier, it wasn’t for me! It was to make them happy! All the money was going to them, I swear it, and it would have saved a lot of lives!”
After spitting in his face, watching his saliva glisten in the setting light, Gary sneered at him, warning, “One more lie, and I’ll make it hurt. Give me one more.”
“Kill the fucker,” Diego grunted. “Betrayal is a death sentence.”
“Yeah. It sure is.”
Diego handed him a bowie knife and Gary held it in his hand, setting the tip under Crowley’s eye. As much as he wanted the bastard dead, he wanted to enjoy the fear that he was trying so hard to disguise as contempt.
“I know people, McIntyre. I know people that can get you all the money and power you could ever dream of.”
“See, that right there, Crowley, shows you don’t know shit. I don’t dream about money and power. That’s you. I dream that I could go back in time and turn you down when you first came to me in the army all those years ago, dragging me into your death squad. I can’t have my dream, though, so I just get to start over, and avoid pieces of human garbage like you from now on.”
Before Crowley could beg or bargain again, Gary took the blade and dragged it across his throat, slicing the artery and watching the blood flowing out of the wound like a waterfall.
The satisfaction he got from it was knowing the man would never hurt anyone else, as well as hoping it was the last person’s life he’d ever have to take.
Diego suddenly grabbed his upper arm and yanked him to his feet, slapping the knife from his hand. “You ever pull anything like that again, I’ll kill you myself,” he growled then attacked Gary with a hard, bruising kiss that had Gary staggering, and holding on so he wouldn’t fall to the ground on his knees.
From the saintly man who barely raised his voice, he hadn’t expected such a violently passionate kiss, one that made him fucking dizzy and his body heat more than the desert sun could burn him.
Diego pushed him away and nodded behind him. “Here comes Tommy. He’s pissed, but he might forgive you if you promise not to be a fucking prick for at least a few days.”
Laughing, he reasoned, “I may be able to handle it.”
“I doubt it, but you can try.”
When Tommy’s feet stopped running over the sand, he was glaring hatefully at Gary, then, with all his strength, he pushed him in the chest, making Gary fall back into Diego, who barely caught him.
“You piece of shit! Sacrificing yourself! Really? Don’t I mean anything to you?”
“Tommy, listen-”
“No! I won’t listen to your bullshit anymore! Either you get that I love you and that you love me back and we are going to share a life together, or you can fuck off and leave now! And if you do, don’t ever, and I mean ever, come back!”
He needed it, and Diego gave it to him, a little push to get him going, and he grabbed a squirming Tommy into his arms and held him close until he stopped fighting. “I do love you, you little prick. I love you and I’m pretty sure I love the college boy, too. I’m not leaving again. I swear it.”
“I mean it! I mean it, Gary, never again, or never come back.”
His voice was becoming less venomous and he felt Diego’s hand on his shoulder. “You guys, this is a great lovefest, but there are about fifty men coming over here right now, so maybe we save it until we get back to the hacienda.”
Gary pulled away from Tommy, giving him a nod, which was returned, and he asked them both, “How did you pull this off? How’d you find me?”
Diego slung his arm over Tommy’s shoulders and bragged, “It was all this one. He knew you were going no matter what you tried to tell us, and he set it all up. We’ll tell you all about it later.”
He couldn’t wait to hear it, but another man was getting close, someone he hadn’t seen in years, but who had helped him a lot recently. “Vincenzo! I have you to blame for this too, huh?”
“You know it, my friend,” the tall, muscled man said, his dark skin running with sweat. “You got good men here. They put it all together, and now, it’s starting something that these people have needed a long time.”
Gary didn’t understand, but he was sure it would all be explained soon enough. “They are very good men, Vincenzo.”
“They asked for a couple more weeks at the hacienda, this time for a holiday and not for hiding. Enjoy it, my friend. I’ll come by tonight with some food and tequila for you.”
“You know me well, my friend.”
Once he walked off, he saw people at the van, milling around. “What are they waiting for?”
Tommy stated stubbornly, “They’re waiting for their money. Since you were so anxious to give it away, I figured we should give it to people that actually deserve it.”
Gary kept himself from smiling at that. “Pass it out, babe. I think that’s perfect.”
Visibly deflating, Tommy nodded curtly and walked off to the van. Diego confided to him, “He’s so angry with you, it’s going to take a lot of ass kissing to get him smiling again.”
“Oh, I plan on doing a lot more than kissing his ass.”
Diego grabbed a handful of Gary’s ass, and whispered, “I plan on doing the same to you.”
“Shit…”




Chapter Fifteen

Tommy slid onto the backseat, so Diego told Gary to get in with him while he drove. Gary didn’t mind that idea a bit, except for the fact he was in the back with a man who was pissed off at him and had weapons.
Shyly, he asked Tommy, “If I sit back here with you, are you going to hurt me?”
“Probably.”
Tommy was still pissed at him, but it told him how much he was truly loved. They were hurt that he wanted to sacrifice himself to save them, but he would do it again. He loved them, both of them. Diego had gotten under his skin, and he liked it.
As they drove, he asked, “Okay, now tell me how you pulled this off.”
Tommy turned his head, unwilling to tell the tale, so Diego started, “It was Tommy’s idea. We both knew you were going to take the money to them, so Tommy thought on his feet and remembered a couple of motorcycles in the garage. He started working on them at the same time that, after he stole your phone, he contacted the people he needed to contact.”
“Like Vincenzo.”
“Like Vincenzo.”
Gary sniped, “Can’t believe you stole my phone. I never even knew.”
“Go ahead and bitch at me for it. I fucking dare you,” Tommy whispered menacingly.
Gary held up his hands and reasoned, “I’m alive. I’m okay with it.”
Looking rightfully smug, Tommy’s eyes met Diego’s in the mirror, as if letting him know to go on.
“Anyway, Tommy also called Daniel, who spoke to the Carrillos again, letting them know Vincenzo’s idea. Vincenzo wanted to, maybe force is a harsh word…but force the locals to stick up for themselves with the cartel. Down here, the common folk are tired of all the cartels running their lives, so he took the chance that he could get enough to fight back a little.”
“Where did the Carrillos come into it?”
Tommy finally spoke up. “They have a compound down here in Mexico somewhere. They have a helicopter they use to transport people to and from it, and that was the helicopter you saw today. They also supplied some men and all the weapons. Good, top of the line firearms, rocket launchers, you name it. We were prepared for World War III.”
Gary chuckled darkly. “I saw some of it. Jesus.”
“It was being overprepared some, but better have it and not need it, like you taught me.”
Gary loved him so much in that moment, and he knew he had so much to make up for. “Go on.”
“Diego got the troops coordinated while I fixed the dirt bike. Vincenzo came over while you were asleep, gave us the tracker.”
“Tracker? They searched for one when I got to the drop.”
“Yeah. When you were parked on that street, we sent in a guy to take it off the van.”
Gary remembered the man tying his shoes. “Fuck. Okay, how did you follow me after that?”
Diego laughed and answered, “Lots of men driving. None followed for more than a mile, but we were all heading to the same place. We followed you on the bike, staying to the side of the road where your rear view wouldn’t see us. It wasn’t easy, but good thing you weren’t driving fast.”
“For once,” Tommy interjected.
“Who drives fast to their death?”
When Diego scowled at him over his shoulder, Gary blew him a kiss.
“This is serious, Gary,” Tommy gritted. “We were scared they’d just pop you the second you pulled up. That could have happened. This is over now, Gary. Daniel and Javi said they can give you a job that would keep you interested without risking your life.”
As grateful as he was and as in love as he felt right then for them saving his life, Tommy was pushing it. “Tom, I don’t like to be told what to do and you know that.”
“I’m not telling you anything else except what I already have. The mercenaries, all that, it's over because it takes you away. It’s where you run when you’re fucked up over other things. Now we are that for you.”
Diego wasn’t saying a thing, he knew it wouldn’t help.
The rest of the drive, which was a long one, was quiet. All the good feelings were on hold, stifled by his own stubbornness.
Back at the hacienda, Tommy retreated to the chapel, like he’d been doing a lot of late, and Gary got out of the car, stomping into the house, Diego on his heels.
“Lecture, bitch, do whatever. I don’t like being told what to do, and I sure as hell am not used to it either.”
Diego shoved him over to the couch and asked him in an overly polite way to sit.
“Lord, lecture or bitch, it would be better than you being nice.”
Diego sat next to him and sighed, “I have to be nice. I promised myself to be nice until I shouldn’t be nice. I did terrible things, Gary. Like you, I’ve tried to run from them, but they’re there, haunting me.
“When I was in the militia, I tried my best. I became the best at everything I was told to do, driven by the need to impress the people around me and prove to myself that I could be better than anyone else.
“They hated everyone. They claimed religion, but went against the bible in that they didn’t love their neighbors, hated anyone they thought was an immigrant, even if the people’s families had been in this country for generations. Only white people that were Christians passed their strict laws of who should live and die.”
Diego was clenching his jaw at the memories he had crowding him, and Gary knew that feeling. When he let them in, the faces of those he’d hurt were there, tears in their eyes or fury, following him wherever he tried to hide.
“I knew I was gay, but I’d never admit it. They wanted me and the others to hurt people. Anyone they didn’t like was a target, so we went out hunting. Who we found was a guy coming out of a gay bar.”
“Fuck,” Gary growled, knowing where it was going.
“Yeah. When I was beating this guy, I realized I was beating myself as well. I hated myself for being different, for being wrong. I was beating myself, and then I stopped. I stopped, and knew what was happening. It ate at me. I had to live with what I’d done, and I thought about killing myself sometimes, just to get away from that memory. Then I knew, I didn’t have to kill all of me, I had to kill the part of me that would do that. So, I did. I changed.
“That’s why I’m nice. That’s why I find ways to make others happy. I sent all the money I made to that guy I beat. I wanted to make up for it, but I can’t. I can’t go back and stop myself from doing it. I can only go forward and not do that shit again.”
Gary know what he was saying. “You’re right about me running. It’s easy, it’s what I’m good at. I don’t have to feel things. It’s like being on drugs, it’s an escape.”
“Maybe it’s time to let those feelings in. If you lose him, you’ll regret that more than anything else in your life.”
Gary turned his head and confessed, “Not just him.”
“He’s giving you an order, sure, but it comes from his heart. It’s not to hurt you or control you. That’s not Tommy, as you have seen. He’s submissive, giving the guy he loves everything. I don’t think this one thing is too much for him to demand.”
“You’re right,” Gary sighed. “I’m a stupid fuck, I know that. He…when we were together, it wasn’t all that long, sure, but every second of it was the best time of my life. Seeing him, it quieted all kinds of screaming in my head.”
Diego took his hand and said, “It’s time for the screaming to stop, don’t you think?”
Knowing he was right, Gary tried to answer, but all he could do was nod.
“Tommy needs you. It’s not just that he wants you, Gary. He’s been thrown away too many times in his life. He needs someone to hold on.”
“You’ve held on.”
