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Аннотация
TAKE � verb: to reach for and hold in one�s hands or get into one�s possession, power or control. 
Logan Mitchell is a man who�s always been more than happy to take what he wants. It�s a philosophy that�s proven lucrative in both his business and personal life, and never was it more apparent than the night he laid eyes on Tate Morrison. After pulling out all the stops and convincing the sexy bartender to give him a try�he�s hooked. 
Now, Logan finds himself in a predicament that demands more from him than a smart-ass answer and his innate ability to walk away when things get too deep. 
He has a choice to make, and it�ll force him to do something he�s never done before�take a chance.
Tate Morrison knows all about taking a chance. He took the biggest one of his life the night he showed up at Logan�s apartment to explore his unexpected reaction to the man. 
Ever since then, he�s thought about little else.
At first he was convinced his attraction was based solely on his body�s curiosity. But the more time he spends with the silver-tongued lawyer, the more Tate realizes that their physical chemistry is only the beginning. 
He�s starting to catch a glimpse of what life with Logan would be like, and it�s one full of excitement and satisfaction�a far cry from what he had in the past with his soon to be ex-wife.
Each man will face their fears as they begin to understand the true meaning of give and take. Their feelings for one another will be tested, as will their very beliefs. But now that they�ve found love where they least expected it, will they be brave enough to reach out and take it?
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Dedication

To Logan,

Because around you, all I want to do is fall without thought. 

- Tate

PART ONE
Ignorance:
Inexperience with unfamiliar situations and/or emotions.


1.

When Logan woke in a bedroom other than his own, it was usually for one of two reasons. Either he�d had too much to drink and gone home with someone he shouldn�t have or he�d purposely gone home with someone, fucked their brains out, and been too tired to creep out at dawn. But neither of those two reasons applied this morning as he sat in the small loveseat by the window.
No. The reason he was still there was simple�or perhaps not that simple at all. Tate Morrison.
The sun was just beginning to rise and slip through the curtains, streaming over the honey-toned skin of Tate�s back. Logan had the intense urge to climb into the bed, kiss his way up Tate�s spine, and then nuzzle in under those brown curls he loved.
Wait�love?
But he didn�t move. Instead, dressed only in his work pants, he stayed where he was, paralyzed by his own thoughts, and watched Tate where he lay between the white sheets, sleeping peacefully.
Last night had changed the dynamic between the two of them, and Logan knew there were decisions�big decisions�that needed to be made.
Rubbing his fingers along his jaw, he found himself smiling. Tate Morrison, where the hell did you come from?
As the thought entered his mind, Tate�s legs shifted under the sheet, and his head turned on the pillow so his face was now angled toward Logan. His eyes were still closed, but Logan knew it wouldn�t be long before he woke, so he took a moment to really study him. Tate had somehow managed to change the way he thought about relationships. So it was time to push aside insecurities and move forward if he really wanted to make Tate his.
As Tate�s warm, brown eyes opened and locked with his own, Logan found himself standing and smoothing his palms down his legs. He walked toward the side of the bed and crouched down so he could be closer to the sleepy man staring up at him. Reaching out, he brushed aside an errant curl and leaned down, touching his mouth to the spot by Tate�s ear.
�Call your mother. Tell her there�ll be an extra person on Sunday.�
Tate rolled to his back and stretched his arms up over his head before he sat up so they were face to face with only inches separating them. �Are you sure?�
Logan shook his head and placed his hands on the bed. He pressed his lips to Tate�s and then laughed. �Fuck no. But I�ll be there�for you.�
�Don�t be alarmed,� Tate started, fingering the unfastened button of Logan�s pants, �but you almost sound like a real boyfriend.�
Logan pushed forward, reconnecting their lips as Tate lowered back to the mattress. �Imagine that.�
He felt Tate�s hand smooth around to his ass as he nodded. �Yeah. Except the Logan I know sure as hell wouldn�t be in my bed with his pants on.�
Moving back until he was kneeling, Logan slowly unzipped his pants as he held Tate�s avid stare, and when he backed up off the bed to drop them to the floor, Tate kicked the sheet off his naked body. The low groan that left Logan�s throat couldn�t be helped as he shifted back down between Tate�s thighs and knew right then�with this man, he wanted it all.
All he�d once dreamed of was right there within reach. All he had to do was reach out and take it.
* * *
Later that morning, Logan stepped off the elevator and made his way across the marble-floored lobby of Mitchell & Madison.
�Good morning, Mr. Mitchell,� their perky receptionist greeted him.
�Good morning, Tiffany.�
With a briefcase in one hand, he found himself whistling as he pushed through the large glass double doors. He was in a fantastic mood.
�Oh good. There you are.�
Cole.
Not even a foot in the door and already his brother and business partner had an expression on his face that did not bode well for him.
�Good morning to you too, Cole,� Logan replied as he walked between several desks and stopped in front of Sherry.
�Good morning, Mr. Mitchell.�
�It is a good morning, isn�t it, Sherry? Could you possibly give him the memo?� He pointed to his brother. �I think he missed it.� He grinned at his middle-aged paralegal as he took the envelopes she was holding.
Without bothering to ask Cole what he wanted, Logan turned away and pushed open his office door, stepping around the formidable man. He walked inside and put his briefcase on his desk then unbuttoned his grey suit jacket, shrugged out of it, and hung it on his coat rack.
�We need to talk,� Cole finally spoke.
�Well, yes, I gathered that since you�re hovering.�
Logan turned back to see Cole walking slowly to the center of the office, crossing his arms over his chest.
�Oh for God�s sake, Cole. Spit it out.�
�I got a call this morning.�
Barely resisting the urge to roll his eyes, Logan got out the papers he needed and then placed the case down on the floor before sitting. With his arms on the desk, he clasped his hands and not-so-patiently waited.
�And?�
�It was from Ms. Cline.�
Logan glared at Cole, unmoved by the announcement.
Letting out a deep breath, Cole sat in the chair opposite him and propped his ankle up on his knee. �Tate�s ex-wife.�
At the mention of Tate, Logan�s heartbeat sped up.
�I know who she is.�
God, just remembering the look on his face this morning when he�d told him he�d meet his family�
�Hello?� Cole waved his hand around. �Earth to Logan. Are you listening to me at all?�
�Not really,� Logan admitted, busy thinking about this coming Sunday. �Would you say that I�m a people person?�
�Excuse me? I just told you that Diana Cline, your boyfriend�s ex, called to pull her case from us and that�s what you ask me?�
Logan contemplated Cole�s question with tight lips and a serious expression. �As if we didn�t know that was coming. Let her pull the case. Good fucking riddance, I say. And he�s not my��
�Boyfriend?�
�Yes. We aren�t using labels. They make everything so��
�Real?� Cole hazarded a guess as he tapped his knee.
�Complicated,� Logan was quick to correct him.
�Whatever. Tate will have to go through all this shit again now, and this time, she will definitely mention that you two are together.�
�So fucking what? We were together after the fact, not before. Although, let�s face it, she never would have stood a chance against me. I give really good head.�
Cole frowned at him but said nothing. Logan thought about the stuck-up woman from the day before. That, of course, made him think of Tate�s sister and her reaction, and he felt a shiver race up his spine.
�So�would you say that I�m a people person?�
Bringing a hand up, his brother scratched the side of his head and finally smiled. �This is about meeting Tate�s family, isn�t it?�
Rocking back in his chair, Logan tapped his fingers on the arm. �Just answer the question.�
�You answer mine.�
�I asked first, and mine is more important.�
Cole studied him for a moment. �Are you a people person? Sometimes.�
Coming forward on his chair, Logan questioned, �What the fuck does that mean?�
�It means that sometimes you can be charming.�
Logan felt his phone buzz in his pocket. Shoving his hand inside, he pulled it out to see Tate�s name on the screen.
�You can leave now,� he said as he answered the phone and brought it to his ear. Then he added, �You were absolutely no help at all. Thank you for that!�
Cole opened the door and gave a blas� wave of his hand. �As were you with my problem. Have a good day, brother.�
�Yeah, yeah. Whatever, asshole.�
* * *
Two hours.