“Yeah, and I was also the one pushing him to choose. I let him know if he chose you, I’d walk away. I didn’t fight for him. Now I think it’s time we both fight. He’s hurting, he’s pissed, and he needs the two of us. Maybe each of us gives him something he needs. Did you think of that? Soft and tender, rough and demanding. Tommy hasn’t been put first with anyone in his entire life, and now we could do that for him.”
“The chaos and the peace.”
“Yeah.”
Gary leaned over and pulled him in at the same time, kissing Diego like he’d wanted to for days. Diego wasn’t Tommy, wasn’t submissive at all, and he kissed back just as roughly, grabbing a handful of Gary’s hair to pull him away and stop the kiss. “Later. I’m going to fuck you tonight, big bad top or not.”
“Haven’t been fucked in years. You may have a fight on your hands.”
“Bring it.”
They went out together to the chapel, finding Tommy sitting on the pew he’d uncovered before, staring off at nothing in particular.
Gary knew there was nothing else he could do but go to him, kneel in front of him, and give him a vow he never thought he could make. “It’s you, Tom, and him. I’m done with the rest. Unless it’s to do my job with the Montello family, or someone is trying to hurt you or Diego, I’ll never pick up another gun and I’ll never leave you again.”
Tommy’s eyes moved slowly, but finally they met his. “You swear?”
“Tommy, I want you in my life. If the way I make that happen is to do whatever you ask, I will. I may be some tough asshole, but you make me want to change. You make me want to do better and leave all that other shit behind.”
Sliding from the pew, Tommy joined him on the floor, wrapping his arms around his neck in the sweetest way, melting Gary’s heart and letting him know he’d never go against his word again. Tommy’s trembling arms tightened, and Gary held him there, loving him more than he thought he could love anyone.
“Tommy, I’m yours. I’m his. I think we need to give this the best shot we can to make it work. The three of us.”
Tommy moved back and gazed at Diego, smiling. “I told you he was great.”
“He is. He’d have to be to land a guy like you.”
“Now you’re just blowing smoke up my ass,” Tommy said, laughing.
“There are much better things that should be up your ass,” Gary purred, then kissed him and the fight was over, the gentleness was over, and he gripped him painfully, getting the sweetest whimper from his lips as Gary stopped the kiss. “I want your hole. Wanna fuck that hole, Tommy.”
Tommy shivered and Diego took Tommy’s hand, helping him to his feet and taking a turn at his mouth. Diego’s kiss to Tommy was tender, and he could tell between the two of them, Tommy was riding a wave that ebbed and flowed, wild and untamed one moment, then controlled and loving the next.
Diego nodded to Tommy, telling him in a low, patient voice, “Go in the bedroom and wait for us, babe.”
“Okay,” he said, leaving the chapel right away, and Gary looked on in awe.
“He’s…walking with wood sticking up in his pants the minute you said that. I thought he only liked it rough.”
“He likes both. I manipulate him into submission while you order him there. He happens to thrive with both. It’s not easy, having two dominant men in a relationship like this. It’s up to us to handle it.”
Gary had had three-ways a hundred times, many of them two Tops with a sweet submissive bottom, but they weren’t relationships. “We’ll practice until we get it right.”
Diego pushed him playfully then pulled him in for a kiss that was pure intensity. Again, Gary got weak and Diego knew exactly what affect he’d had on him. “Let’s go take care of our boy.”
“You got it.”
When they got into the main bedroom of the hacienda, Gary saw Tommy nervously sitting on the edge of the bed, his leg bouncing. Gary sat next to him, cupping his hard cock behind Tommy’s jeans and whispered, “God, you look so good.”
Diego sat on the other side of him and kissed his neck between whispered, “Take off your clothes,” kiss, suck, hand over Gary’s. “Get in the center of the bed,” his voice was melodic, hypnotizing as he laid little wet kisses over his neck and mouth. “I’m going to take you, be inside you, then Gary is going to take a turn, fucking you, driving inside your hole.”
Tommy’s breathing fluttered like his lashes as he lifted his hand to his shirt and missed. He was becoming high on the lust of it all. Diego took Tommy’s hand and set it on the hem of his shirt and coaxed, “Pull it over your head, babe.”
The way he was doing it, moving Tommy through the seduction, Gary was mesmerized. It was hot, his voice deepening, but it wasn’t rough or pushy. He was tenderly walking him through being ready to be made love to, then fucked. It was incredible and Gary was sweating just watching it.
Tommy’s face turned to him after his shirt was off, as if to be reassured that Gary would take him as Diego promised. “I’m going to ravage you when it’s my turn.”
As his eyes slid closed, Tommy took in a gasping breath, and damn if it didn’t make Gary crazy.
“Diego, should we start on him?”
“Yes. I think it’s time.”




Chapter Sixteen

Diego stood over Tommy who couldn’t contain his excitement. To have the two beautiful men, agreeing for once, admitting their feelings, then turning around and deciding to take turns on him, his head was spinning.
“Spread for me,” Diego told him in that deep, soothing voice. He felt like he had smoked a huge joint, everything was a little skewed, and he couldn’t help but smile like he was crazy. Opening his legs, Tommy felt them shaking, and realized he was shaking all over. Was he scared? No.
Diego’s eyes were focused on him, forcing Tommy to keep his open. Diego’s hands moved under Tommy’s knees and pushed his legs up, until his knees were up by his ears. Still, he stared at Tommy, making him a part of everything he was doing, more than just his body but his mind. It was sexy as hell.
Pushing his legs until his ass was up in the air, Diego move his mouth down to taste Tommy’s hole, kissing it as seductively as he did his mouth, making out with his ass, then he licked up one thigh to the knee, giving him a little nibble there.
Back to his hole, and his tongue pushing gently inside him, he gave a moan and Gary leaned down to capture it in his own mouth. Tommy kissed him back, chasing his mouth when Gary pulled away.
Diego’s tongue was skimming over the other thigh, then down it, he sucked and nibbled the more tender inner thigh, making him jump. “Stay still for me, babe.”
Gary reached for Tommy’s throat, gripping it and growling, “Yeah, stay still for him, babe.”
Diego’s dark chuckle and the hand on his throat made Tommy want to scream, but all he did was whimper like a kitten. It made both dominant men breathe a little heavier.
It hadn’t escaped him how they were both intent on dominating him, taking him over in their own separate and intense ways. Diego went about it disguised as tenderness, but he was no less dominant than Gary’s straightforward and brutish ways.
Tommy loved each, loved being putty in the hands of the men he loved. He craved them, to be lulled into compliance like Diego was doing, readying his hole for the two of them to use for their pleasure, or pushed into it, like Gary was planning as he watched from the side of him.
Finding a bare nipple on Tommy’s chest, Gary played with it as he watched Diego’s mouth on Tommy’s ass, then he pinched it hard when Diego sat back on his heels, nodding to Tommy. “It’s time, babe. I’m going to be inside you soon.”
“Ready…I’m ready.”
Gary chuckled and said, “Me too, I am all in to watch this.”
Diego crooked a finger at him, and Gary and he met to the side of Tommy, kissing heatedly, making Tommy look on in wonder. How the two of them, seemingly so different, could be so hot together, he would never understand. Unless that was it, their differences made them so hot together.
****
Gary watched Diego pushing inside of Tommy, taking his time, holding both legs up to give him plenty of access, and he shivered from how intense it was. Tommy, trembling beside him, was staring up into Diego’s eyes, held there, motionless as Diego wanted him. But instead of holding him down with his arms and body, Diego did it with a simple stare.
Rolling his hips once, he was balls deep in Tommy, who wanted to writhe, it was obvious with the tiny movements his body made. Diego let him adjust, giving him all the time he needed and more, the extra few moments purely for his sadistic pleasure, Gary was sure.
Then he leaned over him, kissing Tommy sweetly as he started to pull out his cock, then push it back easily. Tommy was devouring his mouth, keening in the kiss, and it was fucking beautiful to behold.
Tommy would give him anything he wanted at that point. From the slow foreplay that readied his hole and his mind to what was about to happen, to the way he was long-fucking him, giving him each and every inch of that long, fine cock.
Diego grabbed one of Tommy’s ankles, straightening that leg as far as it would go and he started to make out with the back of Tommy’s knee, kissing, nibbling, watching Tommy’s reaction the entire time while never missing a thrust with his cock. He was stretching Tommy nicely, his hole clenching to hold on each time Diego pulled back.
“Love you, babe,” Diego said in a calm, steady voice like he wasn’t exerting himself making love to Tommy. “Love you so much.”
Nodding drunkenly, Tommy returned, “Love you! Love you inside me, love you, love you!”
Gary never felt like an intruder in the scene, even when they were proclaiming their feelings. Tommy grabbed for his hand, tightening his grip as he looked over and whispered, “Love you both. Want you both, love you!”
“Damn it, Tom, love you. Love you both, too.”
Tommy nodded again and turned his face back to Diego, who’d slowed nearly to a stop with his thrusts. “Time for Gary to take a turn on you, babe. He’s not going to be so nice.”
Tommy let out a sob that was all sex and pulled Gary over to him, begging, “Fuck me, fuck me so hard, don’t make it nice!”
Gary had no intention of being nice.
Diego pulled his cock from Tommy, who let out a wail of protest at his sudden emptiness. Gary would take his time filling their boy again, so he pulled Diego over and then pushed him to the bed next to Tommy, biting at his lips, growling as he made out with him.
“Let’s see if I can match that.”
“I’m sure you can,” Diego confirmed, laughing.
Gary turned his head to Tommy, who was red in the face, his dick leaking liberally all over his taut gut. “You ready for me?”
“Been ready for months.”
Gary laughed at his cheekiness and climbed over him, not asking politely for Tommy to spread his legs, no. He split them himself, spitting on the red and puffed hole that had just had Diego inside it.
Without any fanfare, Gary pushed in and Tommy’s head flew back on the pillow, his shaved head sliding on the case as he let out cries that were a mix of pain and joy. He held onto Gary’s arms, nails biting into his flesh, and that spurned him on, causing him to immediately start a hard and driving rhythm.
Diego turned Tommy’s face to him, giving him a soft peck, “Oh, he’s fucking you so hard, babe. So hard! Tell him how you love it.”
“Love it, Gary! Love it! More, please, don’t stop, don’t stop!”
Diego’s light chuckle warmed him, and he pinched the same nipple Gary had tortured earlier, making Tommy crazier than Gary had ever seen him.
“Gotta come!”
Gary slapped a hand over his mouth and moved down to growl in his face, “You’re not coming yet. Don’t you fucking dare.”
Tommy’s eyes widened and Gary moved back, spreading his own knees to leverage his much deeper thrusts. Diego quietly encouraged Tommy, “Obey him, babe, and keep it in, you can do it. I know you’d never disappoint him.”
“No, never, I never would!”
Gary was amazed, watching Diego’s form of domination, and how well Tommy, who he thought would only bend to the will of an aggressive hand, was taking to it. He pounded into Tommy as hard as he could manage, and still, Tommy was begging for more, and all because he knew Gary and Diego wanted him to.