It�d been two hours since Logan had left his bed and Tate was already missing the guy. How is that even possible?
That arrogant, smart-mouthed lawyer had pushed his way into Tate�s life and managed to take a tight hold of his heart�which was currently jackhammering at the thought of talking to him.
Why am I so fucking nervous?
It wasn�t like this was the first time he�d spoken to Logan today. It wasn�t even the first time they�d woken up in the same bed together. It was, however, the first time he was acknowledging things were dramatically changing�especially since Logan had agreed to meet his family.
Last night had been�incredible. Logan had been incredible.
He�d been so controlled and gentle but then fierce and passionate when he�d told him he was ready for more. He�d taken everything Tate had feared and made it acceptable. In fact, he�d made it desirable.
Tate couldn�t even begin to explain to Logan how he was feeling, so he�d been lying there instead, remembering the way they�d rolled around in the same bed only a couple of hours ago. Now, he was left between empty sheets that smelled of Logan, and he had a raging hard-on that was a throbbing reminder of how much the guy had gotten to him.
Reaching across to the nightstand, he lifted his cell and dialed Logan�s number, needing to hear his voice. After several rings, the phone connected and he heard, �You were absolutely no help at all. Thank you for that!� and found himself smiling.
�And what exactly do you need help with this morning, Mr. Mitchell?�
Tate could imagine the humorous look on Logan�s face as his deep voice filtered through the phone.
�Well, well. Look who finally woke up�again.�
Leaning back against his headboard, Tate rubbed a hand through his hair. �I was awake when you crept out this morning.�
�I wasn�t creeping out. I thought you might need a little extra sleep to recuperate.�
Tate�s lips twitched as he tried to hold back a laugh. �Are you trying to say that I can�t keep up with you?�
�Are you trying to say that you can? Because if so, we should definitely test that statement tonight.� Logan�s voice was smooth. So smooth that, as it settled over him, Tate slid back down under the sheet.
�You do know that you�re older than I am, right?� he joked, feeling more at ease now that they were back to their usual sparring.
�Am I? And how would you know that?�
�I saw your driver�s license on the counter the other day, old man.�
Logan chuckled, and Tate gave up and laughed along with him.
�So how old are you? Since you know that I�m practically ancient��
�Thirty-four is hardly old. Except to someone in their�twenties,� he pointed out.
The line went silent, and then Logan said, �Please say you�re older than twenty-five.�
�Why? What would you do if I�m not?�
�I�d be fucking shocked for starters,� Logan informed him, sounding surprised already.
It was funny how something like age had never come up between the two of them before, and he was having too much fun with the fact that it had never even occurred to Logan to ask.
�Tate,� Logan warned, his voice dropping down an octave or three.
Tate couldn�t help himself from continuing the tease. Plus, it was distracting him from more serious matters, like the two voicemails already on his phone.
�I mean, I�m obviously over twenty-one since I can sell you alcohol. And what we did last night would still be legal even if I wasn�t twenty-one. So why does it matter?�
�Tate.�
�Yes, Logan?�
�How old are you?� he practically growled.
�Twenty-nine. I�ll be thirty next month.�
He heard a relieved sigh through the phone.
�You fucker.�
Tate busted out laughing. �What would you have done if I�d said twenty-one?�
�I want to say that I�d have walked away��
�Bullshit,� Tate cut in. �You can�t walk away from me any more than I can from you.�
As Tate realized what he�d just admitted, he shut his mouth. Then Logan�s voice surrounded him in his room that now felt empty.
�Tate?�
He swallowed and placed his palm on his chest, trying to calm the thumping. �Yes?�
�I didn�t even stop to think how old you were. I just had to have you. That should tell you everything.�
* * *
Jesus, talk about a wake-up call. It was clear to Logan that it was time the two of them started getting to know one another. He hadn�t even known how old Tate was. That was pretty fucking bad, even for him.
There was more going on here right now, and Logan wasn�t anyone�s fool. He could tell by Tate�s tone that something else was on his mind, and if he were a betting man, he�d guess it was�
�About Sunday��
Yep, he�d guessed right.
�I don�t want you going because you feel obligated.�
As Tate fell silent, Logan turned his chair so he was staring out the huge floor-to-ceiling window. He wasn�t sure how he felt about that last statement.
Am I only going because I think I have to?
�I mean, this thing between us is really new, and I was pissed off after everything that Jill��
�Tate?� Logan interrupted.
�Yeah?�
Logan pictured the serious look Tate was probably sporting and felt the side of his mouth turn up. �Do you want me to go with you on Sunday, yes or no?�
He knew that if he was direct about it the man at the other end of the phone would always be brutally honest, and Tate didn�t let him down.
�Yes. I want you there.�
The smile that stretched across Logan�s mouth at that admission surprised him. �Then that�s where I�ll be.�
As the silence hung between them, Logan noted the shift in the mood.
He was busy thinking about Sunday, and he wondered if Tate was too. He could hear him breathing and wanted to ask if there was anything else on his mind, but like always, Logan fell back to the usual when he was uncomfortable�sarcasm.
�That doesn�t mean I have to go to church, right?�
Tate�s chuckle echoed through the phone, and the sound eased his mind somewhat.
�Heaven forbid. Logan Mitchell in a church? You may get struck by lightning. I wouldn�t want that.�
Logan nodded, agreeing with the sentiment. �Well, I never claimed to be an angel.�
Tate�s rumbling laughter continued. �No. You most certainly did not.� He paused and then asked, �Are you religious at all?�
The fact of the matter was that Logan wasn�t in any way, shape, or form religious, but he wondered how Tate, a good Catholic boy, would feel about that.
�Ahhh, here come the big questions. You do realize that, until only minutes ago, I didn�t even know how old you were.�
Logan heard a knock on his office door as Tate stated, �And you still don�t know my real name.�
Sherry stuck her head around the door, and Logan felt his mouth fall open as Tate�s words penetrated his brain.
�What do you mean I don�t know your real fucking name?�
�Just what I said,� Tate stated matter-of-factly, and Logan could tell he was enjoying himself at his expense. �Well, would you look at the time�I gotta go.�
�Where do you have to go? Don�t you dare hang up on��
It was too late. Tate�or whoever the hell was on the other end of the phone�had hung up on him, leaving him curious and really fucking confused.
It was definitely time they started talking to one another.
* * *
Tate was still amused hours later when he strolled into work and made his way out the back to punch in. Logan must have called and text him a dozen times, each sounding slightly more annoyed than the time before.
Logan: You think you�re real funny, don�t you?
Logan: So, you don�t go by TATE?
Logan: I don�t sleep with people whose name I don�t know. I�m reformed. Keep that in mind, Morrison.
Logan: Where the fuck are you?
Tate knew the minute Logan could get away from the office he would be down at the bar to interrogate him, and honestly, he was looking forward to it. He�d had too much time to sit and think about the shit storm that happened yesterday, and all he kept coming back to was his sister�s disgusted face.
Logan�s brand of annoyance would be a welcome relief, not to mention he�d developed quite the fantasy revolving around Logan in full lawyer mode.
Forty minutes into his shift at the bar, the door to After Hours opened and Logan stepped inside. As predicted, he appeared irritated, and Tate could spot the frown a mile away. The shrewd blue eyes behind the glasses scanned the tables and chairs then found him standing behind the bar with his coworker, Amelia.
�Oh watch out. He is not happy. What�d you do?� the woman beside him asked tongue-in-cheek.
Tate turned to Amelia with an unrepentant grin. �I don�t know what you mean.�
A smile touched the corner of her lips, but she seemed doubtful. �Sure you don�t. Should I leave? Or do you need the backup?�
Tate glanced back to where Logan was muscling his way through the customers and across the hardwood floor toward them. Then he shook his head. �Nah. I can handle him.�
�I have no doubt about that. I�ll leave you to it, but if you need me, just yell.�
Tate agreed absentmindedly as she moved away, and Logan finally reached him on the opposite side of the mahogany bar. The lighting in After Hours was muted and low, making the surroundings cozy and private, and as Logan stared across at him, the other word that came to mind was�intimate.