As he was fucking Tommy, he saw the sweat on his upper lip and he shoved his cock in deep, leaving it there while be sucked the sweat from it, the air rushing in and out of Tommy’s lungs warming his face.
It was the most intimate moment for him, feeling the quivering man under him, on the verge of climax and denied from it. He decided to give in and whispered, “When I start fucking you again, I want you to come so hard that you see stars.”
Whipping his head from side to side, Tommy agreed, “I will, anything, fucking anything, please, Gary!”
Gary caught Diego’s triumphant grin and nodded to him, then Diego asked, “Can you keep from coming?”
“Yeah, sure. Why?”
“Later.”
He began again, giving Tommy the full force of his hips, and it wasn’t seconds before he was coming, so stiff he could shatter, head thrown back and mouth open in a silent, garbled scream.
Gary pulled out of him as Tommy’s eyes glazed over and Diego took his hand, helping him off the bed. They both watched Tommy turn to his side and curl up into a tiny ball, falling to sleep before their eyes.
“He hasn’t slept well since we’ve been here,” Diego whispered. “I don’t think any of us have.”
“No, I guess not.” He turned his head to Diego, “So why wasn’t I supposed to come?”
“Come with me and I’ll show you.”
Gary chuckled quietly, got his pants back on as Diego got his own over his hips and followed Diego from the room, through the hall and kitchen, and outside to the darkened commons of the hacienda.
“Where the hell are we going?”
Stopping in the middle of the path, Diego took his hand and kissed the knuckles, then asked, “Are you worried? Do you trust me, Gary?”
“I guess I’d better, being I just committed to you and Tom.”
“That’s not an answer.”
Diego led him to one of the benches, the one across from the bright bromeliads and they sat together before Gary warned, “I’m not Tommy, Diego. I am not so easily manipulated into submission.”
“Neither is he. He knows what I’m doing, he just enjoys going along with it because of the inevitable outcome.”
He didn’t understand why, but Diego had the same effect on him as he did on Tommy. He couldn’t move his eyes from Diego’s, couldn’t breathe right, and he found he was trembling.
“Do. You. Trust. Me?”
Gary found himself nodding, and saying, “Yes. I trust you.”
“Good. I think, while Tommy sleeps off the fucking he’s just taken, that you and I get to know each other in a carnal way. I’m going to make you feel good, and maybe a little bad, too.”
Gary was panting, and he felt totally outside himself. “This isn’t me. What are you doing to me, Diego?”
A soft palm cupped his grizzled cheek. Like oil and water, that’s what the touch felt like, like they were too different to be able to touch. “This is you, Gary. You joined the military at a young age, you’ve stayed in it, in one way or another, for most of your life. In the military, you take orders. You are a part of something bigger and to get ahead and to survive, you have to live by the words of other men or women. It’s the epitome of submissive. Aggressive submission.”
It was true, he couldn’t deny it. Recently, living under the thumb of Crowley, he’d taken orders, doing another man’s will. It made sense, but that didn’t mean he embraced the thought.
“It’s going to be a struggle for you to please me, Gary, but in pleasing me, you’ll be rewarded in strange and amazing ways.”
Gary didn’t understand how his body was reacting. After just taking over Tommy’s body like he had, dominating him like he had, and now he was ready to get on his hands and knees and crawl for Diego. It made no sense, but most of his life hadn’t made a lot of sense.
“Take down your pants and kneel on his bench, bending over the back of it.”
After he gave the order, Diego kissed him in that sweet way he had, sucking in each lip and humming his appreciation for the taste of him. “I knew it was going to be pure heaven kissing you.”
Gary had never been spoken to that way by another man. Even Tommy, who was shy about saying anything romantic or sexual, hadn’t said such things to him. He never thought in a million years it would turn him on, but it was, and he found himself unbuttoning his jeans so he could give Diego what he wanted. Anything he wanted.
Letting him stand on shaking legs, Diego sat back and watched him taking off his pants, then getting on the bench in the position he’d asked for. Never taking his eyes from Gary, Diego looked on approvingly.
“You have a very nice body. So tall, nicely furry, taut…”
Like he was giving him a review for a newspaper, Diego checked off all the things he liked about him, ending with his dick. “That is such a beautiful cock. Cut, thick, those veins pulsing nicely. One day I’d like you to fuck me with it.”
“Why wait?”
Diego pushed on his back with an easy hand, getting him to bend over the back of the bench without replying to his question.
When Diego rose and moved behind him, Gary felt his shaking worsen, knowing he was going to be fucked, and he was a more than willing participant in the process. When Diego touched both cheeks of his ass, he jumped, then groaned low as he let his head fall between his shoulders.
He was touched, his back and ass kissed, and a drizzle of spit was dripped down his crack before Diego pushed a fingertip inside him, starting to open him. It was slow, gentle, lulling him into a place he’d never been.
By the time Diego had gotten one finger all the way inside him, Gary was feeling the need to beg for more. He’d rarely received when it came to sex. Being in the army, the macho crap that he heard constantly, it made him feel as if he was only a man if he was the one fucking.
To give that part of himself, to be entered, it was intimidating, but the closer it got for him to get to that place, the more he wanted it. Diego got him ready in the sweetest way, words of love blooming from his beautiful lips, inserting a finger, then finally two, letting him become ready to be taken slowly.
Diego ate his ass, and like he’d done for Tommy, he made love to it with his mouth, kissing his hole, kneading each cheek of his ass, then it was time. It was time for Diego to fuck him, and Gary expected it to happen right there, but Diego moved to the bench, sitting where he’d been before and whispered, “I want you in the bed. I want Tommy to be there with us.”
“Yeah. Me too.”
Taking his hand, Diego led him back to the bedroom, and Tommy was waking, smiling as he saw them coming into the room. “Did you…?”
“Not yet. I wanted to take him while you were here with us. Move over Tommy and make him comfortable. This won’t be easy for him.”
Tommy nodded and scooted to the side of the bed, and Gary moved in next to him, kissing Tommy in that dreamy, slow way Diego had kissed him. “It’s going to be good,” Tommy told him. “Let him show you how good it can be.”
Gary felt like he was giving up something, but it was something he didn’t need, didn’t want. Maybe he was giving up his resistance to being a part of something, instead of his lone wolf bullshit that had barely gotten him through his life up until then.
He spread his legs without being told and Diego gave him a smile for that. As Diego moved between them, he touched each knee with his lips, a brush of a kiss that sent chills through him.
Tommy rubbed a hand over Gary’s lower abdomen, which was sexy as hell, too. There was nothing they were doing that wasn’t sexy.
Diego ran manicured nails from Gary’s hole to his tightened balls, and that made him jump and start to squirm. “Come on, if you’re going to do it!”
Laughing a little, Diego scraped his perineum again and chided playfully, “You’re not running this war game, sweet man.”
It was a war, but it was a war with himself, as his insides conflicted with his outer self, the part of him feeling all the amazing things Diego was doing with his hands and mouth. Tommy sat up and handed Diego the bottle of lube, then lay back again and smiled sweetly at Gary. “This is all I ever wanted.”
Gary melted at that, pulling him over for a kiss. “Me too. I did miss you, Tommy.”
“I missed you, too.”
He was in love and admitting that to himself may be the hardest part of all of it. It was against his nature, he thought, against all he thought he could be and could have, but there he was, completely in love with two men.
Before he knew it, Diego was inside him, and the burn was minimal, with all the preparation Diego had given him. Moving slowly, Diego kept eye contact with him, as he had with Tom, and it did help. He was bound there, on the bed, unable to move, and barely able to breathe while Diego’s eyes captured him, keeping him in place.
He was stretched open, Diego’s long cock spearing him in slow motion, opening him not only for the sexual part of it, but to so much more that he hadn’t expected.
Tommy kept rubbing his lower gut and he whispered, “It feels so good, right?”
Gary nodded like he’d seen Tommy nod earlier, like he was drunk or high, and still, his eyes never left Diego’s.
After Diego was inside him as far as he could go, he stopped, and leaned in to kiss him deeply, slowly, taking his breath away, but giving it back to him with a word, “Breathe.”
Gary did, taking a shaking breath in and then he let it out on a chuckled. “This feels so good but so weird.”
“You’re opening yourself to me, and to Tommy. It’s the first step to a million others and it’s going to be scary and weird.”
It was like he was a fucking guru, working him through everything that bothered him and making Gary fly on a cloud.
“Ready?”
Gary tore his eyes from Diego and moved them to Tommy. “Am I?”
“You’ve been ready from the minute you met him. That’s why you tried so hard to hate him.”
Gary felt there was a lot of truth to that, but disguised it in a joke, “Fucking Yoda.”
“Take the cock, you will.”
Gary laughed and closed his eyes, but his laughter was cut short when Diego rolled his hips and started moving his cock inside him, sliding it over his prostate, making him groan loudly and open his eyes to see the twitch of a smile coming to Diego’s lips.
The laughter died, the denial did as well, as he started allowing himself to be made love to, being kissed, being coaxed into a place that he was soaring above his own body, his own selfishness. He felt the need to give everything to the two men on the bed with him.
Diego was amazing with his body, seeking and finding his prostate, deepening the thrusts, keeping a steady, erotically paced rhythm, all the while, his eyes kept Gary how he wanted him, and with a glance told Gary how Diego wanted him to move.
Tommy was in the center of it, remarkably, kissing each of them, touching them, watching everything with wide eyes and a leaking cock of his own.
Having fucked Tommy, then to be fucked by Diego and not coming once, he was feeling his climax building so intensely that he wanted to pass out and get up and run a mile all at once. He was teetering between darkness and light, pleasure and fear, and what was amazing was that Diego knew it and wanted him there.
“You want to come so badly,” Diego said, not in a question, he just knew it.
“Yeah, but I don’t know if I can,” he confessed, confused over the words, but knowing they were true.
Diego smiled wickedly as he sped up his thrusts, ramping up the lovemaking and causing that surreal place Gary was in to speed as well, as if he was flying through a tunnel and there was no light at the end.
Diego suddenly stopped, gritting his teeth as his eyes slammed shut and Gary felt him coming, the cock inside him jumping as he left his seed deep in Gary’s ass. Gary was ready to cry, to beg to be allowed the same release, but before he could get a word out, Diego’s eyes opened to his and he gave Gary the tiniest nod.
Instinctively, he knew what the nod meant and he released, a scream cut short on his lips as he tensed so hard, he thought he may squeeze Diego’s dick right off.
Tommy groaned beside him, obviously enjoying what he saw. “Damn, that was the hottest thing ever.”
Diego pulled out of him and Gary was soon in his arms, being held and kissed sweetly. “Gary, how does it feel to belong to me, to us?”
He could barely speak, his body was spinning, but he opened his eyes to see Tommy, then turned to him and started to cry. The only word he could manage was, “Good.”




Chapter Seventeen

It wasn’t him, not at all, they’d pushed him into it. Somehow, using his guilt over trying to sacrifice himself, they’d gotten into his head.