�Good evening,� Tate started, but before he got any further, Logan placed his hands on the bar and angled his head.
�Cut the crap, Morrison.�
�Morrison, huh? That�s the second time you�ve called me that today. Have to say, I�m not a fan.�
�Tough shit. That�s what I�m going to call you from now on. Apparently, it�s the only thing about you that I know is real. Did your phone break?�
Tate was having a hard time being serious in the face of Logan�s irritation. �I�m pretty sure you had access to my file at your office. My name was on that. Or did you forget, old man? And no, my phone�s not broken.�
�Then you�re ignoring me?� Logan questioned, his eyes narrowing. �As well as insulting me.�
�Nope. I�m talking to you and stating the facts.� Tate waited several beats and then leaned a little ways across the bar. �What�s bothering you the most? That you didn�t know my age or my name?�
Logan looked him over before he accused, �You�re having fun with this, aren�t you?�
�Maybe a little.�
Taking a seat on one of the barstools, Logan placed his phone on the counter. �Okay then. Fair enough. I didn�t bother to ask many questions, I get it.�
�Well that�s not true. You asked a lot of questions. They usually just revolved around getting me naked and in your bed.�
Logan raised an agitated hand and ran his fingers through his jet-black hair, shaking his head in disbelief or disgust�Tate couldn�t tell which. He�d wanted to play, not upset him, so Tate reached across the bar and placed his hand over Logan�s.
�Hey, I�m just having some fun with you.�
Just like that, the tables turned as a sensual smile split Logan�s lips and he tugged Tate forward across the bar, promising quietly, �Oh, I know when I�m being fucked with. But by the end of tonight, you will tell me your full name.�
Tate knew right then that Logan wasn�t angry. He was challenged and annoyed that he couldn�t remember, and Tate had no doubt that he would cave and tell Logan anything he wanted by the end of the night.
�Well, I like your confidence, but I have to tell you, I�m not going down without a fight.�
As his own words echoed through his head and Logan�s brow rose, Tate was hit with the full impact of what he�d said.
�A fight can be arranged if that�s all that�s needed.�
Laughing now, Tate pulled away and asked pointedly, �Do you want a drink? If not, can you please leave? I have work and you are distracting.�
�If I leave, will you come to me after?�
Tate wondered if the word yes had ever been easier for him to say, and as Logan waited for his response, he knew the answer to that particular question was never. He nodded and began to walk away, but at the last moment, he turned back to see he was still being watched from behind those sexy-as-hell glasses and simply said, �Yes.�

2.

Several hours later, a knocking on Logan�s front door woke him. Opening his eyes, he watched the infomercial for hair implants. He reached up and ran a hand through his own thick hair, which immediately made him think of�knock, knock, knock�Tate�s curls.
With a yawn and a stretch of his arms, he removed his feet from the glass coffee table and made his way through the living room and down the hall to the front door. As he unlocked and pulled it open, he saw Tate standing on the other side with his hand raised as if he were about to knock again.
Wearing only his glasses and grey sweatpants, Logan held the door ajar and scratched his naked chest. His cock twitched at the way Tate�s eyes tracked down over him, but before he took up the invitation in them, he wanted something.
�Can I help you?� he asked, as if greeting a stranger.
With his red motorcycle helmet in one hand and his leather jacket unzipped over his After Hours uniform, Tate was fucking hot. His mouth curved but he didn�t step forward. He leaned a shoulder against the doorjamb and continued to silently check him out.
Logan could feel the blood racing to his hard-on under the heat of Tate�s stare, but instead of doing what he wanted and reaching out to touch, he waited. It felt like minutes, not seconds, before Tate finally spoke.
�I don�t know. It seems maybe I could help you out.�
Logan shrugged nonchalantly and shook his head. �That may be, but you see, I don�t take that kind of help from strangers. Not anymore.�
�We�re hardly strangers. But then, you might have forgotten all the dirty details at your age.�
Asshole.
�I remember all the details, thank you very much. But I think you may have left something important out while you were busy being dirty.�
Tate�s tongue swiped his lip as he leaned forward and informed him confidently, �Pretty sure I left nothing out of you whenever we�ve been together.�
Halfway between arousal and pure frustration, Logan caved. There was no way he was going to get anywhere when Tate was in one of his cock-tease moods.
�Fuck you, Morrison. Just tell me your goddamn name.�
�Guess.�
Logan�s eyebrow winged up as Tate pushed off the jamb and stepped forward. He didn�t bother asking if he could come in�he already knew he was wanted. The scent of cologne and leather hit Logan as he shut the door and watched Tate move toward the living room.
�Guess, huh?�
Glancing back, Tate smirked. �Sure. Guess.�
Logan made his way barefooted to the couch he�d been sitting on and took a seat as Tate removed his jacket.
�Harry.�
With his jacket in his hand, Tate froze. �Do I look like a Harry?�
�How the fuck should I know? To me, you look like a Tate.� Logan paused and ran his eyes down Tate�s black vest, tie, and white shirt. �My Tate.�
After tossing his jacket over the back of the couch, Tate kicked out of his shoes. �Don�t try and charm it out of me.�
�Are you saying I�m charming?� Logan questioned for the second time that day, turning on the couch to face the man behind him.
�No. I said don�t try to be. It�s just not right. You do better when you�re quiet and unassuming.�
Logan scoffed, �Smartass.�
Unbuttoning his vest, Tate agreed, �Maybe so, but better than being a dumb one, wouldn�t you say?�
�Okay, okay. Let me think of the name I want to shout while you�re��
�Don�t finish that sentence,� Tate interrupted.
Logan closed his eyes and ran through several names, but for the life of him, he couldn�t remember the name on Tate�s file, and it was pissing him off.
When the couch beside him dipped, he rolled his head so he was looking at expectant eyes and stubble he wanted to trace with his tongue.
�Sorry, I don�t give a fuck what anyone else calls you. To me, you�ll always be Tate.�
With his tie and vest removed, Tate had undone the top two buttons of his shirt and pulled it out of the waistband of his unbuttoned pants.
�I like that,� he admitted as he settled into the couch and closed his eyes, beat from his shift.
Logan fought back a yawn of his own, reached over, and tugged on Tate�s arm, pulling him in so he was pressed up against his side.
�You like what?�
�That you don�t give a shit what others think.�
Logan started playing with the curls tickling his shoulder. �Bullshit. You hated that when we met.�
�No, I�ve always liked it.�
�Just not when it applied to you,� Logan joked. �Okay, what about David?�
Tate shook his head. �Nope. You really don�t remember?�
Logan�s eyes narrowed. �Obviously. How about Lance, Blake, Todd?�
�No, no, and no. Come on. Do you really think my mother would call me Todd Tate?�
Logan twisted his fingers into the waves he was stroking and tightened them as he lowered his mouth down to Tate�s. �Tell me. Your name,� he demanded.
Logan loved the way Tate responded to him with parted lips and challenging eyes.
�Make me.�
He tumbled Tate down on his back and cupped the sides of his face before lowering his mouth and pressing their lips firmly together, tracing his tongue across the seam. As Tate opened to him, Logan slipped inside and tasted.
Ahh. There was the cinnamon. There was the hint of tobacco. And as Tate pushed his hips up grinding against him, Logan groaned. There is Tate.
Before it went any further though, he pushed back and made himself move away to stand beside the couch. Tate slowly got up onto his elbows and crooked his head with questioning eyes.
�I told you,� Logan explained. �I don�t have sex with someone whose name I don�t know.�
�Ohh, morals. You�re right. They�re very important.�
Tate flopped back down onto the couch and made sure he kept his eyes on Logan�s as he unzipped his pants. �So you�re telling me that you�re going to lie in bed all night and not touch me? Not have sex with me?�
Logan placed his hands low on his hips and nodded. �I am capable of self-control, you know.�
He followed Tate�s movements as he sat up, unbuttoned his shirt, and then stood, shrugging out of it. Once he�d thrown it on the couch, Tate stepped forward and placed a hand on his chest.
�I never said you weren�t.�
�You don�t think I can do it. You don�t think I can resist you?�
Tate�s fingers traced down to the top of Logan�s sweats. Then he fingered the elastic as he gave him a smug-as-fuck smirk and admitted, �No, I don�t. But I guess we�ll soon find out, won�t we?�
Logan watched silently as Tate stepped around him and walked farther down the main hall to his bedroom. Tate stopped in the doorway, pushed his pants and boxers off his hips, and stepped out of them.
Logan winced and rubbed the hard-on he was sporting. He knew the fucker was going to drive him out of his goddamn mind before he gave in, because when Tate set his mind to something, he was stubborn as hell.
* * *
Tate was feeling pretty fucking good as he climbed into Logan�s bed and looked at the doorway. It was always a thrill to get the better of Logan. It didn�t happen often, but when finally rendering the man speechless, it always felt like an accomplishment of sorts.
That was, until he remembered his day.
He�d ignored several phone calls from his family and put off the inevitable with the excuse he was giving himself a day.
A day to work out how to explain what exactly his sister had seen.
Tate wasn�t sure what he wanted to say, but he knew he had to do it, and soon. He couldn�t hide forever, even if he�d done a hell of a job pushing it aside.
As that unwelcome thought lingered in his mind, Logan stepped into the room and made his way around to his usual side of the bed. Stopping beside the mattress, he hooked his thumbs into his pants and regarded him.
�You look so damn good in my bed.�
Those few words made Tate realize, How can I ever deny what I�m feeling? 
�Do I?�
He�d never been as strongly attracted to anyone as he was to the man currently eyeing him. But he had a lot on his mind, and shelving it wasn�t going to do much good. It was better to just face it�Well, maybe in a minute.
Logan pushed his pants from his hips and went to remove his glasses. Before he got them off though, Tate rolled to his side and said, �Don�t.�
Logan left them in place and pulled back the covers to get under, lying on his side so they were facing one another, his head propped up on his hand.
�I like them. You appear so serious when you wear them.�
�As opposed to not serious when they�re off?�
Tate rolled to his back and studied the ceiling. �No. When they�re off, you look��
Logan lowered his head and nuzzled in against his ear. �Yes?�
Turning his head on the pillow, Tate caught the blue eyes pinning him with an intense stare. �Sexy. Like you could get into trouble in seconds. Stop,� he sighed as Logan�s lips touched his neck. �I can�t think when you�re doing that.�
�So glasses on makes me less sexy and easier to talk to? Good to know. I�m thinking I need to buy some contacts.�
�No,� Tate groaned. Nothing about having Logan naked and pressed up against him made it easier to talk. It just made him horny.
�Then what?�
�They make it less likely that you will�I don�t know�do anything.�
The deep laugh beside him had Tate reaching over to shove Logan�s shoulder.
�I�m being serious.�
�Yes, I can see that,� Logan replied when he stopped laughing. �Your mood has done a complete one-eighty.�
Tate remained silent as he looked at nothing in particular.
Logan had left the side lamp on, and the room was quiet as they lay there, each of them understanding exactly what was on Tate�s mind.
�Did you call your mom today?�
The way Logan asked, Tate knew he was just as nervous to hear the answer as he was to give it.
Sure, when he�d arrived, playing around had been the first thing on his mind. Maybe they could say, �To hell with their issues,� and just fuck their brains out, but really, what it came down to was Tate wanted to get serious, and he wanted Logan to want it too. He knew, however, that wanting it and getting it were not going to be as easy as that, and he wondered how the fuck his life had gotten so complicated.
�Tate?�
Shaking his head, he admitted, �No. I didn�t call her.�
Logan said nothing. He just reached out to brush his hair from his forehead.
�She called me though. Several times.�
The silence in the room was palpable as they both lay there staring at each other. He couldn�t think of anything to say, but then Logan opened his mouth and suggested, �If it�s easier to deny it��
�Shut up.� Tate knew that was not the answer.
�I�m just saying��
�Well, stop. I won�t lie to them. I just need some fucking time to work out what to say.� Tate closed his eyes and tried to think.
In two fucking weeks, his entire life had been turned on its ass. How in the hell�But when warm lips pressed against his forehead and he was pulled closer so he was lying in the crook of Logan�s arm, he realized he didn�t give a shit.
�Take as long as you need.�
Logan was constantly surprising him as his whispered words of support found him in the room. Tate placed a tentative hand on Logan�s chest and felt the steady beat of his heart as he said softly, �It�s William.� Logan shifted away slightly, and Tate tilted his head so he was looking up at him. �William Tate Morrison.�
Without a word, Logan reached up and removed his glasses. He stretched out, put them on the side table, and switched the lamp off. When he came back and settled into the bed, Tate felt a hand stroke his hair again, a new, familiar habit of Logan�s.
�That�s a very proper name, Mr. Morrison. I like it.�
Tate grinned against Logan�s chest. �Oh yeah?�
�Yeah. I do,� Logan murmured, and just when Tate thought he�d be rolled over and worked over, Logan shocked him again. �Now get some rest. It�s late.�
As he drifted off to sleep, Tate felt for the very first time that he was exactly where he was supposed to be, and he didn�t care what anyone else thought.
* * *
The following morning, as Logan stood in the kitchen making his coffee, he kept thinking over the night before.
William. He never would�ve guessed. Such a dignified name, so�
�Logan?�
Sexy.
He turned to watch Tate stroll out of the bedroom with his jeans pulled on but left unbuttoned.
�Hmm?� was all he managed as he straightened his blue tie and Tate came to a stop beside him.
�You�re up early, even for you. It�s not light out yet.�
Logan pivoted back to the coffee maker and pushed the button on the stainless-steel appliance a little harder than was required.
�Couldn�t sleep,� he admitted, a little surprised at himself. He�d been tired as hell last night.
�A lot on your mind?�
Logan glanced at Tate. �Yes, William. I have a lot on my mind right now.�
Tate rolled his eyes and rested against the counter. �The only person who gets away with calling me William is my mom.�
Logan slipped his fingers into the loose denim at Tate�s waist and pulled him close. �And now me.�
Tate placed a hand on the counter he was leaning against. �I don�t think so.�
Logan forgot all about the coffee as he stepped in front of Tate, making him turn so his ass was pressed back against the counter. He hooked his fingers through the belt loops of his jeans, and with their eyes connected, Logan pushed forward and ground his hips hard against him.
�I do, William,� Logan grinned. �It�s like I�m with someone totally new. Someone�refined.�
As he pushed his hand into Tate�s jeans and curled his fingers around the hard-on he found, Tate�s lips opened and his head rested back against the kitchen cabinet. Unable to help himself, Logan leaned forward and licked a path up Tate�s jaw to his ear.
�Ahh fuck, Logan.�
Logan�s cock throbbed at the invitation as he bit the lobe and removed his hand.
�Maybe tonight. But for now, you may want to brace yourself.�
He kissed his way back down Tate�s neck to his shoulder and then lower to bite his nipple. Tate placed one of his hands on the counter behind himself as Logan gripped both sides of his jeans and tugged them down his legs, lowering to his knees on the kitchen floor.
He circled the base of Tate�s shaft with his fingers and flicked his tongue over the swollen head in front of him. The throaty sound that left Tate had Logan�s mouth stretching into a wicked grin as he peered up to see him braced, ready for the sensual onslaught.
As if Tate could feel him watching, he looked down and asked, �Why�d you stop?�
Logan kissed Tate�s hipbone and then scraped his teeth along the taut skin. �I wanted to make sure I had your attention, William.�
One of Tate�s hands came forward and then yanked his head back so he was forced to look up.
�I told you not to call me that.�
Unrepentant to the end, Logan knew his face was smug. �And I�ve told you there�s only one way to shut me up.�
�So you have.�
Tate�s other hand cradled his face and directed him forward to his stiff rod.
Logan didn�t hesitate. He nuzzled in and sucked the skin around the root of the hard-on that was brushing the side of his cheek. He tormented Tate with a flick of his tongue and a suck of his lips, causing Tate�s hips to shove forward, and when he finally moved to take the plump head into his mouth, a loud curse ripped from Tate�s throat. Logan closed his eyes and felt the fingers in his hair flex as he finally slid his lips down Tate�s steely length.