They were a tangle on the bed, limbs intertwined, Tommy snoring on his shoulder on one side, Diego on his back, arm under Gary’s neck on the other. If he moved, he chanced waking them, and they both needed the sleep, but he not only had to piss, he had to run.
Somehow, he managed to get untangled and off the bed without them noticing, then got his jeans over his hips and he took it as a sign. He pissed outside, the cooler air of the day slapping him as he stood bare chested by the bushes as he let his bladder release.
His emotional breakdown the night before, he’d let himself cry, which he never did, and the two of them held him until he fell asleep, Diego promising they’d talk in the morning. Well, it was morning, and he had no intentions of talking about it or anything else.
He knew he couldn’t run like he wanted to, far and fast, take the easy way out of his feelings. He’d never do that to Tommy again, and he didn’t want to. He did love the two men, but they were pulling things from him that he’d guarded so well that he didn’t know all of them himself.
Sitting on the bench where his strange submission had started, he stared at the bromeliads across from him like they’d have an answer for him. There was no answer because he wasn’t sure of the question.
The one thing he knew is that he had to stay and confront his feelings. It wouldn’t be easy. In fact, no matter the things he’d done in his life, it would be the hardest thing he’d ever attempted.
He’d never run from a fight except for one time. That was when he’d left Tommy, and he’d felt like a fucking coward. Tommy’s eyes followed him around the world no matter how far from them he managed to get. Now there’d be two set of eyes, and he would blow his head off before he could handle that.
When he’d sucked up enough oxygen outside, he thought to be nice and make the two men breakfast. When he stopped in the kitchen, he saw the huge bottle of prime tequila sitting next to three canvas bags of food.
Sometime during the night, Vincenzo had stopped in and brought provisions.
He poured himself a shot of the tequila and downed it, the mellow smoothness coming from the rich blue agave that spotted the landscape. He felt his nerves jangling less and poured another before looking through the bags, finding all he’d need for a perfect Mexican breakfast.
Starting the chorizo in the cast iron pan after getting the wood stove nice and hot, he cracked the deep brown eggs into a bowl then took down the mortar and pestle to grind the fresh herbs that were in the bag.
Coffee was percolating and the chili cured ham was sizzling in another pan when Diego stumbled into the kitchen, his eyes widening at the food on the stove. “You cook?”
“I’ve been known to,” he said, hoping Diego wouldn’t make any attempts to kiss on him. Morning love was great if it was in bed, sucking and using lube, but he wasn’t ready for the rest.
Luckily, he sat at the table and groaned, “I didn’t know how hungry I was until I woke up and smelled this. I never eat in the morning.”
“I usually don’t either, but I saw all this food and couldn’t resist.”
“He came last night. Scared the shit out of me. I got up to piss and he knocked on the door right when I was heading outside and we nearly collided.”
“Lucky neither of you got shot,” he laughed, but his heart wasn’t in the levity.
Diego was watching him, he felt it, but he refused to look back at him. The food was coming along nicely and when he started to plate it, Tommy came in, heading right for the coffee. “Smells like heaven in here.”
“Sit and I’ll get your coffee.”
Tommy did kiss him good morning, but didn’t make a production out of it, like Diego usually did, and Gary took the peck on the lips happily. He set down the plates in front of Diego and Tom, then their coffee.
For himself, he poured a half a cup and then sloshed some of the tequila into it, taking the cup and his plate to sit in the middle of the two of them at the round table.
After a couple bites, they were both moaning, reminding him regrettably of the previous night. He downed some of the tequila/coffee mixture and dug into his food.
“Diego, can I ask a favor?”
Gary turned to Tommy to hear the favor like Diego did.
“Sure, babe. What’s that?”
“I’d like to spend the morning with Gary. We’ve been apart so long, and we have a lot to catch up on.”
Diego eyed them both, but gave him a nod. “Sure. If I can have some time with him later.”
“Sure,” Tommy said, then shoveled more of the eggs into his mouth.
When they were alone after Tom and Diego cleaned the kitchen, Gary asked what it was all about, that tension between them. “It was like you two were planning this.”
“No, we definitely didn’t. What Diego wanted was for the three of us to hang all day and force you to get comfortable with the whole three-way thing, and I knew what a bad fucking idea it was. He means well, but he doesn’t know you like he thinks he does. Judging from how you were downing that tequila this morning, I was right.”
He’d filled a flask he had in his pack with some and took a swig after the last comment. “Yeah, so? Anyway, thanks. I wasn’t up for the deep heartfelt shit this morning, or trying to reason things out.”
Tommy and he walked together to the barn, where he found Tommy had been working on a ’58 Ford F-100. It was in terrible shape, rust spots and no tires, but the body was decent, and with some work, it would be a beautiful restoration. “Tom, this is gorgeous.”
“Yeah, your friend said if I can restore it, I can have it.”
“What? Are you serious?”
“Yeah, so I thought, when we weren’t busy becoming a throuple, I’d do this and hopefully I can figure out how to get it home to fix it up.”
Tommy was a lot smarter than most, and he, gave himself credit for. “So you knew it was a bad idea for us to have the heart to heart?”
“Yeah. You’re going to be busy peeking around corners.”
As he sat on an old metal milk crate, hoping it didn’t collapse, he gazed at Tommy. “What?”
With a shrug, he explained, “See, my grandpa was a soldier in Vietnam. His father was in World War II, and on and on back to the Revolution. Every generation of my family until my dad, who was an asshole and never did much of anything.
“Grandpa, when he’d talk about it, which wasn’t a lot, he said that old soldiers spend their lives peeking around corners, like they did in the wars they fought. The future was never a given, they could die anytime, so planning for the future was a…bad thing. Like superstition bad.”
Gary knew exactly what he was talking about.
“The most a soldier could do was peek around corners, see what is just up ahead. A mile or more could change in a heartbeat, but that corner, it’s right there, and you can get a peek of it and take it from there. That’s what soldiers do. You’re a soldier. You peek around corners, but anything beyond that freaks you out. If you try to plan on something long term, you’ll jinx yourself.”
Gary was flabbergasted that Tommy put into words how he’d lived most of his life, without realizing. “Your grandpa was a smart man. So are you.”
“I’m not planning on us growing old, Gary, in this throuple or whatever you want to call it. Diego probably is. He’s a planner, he wants the future mapped out and guaranteed, but I know if he starts that with you, you’ll bolt, no matter how much you love me, and him, and want this.”
Gary was up and pacing, having been found out so easily. “You know I don’t want to do that, Tom.”
He was busy sanding a rust spot on the rear fender and never missed a step in his steady rhythm. “I know that. I saw it, felt it, and I am okay with your doubts and you having to work all this out in your head a while. I’m not pushing, but he will. If you know that ahead of time, maybe you can explain it to him.”
“How do I do that without sounding like an indecisive ass?”
Tommy set the sandpaper block down and stared over at him. “I’m not sure about that. He’s a little stubborn, like you are. I know you weren’t okay with my ultimatum, Gary. I felt it when I made it, but I also have to protect myself. You hurt me bad when you left last time. I can’t do that shit again and again until you figure things out. But I also know that if you stay, and I think you will, you’re not just going to be jumping up and down for joy. He brings weird shit out in a person, and you’ll freak out more than once.”
He went to Tommy and held him, letting out a long breath. “Damn, you know me too well.”
“I do. Please, don’t leave. It’s not going to be easy, all this, but I think it’ll be worth the effort.”
“You’re worth it, babe, and so is he. It’s fucking with my head, yeah. It’s a lot for me. But it’s worth it.”
Tommy kissed Gary’s neck and whispered there, “I’m glad you think so. Go talk to him. I’d bet he’s wondering what’s going on with us.”
“Like we’re fucking?”
“No. I don’t know. Maybe?”
Gary looked down at his worried face. “Is that against some fucking rule or something?”
“There are rules? I don’t know!”
Gary kissed his forehead and assured, “If that’s a rule, that I can’t make love to you when and if I want, then the deal is off, and we need to renegotiate.”
Back in the house, he was ready to fight, but Diego smiled happily at him and asked, “Did you and Tom have a good time?”
He didn’t know how to answer, afraid he was being tricked. “Could have been better. I left him worried we were breaking some rule, or would be, if we were intimate.”
Diego pulled him to the couch, setting down the book he was reading. “We haven’t established rules, have we?”
Gary didn’t sit close, needing the space between them, and Diego noticed but was good enough not to say.
“Gary, if there are rules, and there probably should be, wouldn’t we all need to make them, agree to them?”
“How the fuck should I know? Are you the fucking head man now? Using your magic to keep both of us submissive.”
Diego turned his face and said, “Is that what you think? That’s not what I want, Gary. We’re all equals, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.”
Gary was up, unable to hear that soothing voice another minute. “I can’t do this. I don’t know how, and I don’t know that I want to. I can’t follow relationship rules, have someone lording over me, and Tom!”
Diego was turning him, and he held him, though Gary half-heartedly tried to fight. “I don’t want that either. I would never lord over you. In bed, sure, I like to be dominant, but so do you. We just do it differently.”
His scent, his soft, firm skin, velvet voice, all of him, he was intoxicating. “I really am bad at this shit.”
“We’re all new to this, Gary. I must be bad at it too, to make you and Tom worry. I’m so fucking sorry.”
Gary opened his eyes and saw Tommy there, inching his way into the room. After he moved from Diego’s arms, he pushed him to Tom and said, “Tell him what you just told me.”
Tommy went into Diego’s arms and Diego indeed confessed he’d not been clear on anything. Tommy smiled at Gary, like a silent thanks, and then they all sat on the couch, and Diego let Tommy take the lead on the rules.
“What am I supposed to say? No fucking around, no leaving. That’s it for me.”
Gary groaned and laughed at once. “I told you, Tom, I’m not leaving.”
“I know, but it was pretty much the first rule we made.”
“True, okay. Next?”
Diego spoke up, “Like Tommy said, no fucking others. I mean, at least at the beginning of our tenuous relationship. It’s too fragile for anything like that.”
“I hate thinking of it as fragile, and I know why you think that, because of me. Yeah, I’m struggling with the thought of being in a relationship at all, and with two men, sure, it’s twice as intimidating. Maybe the first rule of mine is stop treating me like I’m going to take off at any minute. I only left yesterday to save the two men I cared about, and if that isn’t a commitment, I don’t know what is.”
Tommy lay his head on Gary’s shoulder and said a sincere, “I’m sorry. I get it. I do.”
“I do, too. And it’s not fragile because of you, Gary, it’s all of us. We’re all flying blind here. I’ve never been in a relationship with two men either, and I know Tommy hasn’t. We set a few boundaries, then go from there. I want to make you both happy. If I’m doing something that isn’t along those lines, please don’t hesitate to tell me.”
“Me too,” Tommy agreed.
Gary sighed and added his, “Me three.”