Fuck yes. Use me, Logan thought, and he couldn�t help the hum of approval he gave as Tate took over the pace.
He smoothed his hands up the back of firm thighs and clenched his ass as Tate continued to thrust forward to the back of his throat. Logan dug his fingers into cheeks that were tightly muscled and reveled in the way Tate now let go with him one hundred percent.
Tate had one hand at the back of his head now, and his other fingers kept stroking along Logan�s face, as if massaging him to make sure he didn�t get lockjaw, but he had nothing to worry about.
Logan�s jaw was nice and loose when it came to pleasuring Tate.
* * *
Logan was going to render him useless before it was even seven a.m.
Tate looked down once more, just to be certain he wasn�t imagining it, and no�he wasn�t.
There, kneeling at his feet in his pressed, white dress shirt, grey pants, and a light-blue tie, was Logan, and he was sucking him as if he had all the time in the world to be there.
Tate knew he�d messed up Logan's perfectly styled hair, but as Logan pulled away and freed his cock before swallowing it back inside, Tate didn�t give a fuck. He traced Logan�s jaw and then found himself running the pads of his fingers along his glasses just as Logan slipped a finger between his ass cheeks.
Jesus. As if what he was doing wasn�t hot enough, something about having Logan dressed for work yet still willing to say fuck it and get him off was pushing every button Tate had. The glasses were a nice touch also, and it was clear that Logan was proving his point from the night before. Just because he was wearing them, it didn�t mean jack shit when it came to taking what he wanted.
�Yes,� Tate hissed as Logan�s finger pushed against his back passage and then slipped down the taut skin between his balls. �Just like�ahh,� he groaned as Logan stroked and sucked him until he finally lost it.
He gripped Logan�s head between both hands and cursed his name out, coming in a rush into Logan�s greedy mouth.
�Oh God, Logan. Fucking hell.�
Without realizing he was doing it, Tate ran his hands gently through Logan�s hair.
�Mhmm. If you don�t quit stroking me, I�m gonna pull you down here and miss work.�
Tate stared down at the man peering up at him. He wanted to tell Logan how he was feeling. That ever since he�d come into his life, everything seemed more intense, more consuming. But as a sly curve hit Logan�s mouth and he got to his feet, pressing a palm to his erection, Tate knew now wasn�t the time.
�I really need to get going.�
Tate pulled his jeans up and zipped them as Logan kissed him quickly on the lips. He tasted a hint of himself there and wondered when that had become such a fucking turn-on for him.
He managed to pass Logan the traveler�s mug he used and watched him grab the coffee pot to fill it.
�So�� Tate started, trailing off as Logan pinned him with a smoldering look.
�Yes?�
�Will I see you tonight?�
Logan�s dark eyebrow arched. �Would you like to see me tonight?�
Tate trailed his eyes over the almost perfectly put-together lawyer and inclined his head slowly. �Yes, I would.�
�Then I think that can be arranged.�
Logan readjusted his tie as he brought the coffee cup to his mouth and backed away, eyes still on him. When he lowered the mug, he licked his lips and winked at him.
�This is the only way I like cream with my coffee.�
Tate�s mouth opened but then shut again. This raw side of Logan, the side he was beginning to crave, still managed to shock him.
He watched silently as Logan turned, bent to pick up his briefcase beside the couch, and walked toward the door.
�Logan?� he called out just as he reached his front door.
�Yes?�
�Should I do anything, you know, special to lock up when I leave?�
The expression that crossed Logan�s face was full of sex and promises as he asked, �Who said you had to leave?�
Tate said nothing as he tried to think of a response. This was the first time that Logan had ever insinuated that he should stay longer than the morning after, and it all felt very�right.
Luckily for him, Logan never had a problem filling the silence.
�Personally, I think it�d be a hell of a lot more special if you stayed.� Logan pulled the door open, and as he stepped out, he called, �But if you do leave, just pull the door shut behind you. See you tonight, William!�
Smart-mouthed fucker, Tate thought with a grin he couldn�t help.
How the hell did I ever think I could resist him? 
He hadn�t stood a chance.
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Tate looked around the empty living room and thought back to Logan�s comment. �I think it�d be a hell of a lot more special if you stayed.�
What did he mean by that? Stay for the day? For the night? Forever?
Jesus. He needed to stop overanalyzing shit or he was going to go insane. He�d been fine before�Before his sister had caught them making out in Logan�s office, and before he�d let Logan have him�and he�d most definitely had him.
Ever since then, Tate had been feeling�anxious, off-center.
He knew that he wanted Logan, and he wasn�t one to lie to himself, so he was honest enough to admit the thought of telling his family about who he was with was making him feel slightly nauseated.
He poured a cup of coffee and made his way over to stand at the sliding door that led out to Logan�s balcony. The same balcony he�d stepped onto that first night he�d been there when Logan had blown his mind�among other things.
The sun was finally up and shining through all of the surrounding high-rises, and as Tate ran a hand through his hair, he was reminded of the way Logan now played with it.
Almost as if he couldn�t help it, Logan�s fingers automatically found their way into his curls whenever he sat down beside the guy, and Tate fucking loved it. Over the course of getting to know Logan, he�d discovered a few things about himself. First and foremost, it was okay to give in and hand the reins over to someone else. He even enjoyed it, not always being the one in control.
He�d always been accused of being stubborn, and he knew he was, but with Logan, he found himself wanting to give in more often than not. The man was persistent as hell and had an uncanny way of wearing a person down.
Some wouldn�t appreciate that, but to Tate, it was�kind of endearing.
Unlike his ex-wife, Logan wasn�t the type to give in and walk away from what he wanted. He was the type to stick around and fight it out to the end. One had to give him credit for that.
It�d been an hour or so since Logan had left, and Tate had finished his second cup of coffee for the morning. As he was dumping the mug in the sink, his phone began to ring with a familiar tune. He looked at his jacket, where the phone was located, and decided it was time to man the hell up.
He crossed to the couch and slipped his hand inside the pocket to locate the cell. Pulling it out, he looked at the name on the display and then slowly brought it up to his ear, not having a clue what he was about to say.
�William?� was the first thing out of his mother�s mouth.
Tate could feel his heart jackrabbiting in his chest as he placed a hand on the back of Logan�s couch for support and inhaled a shaky breath.
�William? Are you there?�
Closing his eyes, Tate swallowed and nodded, and when he got no response, he realized he hadn�t actually said anything.
He cleared his throat and tried again. �Yes, I�m here.�
�Where have you been? I�ve been trying to call you.�
�Yeah, I know. I got the messages.�
There was a pause, and then Tate heard some rustling. He wondered if his mother was moving out of one room and into the privacy of another.
�Then why didn�t you call me back?�
�Mom�� he started, but he didn�t really know what to say after that.
He turned around, rested his ass against the back of the couch, and rubbed a palm over his face. Nothing of consequence had been said yet and it was already awkward as hell.
�I need to talk to you and dad.�
The silence that stretched between them was strained as he waited for her answer, and when she finally spoke, he knew that Jill and Diana�s poison had already started to spread.
�I�m not sure that�s a good idea.�
Tate grabbed his jacket, pulled out the pack of cigarettes inside, and flipped open the lid. �Why isn�t it a good idea? You just asked why I haven�t called you back. I assumed that meant you wanted to talk to me.�
Tate�s hackles rose as he heard his mother sigh, and then she asked something he�d never thought he would hear her say.
�Is it true, William? Are you dating a man?�
Fucking Diana. He couldn�t bring himself to think that his own sister would be this malicious, but Diana�Oh yeah. This has her fingerprints all over it.
�Mom, why don�t I come over Sunday��
�Is. It. True?� she asked again, cutting him off. Her voice was cool, her tone unrelenting.
Tate couldn�t seem to spit the word yes past the lump in his throat. If it had been the easiest word to say last night, then this was pure irony, because it was the hardest fucking word to utter this morning.
�William?�
�Yes, Mom,� he finally managed, but because luck wasn�t on his side right about now, she didn�t understand and asked again.