“Maybe we should just stay in bed for the next few days. We don’t argue there, or have second thoughts, or worry about rules or anything,” Tommy suggested with a wicked smile spreading on his lips. One brow cocked high and Diego elbowed Gary gently.
“I like his mind.”
“I do, too. But this time, nothing and no one in my ass.”




Chapter Eighteen

The subject of living together got brought up, and it caused more tension. For three days, they’d stayed in bed, making love over and over, putting the rest of their concerns to the side until they were ready to talk.
When it came time, however, and serious things were brought up, it was Tommy who felt like slinking off somewhere.
Gary was a mess, of course, as always. Diego sure and confident, as always. Tommy, thinking he’d go along with nearly anything they’d come up with felt so differently when it came to the subject of living together.
He, like Diego, thought it was Gary who’d been on his mind, keeping him from moving in with Diego before the three of them got together. With Gary with them, though, he found the subject as frightening, if not more so.
Diego noticed right off, but he was dealing with Gary’s excuses first. “I wanted to kill you one minute and then fell for you the next, now you’re talking about us moving in with you. It’s all too fast, and if we don’t take some time to breathe, it could fall apart. I don’t want that on my head for saying yes when I feel we should wait.”
“I understand that, Gary, of course. It’s just, well, you have nowhere in Trinidad to live right now. I know you can stay with Javi and Daniel, but for how long? I’m not saying we need to share the same bed right off, I have a large home.”
“If we lived in that home together, we’d sleep together.”
Tommy stayed quiet through it all. They didn’t notice, thankfully, but he knew they would eventually. Diego had asked him several times to move in with him when they started to get close, and he’d put it off, stopped Diego from asking after a while.
Gary finally huffed in frustration and asked, “Tom, what do you think?”
Tommy didn’t look at him or Diego as he came up with the lamest excuse. “I have five more months on my lease.”
Both were struck dumb at that, and he knew how pathetic it sounded. Anyone could break a lease.
“Babe, I would buy it out, no problem.”
Diego, always with the logic and problem solving. “I know, but…well, I should probably stay the rest of the time. What if it hurt my credit? I just started getting it straightened out after all the years I let it go to hell.”
It was obvious it wasn’t about his credit or his lease. Gary was avoiding his eyes and Diego couldn’t look away. “Tommy, what the hell is going on?”
Gary stopped him with, “Diego, don’t. He’s conflicted about this, so don’t push him.”
“Bullshit, don’t push him! He played this with me for months. Now that you’re here, with us, I thought he’d finally make a damn decision.”
Tommy got up from the couch where they were sitting, farther apart than he thought they would, and was ready to take off, but Gary grabbed his hand. “No. We’re done running, remember? You won’t let me, so I won’t let you.”
Sighing, he retook his seat, and Gary didn’t let go of his hand. “Okay, I don’t even know. I mean, I’ve thought about it, and it scares me more than the three of us trying this weird triad relationship does. I didn’t move in with you before because I was missing Gary, like you thought. Like everyone thought.”
Diego moved so he could better see around Gary, and he whispered, “It wasn’t?”
“No. See, shit, I don’t know how to explain this.”
“Slow and easy, Tom,” Gary recommended. “That’s all we can do right now.”
Finally relenting, Diego agreed, “We’ll listen, no matter what, Tommy. You know that.”
It was time to get it out, to face up to his own insecurity and let the two men he loved know. “Okay, well, you know about my folks, how they were drunks and assholes. It wasn’t that the house was great, or I loved living there, but whenever they’d get pissed at me, they’d kick me out.
“Lee was the same way. One day, he’d tell me I could crash at his house as long as I needed, the next day he’d get in some mood and tell me to fuck off and find somewhere else to crash. With the thieving, and Lee taking most of the profits from it, I could never afford my own place. Then Javi…after we broke into his house and Lee got killed, I really thought it was all over for me. To go to him after all that, and he didn’t exactly invite me to stay, I kind of showed up and didn’t leave, but he didn’t throw me out. That was the first time I felt a little okay about where I was gonna sleep at night, and even then, all he had to do was tell me to go and I’d have no choice.”
As Diego’s head dropped and Gary’s lips grew an understanding smile, Tommy relaxed a little. “Fuck, babe,” Diego breathed. “You have an apartment now, all yours, no one can kick you out and it’s the first time in your whole life you felt secure. I’m so fucking sorry, man, I had no idea.”
“I didn’t understand it right away, either.”
Gary threw his arm around Tommy’s shoulders and chided, “All you had to do was say that, once you figured it out. I get it, and I know Diego does, too. And, shit, maybe that is why it feels weird for me as well. Not that I was insecure about being thrown out, but yeah, it being his place, I get it.”
“So, what then? I mean, I would like to live with you guys, but how do we fix this?”
“We don’t for now. Gary can stay at Javi’s for a while. You stay at your apartment. Gary can visit you and me, I can and you can. We are boyfriends, so we get that established first. I promise not to push again until all of us are more ready to take that next step.”
“Why are you pushing at all? I mean, Tommy and you, you were doing good how it was, right?”
Tommy listened to this, wondering the same thing.
“That big house is lonely, you know? It’s beautiful and I love it, but it’s fucking lonely. I was in love with this great guy, and I wanted to share it with him.”
Tommy felt guilty again, but he didn’t let it overtake him. “I’m sorry, Diego. I guess we were really at cross purposes there.”
“Yeah,” he laughed. “Sorry, babe. We’ll take it slower, but just know, I do want to live with you both eventually. I want to wake up to the two of you, like we are now. It’s going to be really hard waking up alone again.”
“I have a feeling that Tommy and I won’t be far from you, even when we get home.”
Finally seeing that he and Gary weren’t the only ones with insecurities and fears, Tommy felt a thousand pounds of weight lifting from his shoulders. “Try to get rid of me.”
When they returned home, Tommy felt alone for the first time in weeks. The moment he stepped into his apartment, the silence was deafening, and he wanted to turn right around. So easily he could head to Daniel’s to see Gary, or to Diego’s house, but he had made such a big deal of it, he set his bag down and let out a long breath, glad for that little bit of sound.
The phone was in his hand, and he had to set it on the table by the door along with his keys so he didn’t call one of his partners to come over and spend the night with him. It was going to be miserable sleeping alone in his bed.
The phone miraculously rang, and he rushed to pick it up, hoping it was Gary or Diego, inviting themselves over, but it was Daniel. “You’re home! Why didn’t you come with Gary?”
“I had to get home. Haven’t been here in a while.”
“It’s not like you have goldfish to feed or a plant to water. And what did you do to Gary? He looks exhausted. Oh wait, he has two boyfriends,” Daniel teased, laughing.
He collapsed on his couch, the one he’d bought two days after getting his apartment. The one he rarely used because he didn’t want to mess it up. “Okay, I have an issue. I made this big deal about having my own place, because I was scared to get kicked out of another place, you know.”
“Like your parents and Lee always did to you. I remember.”
“Thanks. At least there’s one person I don’t have to explain it to. Okay, so I didn’t want to move in with Diego, he wanted me and Gary to do that when we got back. Now that I’m here, without them…”
“I get it. I was the opposite. Javi wanted me to go off and have my own place and shit and I refused. So, now what?”
He groaned and said, “I don’t know! What can I do? I’ve already got Diego into that place where he knows not to mess with me over it, and Gary is trying to get to know Diego better. If I moved in with Diego, I don’t think Gary would right away, so it would be like he was the third wheel. Daniel! Help!”
“I have an idea. It’s weird, and you may not like it, and you’ll need a lot of help, but I can help you. You’re coming to work tomorrow morning, right?”
“Of course.”
“Good. Okay, I’ll get some things together today and when you come tomorrow, we’ll take care of this.”
He knew he’d never find another friend like Daniel. To think they once hated each other. “Thanks, man. I mean it.”
“Stop getting mushy.”
When Tommy arrived at work, he was twice as ready to give up on living alone. Gary greeted him at the door and Tommy held onto him like he hadn’t seen him in weeks. “I missed you.”
“I missed you too, Tom. Damn it, I missed you. That fucking Zen Dom too,” he laughed. “Daniel said to meet him in the den.”
Tommy kissed him slowly, unwilling to part from him yet. Gary groaned into the kiss, holding him a little tighter. When the kiss was over, Gary whispered, “I wish you didn’t have to work. I’d take us over to Diego’s and have some fun.”
“Don’t tempt me. I was just off for almost a month. I think I need to work.”
Gary slapped his ass and ordered, “Get to it, then, bodyguard!”
When Tommy got into the den, he saw Daniel squinting at the computer and chided, “Wear your fucking glasses, Daniel.”
“Don’t you work for me? I should tell you what to do.”
“I’ve got two very dominant boyfriends for that,” he groaned. “What are you looking so hard at your eyes are about to pop out?”
Daniel closed the lid of the laptop and bragged, “I’m a genius and I was looking at the results of my brainstorm.”
“No cryptic shit this morning. I didn’t sleep worth a damn. Not used to having the bed all to myself.”
“Well, if I have my way, that will change quickly.”
His interest fully perked, he asked, “What does that mean?”
Daniel shook his head, smiling mischievously. “Not yet. I want to show you. Come on, we’re going for a drive.”




Chapter Nineteen

Where Daniel was taking him, he wasn’t sure, but it was good to be out of the house and with his friend again. The loneliness that had suffocated him the night before was waning, and he felt like he could breathe again.
“Now, I’m not saying this is the answer to all your issues as a…what are you calling yourselves? Throuple? Triad? Threesome?”
“It’s so new, we haven’t labeled it yet.”
“Well, anyway, I know Gary is getting to know Diego, Javi said he was nervous about how fast he’d fallen for him, but he did the same with you.”
“I know, and look what happened. He took off for months.”
Daniel lay a hand on his shoulder and soothed, “I don’t think it’s gonna happen again. Are you that worried?”
“Yes and no. I told him if he did then he’d never be welcomed back. I meant it, but it fucking tore me to pieces saying it.”
“I can imagine. Take the next left.”
They were in town but heading to the outskirts on the other side of it, the side opposite Daniel’s home. They’d soon be outside of the city limits, heading east.
“Well, it is scary, falling that fast, but let’s face it, gay men don’t often take their time falling. We may take our time committing but falling is fast most of the time.”
“Yeah,” Tommy laughed, “It took you three seconds with Javi.”
“Look at him! He’s fucking hot!”
He knew that. He’d had a crush on the man when he first met him too. “So, are you going to tell me this plan?”
“In a minute! Be patient!”
His patience with everything was running thin. “Sorry, but after all this not knowing stuff, another surprise is not exactly what I’m looking forward to right now.”
“Oh, give me my fun, shit!”
Tommy laughed with him and shut his mouth for a while, then turned again into a newer suburb of town, just outside of it. It was a hilly region, nothing like the mountains to the west, but hills that rolled easily over the land.
There were big houses, smaller ones, all on their own acre or two. Daniel was staring at his phone, then the road and the phone again as he tried to navigate the winding roads.
“Hillcrest Drive, right here. I mean, go right, here.”
Daniel was generally terrible with directions, so he was surprised they found the place at all. “This house up here? Who lives here?”
“No one. It’s for sale, just went on the market.”
It suddenly became clear what Daniel’s intentions were. “Daniel, if you’re thinking what I think you’re thinking…”
“Shh, and just go with it. Remember, I’m your boss.”
“Yeah, I seem to have a lot of those.”
Daniel slapped his arm as he parked. “Then take charge of something! This could be it, Tommy. A way for you to have the first and last say of a big part of your shared lives. Is that a bad thing?”
Looking at the two-story home, done in a nice shade of sand, big windows, front porch that was big enough for the table and chairs that were currently there.
The landscaping in the front and the side he could see was a nice mixture of lawn and mulched flowerbeds.
“Wait until you see in back.”
“I’m still looking at the front.”
Daniel had him park in the graveled driveway and once the engine was off, they got out and walked up the four stairs to the porch. There was a lockbox on the doorknob, and Daniel punched in the right numbers to open it and retrieve the key. “The realtor said to do a tour ourselves, he was major busy today. I like it better when they’re not around anyway.”
Tommy had never had a realtor, so he wouldn’t know. “What if we have questions?”
“This isn’t the question portion of the show, Tommy. This is the, hey, do I even like this place, portion.”
Tommy walked through the incredible home with Daniel, laughing, falling in love. Not with Daniel, of course, but with the home.
There was a wide open first floor, living room, kitchen, dining room all within sight, a nice staircase that led to the second floor, where five bedrooms were, all beautiful, white, clean…
He could picture them in the master bedroom, sleeping together each night. He saw the huge shower in the master bath, knowing how they could utilize it every morning.
Everything about the inside of the home was as impressive as the front, but he’d seen nothing yet. Out of the backdoor off the utility room, Tommy let out a guffaw as he saw the land stretching out, broken up by a three car garage with a shop attached, and a smaller home, a guest cottage.
He ran to the garage and Daniel opened it for him, letting him in to see the possibilities. “That truck Vincenzo gave me, I could do wonders with it here!”
“I know. That was the first thing I liked about this place. When I asked for a big garage that you could use to work on old vehicles, this was the place the realtor said would fit the bill the best.”
There were metal shelves, hooks on the wall for tools, a half a wall with cabinets and drawers for more tools.
He loved it and knew he could live in the garage alone. And, he actually could. Daniel showed him the stairs to where a small loft apartment lay over the shop. “I figured, hey, if I was in a three-way, what would I want? Space. Javi and me, in love, the whole thing, but we need our space too. He goes to the cabin once a week, I hide out in the den with my computer a lot. When we get back together, we’re ready to be together. It’s not forced. I think, what might be in your head, is that you’ll be in their faces and them in yours, all the time. Let’s face it, Diego’s house is gorgeous, but there’s nowhere for you three to get any space. There’s barely a yard. This is a yard.”
Tommy shrugged, knowing it was all true. They needed their space.
The next part of the place they checked out was the guest home, and Tommy saw the possibilities there too. He could see Gary there, storing his guns, and that thought made him laugh. “It’s perfect, Daniel, but I can’t afford this. I haven’t got a down payment.”
“You’re not getting me, Tommy. This is a gift.”
After his jaw dropped and he managed to pull it back up and close his mouth, he turned to Daniel to clearly see he wasn’t kidding. “Daniel, I don’t need charity. I have a job, remember? I work for you.”
Daniel took his hand and led him outside, waving his arm through the air. “This? It wasn’t so long ago that something like this would have been so far out of our reach.” He took Tommy’s hands and went on, “We were dumb, poor kids, thieving to make the pitiful living we were making, living under Lee’s thumb, being kicked around and now…now look at us. You just saved your boyfriends, after saving me. You’re a great friend to a person that never had friends. You’re a great boyfriend for someone who’d never had a boyfriend before. Shit, Tommy, I owe you more than a house.”
“You just saved me. You sent the Carrillos to help, and gave up part of your territory, if I can guess on why they helped.”
Daniel shook his head and scoffed, “I thought you had more faith in me. I pledged loyalty to their family, like my father did before me, offering up our services when they need to deal with the middle of the country. They are partners of ours, Tommy.”
“Still, it was you and Javi that set it up to save us.”
“Tommy, take the fucking gift.”
The frustration was mounting as he looked around the place again, wanting it so badly, he could taste it. His own home, it was a miracle, and yet he couldn’t take it. “Diego loves his house. You notice he never offered to move in with me all those months he tried to get me to his house.”
“Yeah, he’s going to leave his nice big house to move into that tiny apartment. Not likely.”
Tommy grinned at that, and admitted, “Okay, you got me there.”
They made their way to the car and sat there without moving while Tommy stared at the house.
“Listen, you would have time to ease them into it. It’ll take a while to close. There are inspections, all that. Start gently.”
“I don’t know…”
Daniel was getting frustrated with him and he huffed, “Then make them! You have as much say as either of them!”
Tommy turned to him, feeling as if he had to explain some things. “I’m the last one of the three of us that would be demanding anything, Daniel. I’m…they’re…”
“Don’t you think I get that? What you might not realize is that Javi and me, we have a…special kind of relationship. I’m more…dominant.”
Tommy felt his face heating as he confided, “I know, Daniel. You forget I lived with you guys at the start of your relationship. Believe me, I get it. And what you don’t get is that me and Javi…we have that in common, if you know what I mean.”
“Then you should get your way! In a BDSM relationship, the submissive has all the true power. He or she can safeword and everything stops, no matter what the dominant wants. Safeword! Demand that you all move into this place, that can be all of yours, then all your trepidation goes out the window about getting thrown out on your ass.”
“We don’t have a traditional thing going like that. I’m not like tied up and whipped or anything, Daniel. We don’t use safewords because we don’t need them. If I don’t want something, I just tell them, which I never have because they don’t hurt me or anything.”
“Keeping you from being happy is hurting you, Tommy. This house makes you happy, and if they’d deny you that security and happiness, then you have a problem. Take the time to talk to them, before you tell them about the house. If they hate it, sell it and find one that you all would like, but you need to demand your say in things now. Do you seriously think Javi has no say in our relationship? He’s my papi, I defer to him when things count.”
Tommy looked at the house again, loving it more each time he did. “I can try. But I want you to take half my salary for it. I don’t want charity.”
“That’s fine, as long as you know I’m going to double your salary.”
“You’re fucking stubborn.”
“Javi would agree.”




Chapter Twenty

Diego opened the door to Gary and felt his entire body heating at the sight of him. He had that cocky smile, barely visible behind all the scruff, and lascivious look in his eye like he came for more than a casual visit. “Hey.”
“I thought I’d come see your place and…you. Mind if I come in?”
Diego realized he was blocking the door while willing his dick not to harden at the mere sight of the man. Jumping, he laughed nervously and stepped to the side. “Sorry, yes, of course, come in.”
Gary stepped over the threshold and looked around the foyer, which Diego had kept simple, a nice Persian rug and small table to hold the flowers he usually held in the white vase that now sat empty.
The stairs were off to the left, and the parlor to the right, so Diego motioned for Gary to head there, and he did, throwing him a snarky smile.
“Where’s Tommy?”
“I don’t know,” he said as he sat on the low-backed gray sofa. “He and Daniel have been gone all day.”
“Strange. Javi didn’t know?”
“I didn’t ask. It’s none of my business. That’s his job, to follow Daniel around.”
Diego felt stupid, but he shook that off, offering, “I just opened a bottle of wine in the kitchen. Would you like some?”
“I’m not big on wine. How about some tequila?”
Diego rose and held out his hand. “I happen to have bought a brand-new bottle today. Blue agave, smooth, if I remember correctly.”
Gary rose and moved into him, kissing him seductively. “You remember.”
Diego forgot all about the wine and tequila as he melted into the second passionate kiss, letting Gary take the lead in it, as he seemed to need. When he pulled away, the smug look in his eye told Diego he’d done right. When it was over, he asked, “Better?”
“Better! Now, tequila.”
They laughed on the way down the hall, Diego leading the way to the kitchen that was in the back of the house.
The windows behind the breakfast nook had light pouring in from the late afternoon, and the wine cork was leaving a shadow across the black counter.
“This is a nice kitchen.”
The white cabinets and black counters were the perfect contrast for him. “It took me forever to get this remodeled, but now, it seems like I wasted my time.”
“Doing something you want to do is never a waste of time. Don’t give up on him yet, Diego. He may come around to want to live here. Shit, I might too.”
“You? A fancy Victorian doesn’t seem like your style.”
He watched Gary take the tequila he poured into a shot glass and walked around the kitchen while holding it. “I was never a guy to be in a relationship too, but now I am. I guess I’m expanding my horizons.”
He wore a denim jacket, though the weather was warm, and his jeans were just tight enough to show his fine ass. An ass that he’d had the great pleasure of fucking and would like to again. That, however, wasn’t what Gary wanted on that day, Diego was sure. He’d come to turn the tables.
Diego would give in, but not without a challenge. He knew Gary was in need of a challenge. “I’m glad you came over, Gary. We need to get to know one another before we can consider anything moving forward.”
“I didn’t come to talk, Diego, and I think you know that.”
His dick was pulsing so hard in his pants that he was sure Gary could feel it across the room. Being behind the counter from him helped, at least he couldn’t readily gaze down and see what he was doing.
“Oh? Do I?”
Gary turned back to him, downed the shot and let his eyes light before growling, “Yeah, you do. You’re a smart man.”
He came to stand across the counter from him, setting down the glass and holding Diego in his gaze. Using his own trick against him. Nice. “What is it you want, then?”
“I’m going to fuck the hell out of you. I’m going to stick my dick in you and make you take it. If that’s not what you want, then tell me now, and I’ll go.”
Diego felt the shaking in his hand as he reached for the much needed drink of wine, so he hid his hand under the counter as well, never breaking eye contact with Gary. He was waiting for Diego to slip, give him nerves or indecision. Diego wouldn’t allow him that.
“I don’t want you to go, Gary, but it sounds to me like you want what you can’t have. Do you think, because I fucked you and dominated you, that we’re just turning the tables now? That I’ll become some switch for you? Tommy should be enough for you to dominate.”
“And yet he’s not enough for you to do the same?”
Taking over Gary’s body and will had been one of the biggest turn-ons in his life. A man like that, big, bruising and beautiful giving himself to Diego, it epitomized everything dominant inside him.
On the other hand, being handled by him would be every bit as erotic, but he’d seen the man’s dick, and he was a top, bottoming very rarely, as Gary did. It would hurt.
Gary started coming around the counter, and soon all the things Diego had been hiding would be revealed. But, as Gary came around, his eyes never moved from Diego’s, each step bringing him closer to Diego’s personal space, then completely invading it, his face only an inch or two from Diego’s. “All those days in Mexico, you fucked me four times. Tommy’s poor ass must have felt like hamburger after the two of us kept taking turns on him for over two weeks. Yours, though, it stayed like a blushing virgin. Not really fair now, is it?”