�I asked if you are dating a man.�
Finally, Tate found some of the backbone he prided himself on and replied, �I know. I answered you. Yes.�
As expected, he received no response. All Tate could hear was his mother�s breathing and the blood rushing around his head. He offered no more as he made his way over to the balcony door, slid it open, and stepped outside.
Fuck, it�s cold. Almost as cold as the reception at the other end of the phone.
Quickly, he moved back in until he was standing on the hardwood floor. Then he frowned at the cigarettes in his hand. He really needed one.
Choosing the only option he could think of, he sat down cross-legged in front of the sliding door and opened it a crack. He brought one to his mouth and lit up, and still all that remained was tense silence.
�Mom?�
�Why would you do this?� she asked, and before he could answer she continued, �I don�t understand, son.�
Now he knew she was pissed. William and son were only used when she was mad, and her voice had a slight tremble. He could actually picture her pacing back and forth.
�What do you mean, why? I didn�t plan it this way. It just happened.�
�It just happened? How does that just happen?�
�I don�t know�It just did.�
Tate closed his eyes and blew the smoke out through the crack in the door. As he sat there, he thought about Logan�s sensual smile and the thick, black strands he�d had his hands in this morning.
Tate was pretty sure if Jill had brought him home his mother would�ve fawned all over him, but the fact that he wanted to bring Logan home was another matter altogether. Then he got to wondering how he would�ve felt if Jill had brought Logan home. Would he have still had this intense desire to touch the man?
Hang on. Why the fuck am I thinking�
�William, you are not gay. You were married. To a woman!�
Tate rolled his eyes. �Thank you for the update.�
�Don�t you get smart with me. I just don�t understand what is going on with you lately. First, you divorce Diana��
�Would you rather I stay in a miserable marriage?�
�Of course not, but this? This is just�just��
�Just what, Mom?�
�Wrong. It�s just wrong. We raised you better than this, William. You were such a good boy.�
Tate closed his eyes and squeezed them tight.
Yes, the good Catholic boy who never�disappoints�his parents. Wow, what a fucking joke that is these days.
�I�m not a boy anymore, Mom. Why can�t you ever try to see my side of things?� Tate asked, immediately regretting it.
He�d told himself back when he and Diana had split not to count on his family for much. Apparently, it was okay to screw over those around you, as long as you went to church on Sunday to repent.
��And how am I supposed to see this?�
Tate had no idea and was pretty sure his silence relayed that.
�Well? What do you expect?� she demanded again, and this time, she sounded pissed. �First, Diana called me��
�Why the fuck are you still talking to her?�
�Don�t you use that word with me.�
�Well, answer me. She�s my ex-wife. Why is she calling you?� Tate had wanted to ask his mother that for as long as he could remember and was fucking proud of himself for finally doing so.
�I�ve always been close to Diana. Ever since she and your sister were little girls.�
Tate took another deep inhale of the tobacco and tipped his face toward the open door to exhale. He wasn�t stupid. He knew the story.
Diana�s family had moved in next door when he�d turned eight. Almost instantly, his sister and Diana had become attached at the hip�best friends for life�and they sure as shit weren�t giving that up anytime soon.
He hadn�t really paid much attention to Diana back then. She�d been more like a sister to him until the year she returned from college. That was the first time his cock had gotten him in a whole shit-ton of trouble.
Logan was the second.
It was best not to think about that right now though�not with his angry mother on the other end of the phone.
Diana was a fucking problem, one that was still included in family affairs even though they were in the process of making their separation a permanent one. It was time his mother realized how much he didn�t appreciate their continued friendship.
�Don�t you realize how uncomfortable that makes me? You still talk to my ex-wife.�
�You know she�s like family.�
�And I am family! Jesus. Where the hell does she get off telling you my personal business?�
�She was hurt. She said you were kissing a man. That would hurt any woman who was once involved with you. Is this�this man the reason you two��
�No!� Tate denied adamantly. �Is that what she said?�
The silence he was met with was answer enough, and it made Tate want to track Diana down and strangle the witch.
�I didn�t meet Logan until a couple of weeks ago.�
�That�s his name?�
�Yes. That�s his name.� Tate paused and then decided, What the hell. �He wants to meet you.�
�Excuse me?�
�He wants to meet you, and I want you to meet him.�
Tate lowered his arm outside the door and crushed out the cigarette butt. So what if he was imagining it was Diana�s face.
�I don�t think so. I don�t ever want to meet him.�
Tate bit back the snide remark he wanted to make and instead asked something he knew he�d regret. �Why not?�
And just as predicted, the answer wasn�t one he�d been ready to hear.
�Because he�s a pervert, and he�s corrupted my son.�
* * *
Logan strolled into the firm�s conference room and found Cole seated at the large oval table in the center. He had paperwork scattered all around him and a half-eaten sandwich on a plate to his left.
�You know, I hate organizing this kind of shit. Can�t we hire a party planner? I know we can afford it. Or better yet, your wife?�
Cole looked up from the papers in front of him and shook his head. �Rachel�s a pastry chef, not an event planner. Plus, she�s busy enough down at Exquisite.�
�Yeah, yeah. But I hate doing this stuff.�
�I�m so sorry that putting together a function for our clients is taxing on you. Are you done whining?�
Logan pulled out the chair opposite Cole, unbuttoned his suit jacket, and planted his ass in the seat. �I suppose. It just seems like there has to be someone better qualified.�
�All you have to do is approve the list. It won�t take you more than a day.�
Cole slid three pages across the table toward him, and Logan reached out to pick it up. He scanned down the first page and names.
Boring, boring, and even more boring. 
�We need to make a set list from the three we have so we can give it to Jane to type up and get the invites out. There are VIP, current clients, and new,� Cole told him as he picked up his sandwich and took a bite. Logan grabbed his fresh coffee, took a sip, and almost choked when his brother suggested, �You should invite Tate.�
It wasn�t as if he was ashamed of Tate. He wasn�t even worried about people knowing whom he was seeing. Hell, after the other day, everyone in their office now knew his personal business. It was the thought of really making that commitment, the announcement that, Yes, this is my partner, and introducing Tate to their biggest clients.
�You okay there?� Cole asked, wiping a cloth napkin across his mouth.
Pity it didn�t erase the self-satisfied look on his face.
�I�m fine.�
�Yeah, I can see that,� Cole jeered.
�Shut the fuck up.�
�Invite Tate. You know you want to.�
Logan glared at the immaculately dressed man across from him. �You don�t know shit.�
Cole laughed. �I know you. And you haven�t been monogamous since you were in college.�
�That doesn�t mean anything. Except that I like sex and know I can�t commit.�
�It means you like him. A lot.�
Deciding there was no use in denying it, Logan shrugged, trying to play it cool. He did like Tate�more than a lot.
�So what if I do? I hardly think he�s ready to come to a work function as my date. He was just outed to his sister, which we still have to deal with. I�m thinking once this month is enough for him and me.�
Cole seemed to contemplate him for a moment and then asked, �What about me and Rach?�
Confused, Logan eloquently responded with, �Huh?�
�What if you come and spend some time with me and Rachel�s family as a couple. Get him used to the idea of being out in public with you.�
Logan mulled over the idea. �When you say family, exactly how many��
�Six of us plus you two,� Cole finished for him.
Logan wasn�t sure. He�d heard about Rachel�s clan, but he didn�t know them enough to�
�Trust me when I say they won�t bat an eyelash at the two of you being together.�
�I thought you said her brother wanted to kill you when you first met. He sounds like a tight-ass.�
Cole leaned back and crossed his arms over his chest. �He did, but on the plus side, you haven�t just married his sister after a week.�
Logan sighed. �Would this be for dinner?�
�Nope.�
�Then what?�
With a shit-eating grin, Cole announced, �Game night.�
�Game night? Should we wear pajamas and braid each other�s hair too?�
Cole started chuckling and pointed out, �You could probably braid Tate�s.�
�I don�t do game night.�
�Oh, come on. How bad could it be?�
Logan leaned forward in his chair. �I don�t know since I�ve never had the desire to host one or go to one. Which begs the question, if you don�t think it will be that bad, why are you so insistent we come?�
Cole ran his palm down his tie. �I promised Rachel I would ask you both. I knew you wouldn�t be interested, but she asked, and she�s pregnant and��
Cheap shot, bastard. �She really asked?�
Cole nodded. �She thought it would be good for Tate after everything that happened.�
Logan pushed back from the table and stood, hating that he now felt guilty and was giving in. �I�ll check these in my office. Call your wife and tell her I�ll ask him. What night?�
�Friday.�
Grumbling, Logan moved toward the door and opened it. �Okay. I�ll ask, but I promise nothing. Oh, by the way, what happened with Miss Cline?�
Cole shrugged. �She took her case elsewhere. Tate should find out in the mail sometime soon. Unless you feel like telling him.�
Fuck. As if their lives weren�t complicated enough�Let�s throw in an ex-fucking-wife, a real bitch of one at that.