“I guess it may not seem to be, no.”
“I want to fuck you. Do. You. Trust. Me?”
Using his tactics against him was one thing, but his own words? Gary obviously didn’t play fair, but then again, he didn’t either. “Of course, I trust you, Gary. I’m in love with you.”
Gary reached for him, and Diego was frozen to stop him, and he was pulled in for a kiss that made the two in the parlor seem like chaste pecks.
Gary gnashed and bit as his lips, and his shaking worsened, continuing through his body in the most sublime way.
While he was holding Diego’s head still, his other hand was unbuttoning Diego’s jeans so he could shove a hand down and grip his cock painfully hard.
That woke him out of his hypnosis enough to back off from the kiss and demand, “Watch it, Gary. I’ll turn this around on you if you’re not careful and this time, I won’t be so nice.”
“Fucking try it.”
All the aggression they’d felt for one another when they first met hadn’t been alleviated so much as it was placed right in the center of the passion they evolved to have. Diego thought this before, but it was painfully obvious then.
His mind and body were at odds, wanting Gary desperately to fuck him, but unwilling to take a submissive role. The only thing he could do was fight it, keep the upper hand while letting Gary connect with him in the way they both needed.
Gary was bigger than him in height and weight, so it was easy for him to pin Diego over the counter before he started rubbing his contained erection on Diego’s ass. “Gonne feel so nice inside you. I can tell.”
Fuck, he couldn’t find words to counter that, couldn’t think! Diego lived by his wits and his mind, and Gary was securely scrambling both.
Diego held in all the sounds of his passion that were pushing up from his lungs to come out and echo in the room, at one point biting his lips closed. His pants were yanked from his hips and he scraped his nails down the smooth counters, gaining so resistance to help him hold on while Gary started roughly exploring his ass.
He heard Gary spit, felt it on the top of his crease and he closed his eyes, knowing he would soon be invaded by calloused fingers. He wanted it, suddenly, more than he wanted anything in the world, but his rational self, the one that wasn’t overcome with intense sexual need, was knocking on his head, reminding him to fight.
Pitifully, he tried reason. “We should take this in the bedroom.”
Gary simply laughed evilly, hushing him and saying, “I like it here just fine.”
Diego groaned and pled, “Gary, I haven’t been fucked in years!”
“Neither had I, remember?”
There was no reasoning with the man, he should have known, so he tried to move up, stand, but Gary kept him pinned. He knew all he’d have to do was to seriously tell Gary he wasn’t into it, but he was. He was more into it than he’d ever thought he could be. Gary brought things out in him that made no sense, and he enjoyed it and hated it more every day.
It was the pinnacle of passion.
Prodding at his hole with no finesse whatsoever, Gary managed to get a finger halfway to the knuckle inside, and it felt like fire was trying to burn him from the ass out.
“At least let me go get some lube!”
Gary just laughed and back away from him for a minute, letting Diego get up, thinking he was being allowed to catch his breath and get away, but Gary was back quickly, pushing him back onto the counter, and Diego felt a drizzle of something over his crease and then the smell came to him.
“Olive oil? Really? Are you fucking kidding me, Gary?”
A finger was pushed inside him to the knuckle and Gary then bent over him as Diego lay breathless. “Relax.”
“That’s not easy in this position.”
He laughed again, his laughter something between maniacal and joyful. Gary reached to the side of him, grabbing the bottle of tequila, taking a swig before slamming it back down and the smell of the olive oil was gone. In its place, the scent of Tequila on Gary’s breath surrounded him, lulling him until another finger was inserted alongside the first.
His head came off the counter and he let out a wail, getting his neck sucked on while Gary soothed, “That’s it, baby, take it for me. That’s nothing compared to my dick.”
Diego sucked in a breath and got his hands on the edge of the counter, using all his strength to push himself up, flipping as soon as he was halfway to standing, facing Gary as the fingers pulled from his ass. “You’re gonna have to do better than that if you want in my ass, Gary. I’m not that easy.”
“Oh, you’ve got some hurt coming, sweetheart.”
****
Tommy left work a little early, but Javi and Daniel were already giving each other the eye, and he sure as hell wasn’t going to guard a naked and in the middle of fucking body, so he escaped before he was stuck in the middle of their fun.
Gary was nowhere around, so he thought to head over to Diego’s, missing his partners fiercely. He thought he may talk to them about the house Daniel was offering, at least feel them out about the possibility, so he could better make up his mind.
Then he got to Diego’s and saw the truck Gary was using there, parked crookedly in the drive. In his chest, there was a pang that he didn’t recognize, so it could be easily ignored. He went to the front door, ready to knock, but before he could, he heard some noise.
Glass breaking. That sound from his past, a break-in, so he went back to his car and got the gun from his lockbox under the seat.
If someone were breaking into Diego’s house, he could call the cops, but being part of the Montello family, they liked to keep their problems in-house. Around to the side, where he could look to see if a window had gotten broken, he got to the window of the parlor, and that’s when he stuffed the gun into the back of his pants.
It was no burglar, no one breaking in to steal anything. It was Diego and Gary, throwing each other around the room, half dressed, snarling, growling lions ready to kill each other or fuck. Maybe a little of both.
Diego was shiny, like he had oil covering him, and that made it easy for Gary to lose him once he tried to grab his arm. The smile on Gary’s face was purely lust driven, and Diego had one just like it. That was a first, to see Diego enjoy a row like that.
As he watched, he was grappling between being more turned on than he ever remembered being, to pissed off he wasn’t there with them. It was crazy, of course, they were partners, and they had every right to be together, but it was the first time either of the men that he’d loved first were together without him. It stung.
Diego moved around some, but Gary did get the upper hand, throwing him over the low-back of the couch and then he bent over him, saying something to him that Tommy couldn’t hear, but he could imagine. His dick pulsed in his pants, the jealousy secondary to how hot he was getting at the sight of the two bulls, charging each other and fighting to the death.
Realizing he was living up to his name, peeping Tom, he backed away from the window and headed back to his car. Once inside, he smiled, deciding on the spot what to do.
****
The cock was entering him, like it or not, and he knew, no matter the pain, he wanted it. Gary held him down hard, there was no way to fight away from him again, and the head pierced him, pushing through his ring with a nasty, horrific burn, and he grunted through it, scared enough to scream on how painful taking the rest of Gary’s monster would be.
Then Gary surprised him as he held him to the couch, and a soft kissed was laid on the side of his neck. “Take it for me. I’m not going to hurt you more than I have to, to get inside.”
Some of his fear lessened and he nodded against the cushion. “Okay. Okay. I can take it, Gary.”
“Good. And remember that I’ve fallen crazy in love with you.”
He felt his eyes well with more tears, though the new ones weren’t from pain and struggle. The words, words he didn’t have to give, were absorbed into him and warmed him, taking much of the pain he was already feeling.
“Love you, babe.”
Gary continued to push inside him, and he was stretched to the max, gritting his teeth and gripping the edge of the cushions to help to keep him from pulling away and running from the pain.
Gary was good to his word, and didn’t push too fast or harshly, but he didn’t slow so much that it would stretch out the pain he felt. A good lover, shit, he’d known that from watching Gary and Tom, and from making love to him in Mexico.
When it was time, however, the gentleness stopped. After bottoming out inside of Diego, he let him adjust for a long time, breathing in his ear, biting at the lobe and asking for assurances that he was okay. Once that was over, he started on Diego like a jackhammer, fucking the hell right out of him as he screamed on the cushion, leaving his saliva there, bearing down to take every fucking thrust.
Diego wasn’t a fragile flower, and if he was going to get fucked, it had better be done right. And Gary sure as hell knew how to fuck a big man like himself. Holding Diego down with one hand on the high part of his back, the other had a nice, stiff grip on his hip and he used that to bring Diego back to him, meeting those hellacious thrusts of those monster hips. Like he was trying to fuck Diego right through the couch, Gary didn’t stop, didn’t slow until he was yelling for Diego to come, and come hard.
For a split second, Diego thought about the upholstery, but that didn’t last. He was shooting his load without touching his dick, a feat he’d never done before in his life, and Gary was right on his heels, coming inside him.
They both collapsed to the floor as Diego tried to catch his breath, Gary huffing like he’d just blown up a hot air balloon all by himself.
“Fuck! Gary, what the hell got into you?”
“I got into you, if I remember correctly.”
Diego laughed and lay over on his shoulder. “Fucking amazing. I’m not going to walk right for a week.”
“You think we’re done? Baby, I’m just getting started. Now we can go to the bedroom.”




Chapter Twenty-One

It was three days before he could catch up to Tommy, and that didn’t sit well with him. Gary asked Javi and Daniel about it, but Javi simply shrugged and Daniel lied, telling him that Tommy was busy doing things for the family.
He decided to find out one his own. He woke up at five in the morning, not his favorite time of the day, and waited in the alley behind some trees as Tommy drove up and waited for Daniel.
That was their new thing, he’d pull up, and Daniel would run out to the car, and they’d be gone before Gary so much as thought about getting out of bed. Then, late into the night, Daniel would come home, and his own mind was crazy, thinking things he shouldn’t until he finally confronted Javi about it, asking if he, like Gary, thought something was going on between them.
“I can say with no reservation whatsoever that nothing is going on between them.”
“Then what the fuck is going on? Half the time I call it goes to voicemail and when I do get him, he barely says a word to me. Says he’s too tired to talk, that he’ll see me soon.”
Javi slapped him on the arm and promised, “And you will, my friend. You will. Be openminded when you do.”
“What the fuck does that mean?”
“It means I’m sworn to secrecy, by my man, and I’m not going against Daniel. He’d fucking kill me, maybe literally, so have some patience for once in your life.”
Well, his patience was gone. He came out of the bushes that morning and got into the car while Tommy was waiting for Daniel, surprising him.
“Hey! What are you doing up so early?”
“Waiting for you! What the fuck is going on, Tommy, and don’t give me the shit you have been giving me, you’re busy with Daniel on some fucking project. Talk to me! Did I do something, did Diego and I do something to piss you off?”
Tommy’s head dropped and he admitted, “I saw you, the other day, at Diego’s house. I saw the two of you going at it.”
It hit him in the chest like a fist. “Oh.”
“I’m not mad, but I need to do something that makes me less, weird about it. I can’t tell you what right now. Trust me?”
Trust? Was it possible, being that the first thing that came to his mind was that Tommy was getting over seeing him and Diego together by fucking someone else?
“Of course, I trust you, but that doesn’t take care of all of it. Why didn’t you just come in?”
Tommy shook his head then jerked it toward the passenger door. “Daniel’s coming. We’ll talk soon, okay?”
He was more pissed off than he ever remembered being, and when he got out of the car, and Daniel greeted him, he had to remember that the guy was his best friend’s partner or he may have beaten him to death on the spot.
He drove like a bat out of hell to Diego’s house, and saw he wasn’t the only one up with the roosters. Diego opened his backdoor and kissed him, bringing him into those understanding and welcoming arms. “Did you talk to him?”
“It did no good. The only thing I found out is that he saw us the other day, when I came over here and fucked you.”
Diego pulled back, groaning. “Shit.” He pulled Gary to the table and had him sit, then he brought over his carafe and poured them each a cup of coffee. “I should have known.”
“You know it’s bullshit, right? Does he really expect all of our sex to be together, the three of us? What kind of shit is that? We’ve got to be able to be together, just us. We are the new ones to this relationship.”
“I know. Believe me, I need the time with you. And I love it, the two of us alone, just like I love the time with Tommy alone. Does that bother you, thinking of Tommy and I having our own time?”
“No. It did when I wasn’t with you, but now, no! I want you two to be happy. Fuck, man, if he expects that, that we can’t touch each other without him involved, we are going to have to rethink this whole thing.”
“Don’t get ahead of yourself, Gary. See, thinking back on our time in Mexico, once I could get past the luscious memories of us making love for days upon days—”
“How could you get past that?” He teased, laughing.
“It wasn’t easy. It was truly the best time in my entire life.”
Gary could sincerely say, “Mine too. Like I was finally home.”
Diego took his hand across the table and confided, “Well, when I thought about it, how Tommy and I had to be devious to lasso our beautiful third, I thought, hey? Why not do the same thing to lasso Tommy?”
Gary stared at him, not comprehending for a moment, then it dawned on him. “You followed him?”
“Close.” From the pocket of his robe, he took his phone and after swiping at the screen a few times, he handed it over to Gary.
Gary saw the blipping green circle in the center of lines that represented the streets of Trinidad. “I’ll be fucked! You stuck a GPS on his car?”
“Yes, I sneaked over last night, late, after he’d returned home and set it up. Now, we just wait until they finally stop and we go see what the fuck they’ve been up to.”
“Javi says he is sure they’re not fucking, but they got history. They’re best friends now, and best friends sometimes fuck. You’ll have to keep me from killing that fucking kid. Both of them!”
“I doubt that is what’s going on, but you may have to stop me from killing them if I’m wrong.”
After Diego got regrettably dressed, they took the truck Javi had lent Gary and followed the signal, which had stopped on the outskirts of town. Sneaking up wouldn’t be easy, as it was the beginning of the prairie and all there was to hide them were small hills and very few trees.
Heading down some barely maintained roads, Gary’s eyes were peeled for any signs of Tommy’s car. “Where the fuck is this?”
“It’s a subdivision of the city. Five to fifteen acre plots to build homes. I thought about building mine when I first came but decided against it. It would have taken too much time.”
Diego pointed to the signs at the fork they came to and told him, “Here, it’s on Hillcrest, I’m sure of it.”
“Fucking Tommy. I’m going to beat his ass.”
“For what? Being freaked out, Gary? He had the both of us, loved us both first. Is it terrible he felt a little territorial? I would. You would. We’re just beginning to navigate this uncommon—”
“If you don’t shut up with that logic shit while I’m in the middle of this fury, I’m going to break your neck.”
Diego tittered a laugh and pointed ahead of them. “There, that has to be the last house on this road. I don’t see the car, though.”
“Hiding it in the back? Tell me that’s not fucking suspicious now, Diego! Tell me!”
“Okay, it’s suspicious.”
They parked a quarter mile from the house and Gary was seething. “We go in there and confront him and whoever the fuck it is.”
“We can’t go in there gangbusters and hurt people. Can’t we try to have some finesse?”
“I don’t do finesse, college boy.”
“We’re back to our pet names, again? Great. If he has dumped us, that goes to show how we’d get along without him.”
The thought pierced his heart and he could barely breathe. “What if he has? Could you and I…would you still want me?”
“Gary, I’ll always want you, but my fear is without Tommy to cool your fire and warm my ice, we’d come together and all that we’d make is a lot of steam. Steam evaporates pretty fast. It would likely kill me. I’ve invested my heart into the two of you. That doesn’t come easily for either of us.”
“I get what you’re saying. We don’t work without him.”
“We don’t. Like I don’t think I’d work with him without you any longer. I didn’t before, if I’m being truthful. You were there with us before you ever met me.”
“Then we take the little mother fucker back, kicking and screaming. I’m not about to lose either of you.”
He jumped out of the truck as Diego called for him to stop and he ran to the house, every footfall on the packed dirt road revving him up to commit murder. His heart was aching and not from the exertion of the run, but from the racing thoughts that just when he found the men he truly loved and trusted, he was losing them.
Jumping onto the porch, skipping over the steps, he got to the door and didn’t bother to knock. As he heard Diego running after him, yelling to stop, he lifted his leg and kicked in the door, finding a shocked Daniel and Tommy coming into the empty main room of the home from the little hallway in the back.
“It wasn’t locked, you fucking brute,” Tommy called, a smile tugging his lips.
“Gary!” Diego was right behind him and they both just stopped and stared at Daniel and Tommy, both laughing.
“What the fuck is so funny?”
Daniel held the GPS in his hand, tossing it to Diego. “Jesus, you know I have that app that detects this shit.”
Diego groaned and then demanded, “What’s happening here? We’re pretty sick with worry.”
Tommy held his hands out and up, spinning around once. “How do you like it? I am buying it for us. I was going to surprise you.”
As Daniel stood with his arms crossed over his chest, he said, “But you two ruined that for him. Dicks.”
Gary was flabbergasted and embarrassed. “Bought this? Tom, what the hell? Why didn’t you tell us?”
He came to them and grabbed their hands, leading them out of the house and into the back, and together, they sat on some cheap lawn chairs in the yard. “Sorry, but I wanted it to be a surprise. Daniel showed me this a few days ago, and I loved it, but I wasn’t sure about it until I saw the two of you fucking. That little bit of jealousy made me see that we needed a home together. I mean, I thought it was hot, you two going at it, and I didn’t mind, not really, but it seemed…wrong. Gary heading over there to see Diego, me at my place, unaware of it.”
“Babe, we’re going to want separate time.”
Tommy nodded to Diego and reasoned, “I do with each of you too, but I realized it wasn’t that it was happening, but where. Like I said, I didn’t want a house that either of you owned. I need that security, so Daniel bought this place and I’m paying him back with half of my pay each week.”
“Bullshit,” Gary said, “I’ll pay him back right now, and you keep your pay, Tom.”
“Didn’t you hear him, you muscled asshole?” Daniel snapped. “He wants the place to be his, then, when he’s secure that you two won’t act like dominant apes and try to run his life, he’ll put your names on the deed.”
Ignoring all of them for the moment, Tommy pointed, “We’ve been working on showing you. After the owners found out we were paying in cash and not going through a bank, they were happy to let us come and start readying the place to move into once it’s closed. I’ve got the garage set up, and Daniel and I have been working on the guest house for you, Gary, so you can have your guns, your private space if you need it, like a really macho man cave. I want Diego to take over the renovations, as the house needs his touch. Then he can choose anywhere he wants for his private space. We’re going to need it, as much as we love being together, we’ll need our space, and Daniel’s given that to us.”
“No, shithead, you have,” Daniel snarked at him.
Tommy tossed Daniel his keys and asked, “You think you can get home without your bodyguard?”
“I doubt anyone is waiting to kill me between here and there. Have fun christening the place, you three.”
Diego pulled Tommy onto his lap and purred, “You’ve been a bad boy to worry us, babe. And a good boy by getting a place we can all call home. I’m not sure whether to punish you or reward you.”
“How about both at the same time,” Gary growled, pulling Tommy’s face over to him and kissing him, then kissing Diego right after. “I say we double stuff this naughty, good boy.”
As Tommy’s eyes grew round as saucers, Diego chuckled darkly and agreed, “I’m all for that.”
Gary volunteered to go to town for the lube they would definitely need, and Diego took the task of readying their boy. “I’ll make sure he’s nice and stretched when you get back.”
“I’m sure you will.”
The store was a chore from hell, and he ended up bringing in three full bags of things, causing Diego, who had been busily eating Tommy’s ass as Tommy laid out on the floor of the main room, to look up and ask, “Did we need provisions?”
“Fuck, just thinking about you two back here, and what we were about to do had my cock hard as a rock! I got a cart to push to hide my wood, and then thought it was pretty stupid to just get lube. Next time, one of you are going!”
They both laughed heartily at that while Gary quickly stripped out of his clothes and retrieved the lube from one of the bags. “So, he’s ready?”
Tommy groaned as Diego went back in to tongue fuck him once more for good measure, and as he came up for air, wiping saliva from his handsome cheeks, he gave the okay. “I think he’s as ready as he’s gonna get for this.”
“Good. I’m ready too.”
Diego was the one to lay on the ground and Gary brought Tommy in for a long kiss as he played with Tommy’s cock. “This is gonna be rough for you.”
“But it’s going to be amazing. Having both of the men I love, inside me at the same time? Bring it.”
He helped Tommy situate himself over Diego’s hips, but it was all Tommy when he stuffed the first dick inside himself and started to sit. “Oh, fuck! I’ve missed this.”
Gary was taking turns kissing them both as he watched Tommy ride Diego for a few minutes, warming up his insides for what was to come.
He was so hot, he thought that he would set the new house into flames, but when he got behind Tommy and pushed him over, seeing the two men kissing, he calmed himself enough that he wouldn’t just spear Tommy like he so wanted to do.
It wasn’t easy, Diego was nicely endowed and Tommy was already stretched tight, but he managed to get the head of his dick inside the ring and then they all stopped moving, letting Tommy get started, taking the big dicks.
He started to rub Tommy’s back. “Fuck, this is crazy hot.”
Diego, usually so sedate, was panting hard and told them both, “I don’t know if I can fucking stand this long. Feeling his ass and your cock, fuck! Fuck, man I wanna come so fucking bad!”
Gary moved a little, watching and listening for Tommy to protest, to tell him to stop, that it was too much, but Tommy didn’t say a word, bearing down so he could take them both inside him and that gave Gary all the encouragement he needed. He slid in slowly but steadily and once he was all the way in, his brain scrambled, sending him leaning over Tommy for support. “So fucking tight, Jesus.”
“You should feel what I’m feeling,” Tommy grunted, laughing. “I’ll be a gaping hole after this.”
“It snaps back,” Diego teased. “Ready? I need to move.”
“Do it.”
Gary moved his hips back and then slammed in, and Diego started moving under them both, not that he had a lot of leverage, but his moans alone told that he was getting what he needed.
The cock under his and the tight hole stretched around the top of his cock was the best he’d ever felt sexually. Gary couldn’t remember ever having a better session, and what was the best part was the love between them.
Even doing something so erotic and crazy, they kissed as much as they could, Diego smooth talking them both with words of love and praise and Gary could only grunt in response, fucking them both like it was the last time he’d ever feel them.
It was intense and loving all at once, like the three of them were so good at. Everything they did had passion and the deepest kind of love and as Gary came, he knew it was where he belonged, entwined with the two men he was desperately in love with.
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