�Yeah, I�ll let him know.�
�And don�t forget��
�I know, I know. Game night.�
Cole shook his head. �No. Don�t forget to ask him about the function. He may just surprise you.�
Logan opened the door, thinking about the time Tate had pulled away from him in the coffee shop. That had been a mild rejection compared to the kind of sting he�d feel from a �No, I don�t want to be your date in public��and he wasn�t quite sure he was ready for that.
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Logan was out of the office and on his way home the minute the clock hit five. He used to be the one who lingered and enjoyed the quiet that came with the after-hours. He�d since traded that in after stepping in to the actual After Hours and spotting Tate.
He wondered as he took the elevator up to his floor if Tate had stayed the day like he�d suggested. The thought of him in his condo when he wasn�t there was incredibly appealing to Logan. Whether it was because it showed he finally trusted someone other than himself or it was just the thought of having Tate in amongst his belongings, he couldn�t be sure.
Hell, it�s probably a mix of both.
He knew Tate would�ve left for work already since his shift had started at five, but he was betting he�d have some company around one a.m., and he was eagerly anticipating it.
Unlocking the door, he pushed it open and dumped his briefcase down on the floor. He dropped his keys in the glass bowl with loose change and reached up to unknot his tie.
As he made his way down the main hall and into the living room, he was brought to a halt when he saw Tate sitting on his couch, dressed exactly as he�d left him hours ago.
There was no light on, just the muted glow from surrounding buildings filtering in through the balcony window and door. Tate�s jeans were still unbuttoned, he hadn�t added a shirt, and he was just sitting there, staring off into space.
Logan spotted the empty pack of cigarettes by Tate�s leg and a glass clutched between tight fingers, and he knew whatever had happened in the last ten hours was nothing good.
Deciding it was time to break the ice, he spoke. �Hey there.�
Tate turned his head toward him, and Logan could tell from the glassy eyes trying to focus that he was three sheets to the wind. When no reply came, Logan shrugged out of his jacket and held it in one hand.
�Whatcha drinking?�
�Your scotch,� Tate finally replied, holding up his empty glass. �But I ran out.�
The only scotch he�d had in the place was the Black Label that had been a little over a third full, and when he looked at his kitchen island and saw it now sat empty, Logan wondered how Tate was still awake.
He walked into the kitchen and laid his jacket over the counter before slipping the tie from around his neck. �So, what�s up? I thought you had to work tonight?�
�Nothing.� Liar. �I called in.�
�Hmm,� Logan mused. �So you�ve been here all day?�
Tate turned on the couch and rested his chin on top of it. �You told me I could.�
�Yes, I did.�
�Want me to leave?�
Logan unbuttoned his left cuff and then moved to the right before answering. �Not at all.�
�Wanna fuck me?�
Now he knew Tate was half gone.
There were many ways he�d imagined Tate saying those three words, but visibly upset was not one of them.
�I do want that,� Logan admitted, realizing that rejection wasn�t something that would help this situation.
He�d known after Tate�s first time he should exercise some patience, and he�d been waiting for him to get curious again, but not like this�not as a knee-jerk reaction to whatever the hell happened today.
When a drunkenly sensual smile stretched across Tate�s mouth, Logan cursed his own fucking morals. He would have sold his left nut right about now to go over to the couch and pound Tate into it.
�Then why don�t you come closer?� Tate suggested as he got to his knees and rested his hands on the back of the couch.
Ahh, Tate the tease�nothing was harder for him to resist.
Instead of answering, however, Logan pulled his shirt from his pants and began unbuttoning it. That was when he was struck with inspiration.
�Why don�t we play a game?�
Hell, why not get into the spirit of game night?
Tate raised a hand and swayed slightly as he placed his fingers over his lips, and Logan had to remind himself to stay right where he was. He would get to touch�eventually.
�A game?�
�Yes. I�ll ask a question, and when you give me an answer I�m happy with, I�ll take something off.�
Logan felt his cock react to the intense sexual inspection he was given.
�And then?� Tate asked without raising his eyes.
Damn. He was more than aware that Tate�s eyes were zeroed in on the taut material now trying its hardest to conceal his hardening flesh.
�Then I�ll fuck you.�
When Tate�s gaze returned to his own, the arousal there made Logan�s semi turn to full-on rock-hard status.
�Deal?�
Tate lifted a hand from the couch, and Logan could do nothing but watch as he reached down and cupped the denim that was cradling his erection.
�Deal.�
Satisfied he would now get some answers, but frustrated he had to wait, Logan removed his glasses and placed them on the counter.
�What time did you start drinking?�
Tate rolled his eyes before he tipped his head back toward the ceiling, exposing his throat.
�What time, Tate?�
He watched Tate�s chest rise on a deep inhale and waited until he blew it out.
�Ten.�
Okay, so he�d been drinking for approximately the last seven hours. Fuck.
�Why did you��
�No.�
Logan frowned at the interruption. �Excuse me?�
�I answered. So take something off.�
It wasn�t anything new that when Tate was drinking he got bossy, but Logan�s reaction was. It turned him the fuck on.
�Do you have a preference?�
Tate�s eyes narrowed and Logan waited�not so patiently.
�The pants. No, wait�the shirt.�
Logan chuckled. �Are you sure?� Then he started to unbutton his shirt. As he got halfway, Tate�s eyes found his and Logan asked his next question. �Why did you start drinking at ten in the morning?�
He shrugged out of the material and placed it on top of his jacket. When Tate�s teeth bit into his top lip, Logan knew he was getting closer to the truth and Tate was buzzed enough�and clearly horny enough�to tell him more.
�I was pissed off.�
That vague answer wasn�t going to cut it, so Logan placed his hands low on his hips and waited. He was positive he already knew the answer, but he wanted it from Tate. Logan wanted his trust with everything that was going on, and if he had to go to bed with blue balls for the second time in two days�then he would be a miserable fucker and crawl into that cold bed.
* * *
Tate stared through hooded eyes at Logan in a combustible stalemate. He didn�t want to discuss what had happened today but knew he�d get no further with the look on Logan�s face.
And fuck, I want to go further.
The picture Logan made with only his dress pants on and his hands on his hips had Tate�s cock pulsating inside his jeans.
After his mother had hung up on him, Tate had spent the next couple of hours inhaling his entire pack of cigarettes, and when those had run out, he�d hunted around until he found one of Logan�s men, Johnnie Walker, who�d left him feeling relaxed and very fucking horny.
�I spoke to my mom this morning after you left. Happy? Now take off your pants.�
Without a single word, Logan unbuckled his belt and pulled it through the loops. Tate watched avidly as he unzipped his own jeans and pushed them down his hips so he could finally grab his cock.
Yeah, fuck, it feels amazing to touch myself.
Logan removed his shoes, socks, and pants then pinned him with a molten stare as he added them to the pile. In that instant, Tate was reminded that all it took was one look from Logan and he was ready to go.
�And your mom, she pissed you off?�
�Yes. The boxers, Logan.�
Tate saw the arrogant rise of Logan�s left brow as he slipped his thumbs into the only thing left covering him�his tight, black shorts.
�You want something, Tate?�
�I told you what I wanted.�
Logan shook his head and pushed the snug material down his hip, allowing a hint of pubic hair to come into view. �No, you didn�t. You just commented on my clothing.�
Asshole is having a great time trying to make me talk.
But before he could say anything, Logan bent down and took off the shorts, causing all of Tate�s brainpower to focus on remaining upright�a problem his dick did not seem to have.
�That�s right, yes? You wanted them off?�
Why is he still talking? 
The man was fucking spectacular, and Tate wanted to be touched by him�now.
When his mother asked him earlier how his relationship with Logan had happened, he�d had no answer. But as he kneeled on the couch, stroking his hard-on for this man, he knew.
How could it not happen? Look at him.
When Logan walked toward the couch and stopped directly in front of him, Tate tilted his head back to meet his eyes. Logan grabbed the back of his neck and pulled him close, leaning down until their lips were only inches apart.
�What did she say that was so bad it made you smoke a full pack of cigarettes and consume enough liquor that you smell like a cheap bar?�
Tate closed his eyes as Logan�s warm breath entered his mouth. He gripped his cock harder and got up on his knees, trying to get his mouth closer to Logan�s, but he pulled his lips out of reach, prompting Tate to speak.
�It doesn�t matter.�
When a tongue touched his bottom lip, his eyes flickered open and connected with the intense blue ones searching his face.
�It does matter. What did she say to upset you?�
Tate released his erection and swayed slightly as he moved his hand to Logan�s shoulder, steadying himself. �I don�t want to talk about my mom right now.�
Logan wasn�t having that.
Instead, he lowered his hand, and Tate felt him wrap it around his erection. As a hiss of pleasure left his lips, that persistent mouth moved across his cheek to his ear.
�Tell me so I can take you to my bedroom and have you.�
Tate�s eyes fluttered closed as he leaned into the mouth and hand tempting him. �Yes.�
�Talk to me,� Logan coaxed. �What did she say?�
Tate didn�t want to say it. He was afraid to, he realized.
What if he said the words and Logan believed them? Worse, what if he said the words and he believed them?
But with Logan�s strong hand palming his cock and his warm lips now sucking his earlobe, Tate decided if he was going to find any release he needed to give Logan what he wanted, and right now, that was his final answer.
He pulled his head away and brought both hands up to Logan�s face. Touching his stubble-lined cheeks, he held him still. He wanted to witness any thought that flickered over the face looking back at him.
The hand around his hard flesh stopped moving and just held him until, finally, he spoke.
�She said you were a pervert who corrupted me.
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It shouldn�t have surprised him, and it certainly shouldn�t have come as a shock to hear, but as those words left Tate�s mouth and floated between them, Logan�s got caught somewhere inside his throat.
Did I corrupt him? No�we joked about it, but�no.
He blinked Tate back into focus and realized he was waiting for an answer, but for once, he didn�t have one. He was stunned into silence�stunned and hurt.
A pervert? What the fuck� 
�Logan?�
He blinked again several times as Tate pressed their lips together.
Shit, the guy tastes like scotch and tobacco. 
It shouldn�t have been a combination that was appealing, but as Tate�s lips parted, Logan couldn�t resist pushing his tongue inside. He threaded his hands into the hair surrounding a face he was becoming addicted to and held on as if Tate might vanish.
The kiss started out as merely a contact point, a way to reassure the other that they were there, but as their tongues tangled, Logan kicked it up a notch. He loosened the fingers of one hand and ran it down the back of Tate�s head to grip his neck and bring him even closer.
Tate went with it until his front was pressed flush against the back of the couch. When he groaned as if he were in agony and wrenched his lips away, Logan figured the friction from the leather against his cock felt pretty fucking amazing.
�Don�t you come all over my couch.�
The smirk that touched the corner of Tate�s mouth helped in easing the tension that had seeped into the room.
�Then take me to the bedroom, where I can come all over you.�
Logan was about to tell him, �You know the way,� but at the last minute stopped himself.
�Logan?�
As his name reached him, he watched Tate back off the couch, stand, and push his jeans away. He stepped out of them, and Logan looked him over.
From the leanly muscled body and engorged flesh, Tate was every wet dream Logan had ever had, a fact that was solidified when he gripped his erection and stroked it several times.
�You didn�t make me do anything I didn�t want to, okay? I can say no.�
Inexplicably drawn to Tate, Logan moved around the couch and walked toward him. Tate stepped back and staggered slightly until he was in the bedroom. Logan came to a standstill in front of him, wanting to make sure this wasn�t the alcohol talking but was�
�I want you inside me.�
�Tate talking.
�If that�s what you want�� Logan let out a shaky exhale when Tate�s fingers found him and surrounded his length.
�It�s what I need.�
Logan nodded, understanding the need, the desire to make sure this was worth all the shit that would come with it.
�Then let me give it to you.� He brought his hands up to Tate�s face and asked, �Will you do something for me?�
�Yes,� Tate answered without hesitation.
�You don�t even know what I�m going to ask.�
�Doesn�t matter.�
�Is that right? So now is when I should ask for everything I�ve ever wanted?�
Tate drew his fist up Logan�s shaft and gave him a smile that almost made Logan�s knees give way. He couldn�t remember anyone ever placing such trust in him.
�And what have you always wanted?�
Logan shook his head and bit back the simple yet complex answer of, �You,� and settled on, �I want to see you facedown on my bed, waiting for me.�
Tate�s soft sigh met his ears when he walked around to the edge of the bed.
Logan shut the bedroom door and watched as Tate climbed up onto the center of the mattress and then lay as requested�facedown, in his bed.
�Like this?� Tate asked as he turned his head on the pillow to watch him move to the left side.
Logan pulled open his side drawer and took out a condom and lube. He placed it on the bed before kneeling on the mattress and moving until he was lying on his side beside Tate�s body.
�Exactly like this,� he reassured, reaching out to run his palm down the smooth skin covering Tate�s back. He started under his hair and trailed teasing fingers down his spine to the dip of Tate�s lower back. When he got the rise of his ass, Logan leaned down and kissed Tate�s shoulder.
�Thank you.�
Tate�s eyes creased as he asked, �For?�
�Trusting me.�
Tate pushed up on his hands and brought his mouth to Logan�s, taking his lips in a kiss that spoke of complete trust. �I do.�
Logan closed his eyes, trying to keep a handle on his control, and told him softly, �Roll onto your left side so your back is to my chest.�
Tate nodded and shifted into the suggested position, and when he stretched out on his side, Logan knew he�d just created the most perfect visual ever for himself. Tate�s tan back was only inches from his eager fingers, his toned ass right there for him to touch.
With one finger, Logan drew a straight line down the tense spine and felt Tate arch back into him and start to relax. When he reached the crack of his ass, Tate shocked him by shifting so his right leg was angled forward, opening himself up to him.
Fuck. Logan had never wanted him more, but he knew this time was for Tate�not him.
Reaching behind himself, he grabbed the condom and lube and squeezed some on his fingers. When he moved back behind Tate, he lowered his mouth to his shoulder and touched lubed fingers to the top of his crack.
He heard Tate inhale as he slid two of his fingers down between the warm crevice of his cheeks, and as the pads of his fingers pressed the hot, little hole, he asked, �This okay?�
Sure, this wasn�t their first time, but it was only Tate�s second, and Logan needed to make sure he was good with everything going on. So when Tate turned his head and pushed his hips back, Logan figured that was as good as a yes.
He rubbed his fingertips over the small pucker and once again took Tate�s mouth. Logan couldn�t help the sound that escaped him when Tate greedily met him with parted lips and grabbed his head. He stroked slippery fingers along Tate�s crack and then removed them to smooth a palm over his ass cheek to his hip, pulling him back so he could line his own cock up against all of that bare skin.
�Damn, Tate,� Logan groaned as Tate�s lips slipped free and he jammed his hips back, pressing that round ass even harder against his aching flesh.
�Yes,� Tate moaned, and Logan caught a glimpse of him reaching down to grab his hard-on. �I want you so fucking bad.�
Logan was more than fine with that. He�d wanted Tate in this particular position since they�d met. He put a firm hand on Tate�s hip and pressed him down so his stomach was against the mattress.
�Jesus, I swear you have the most perfect ass in the world.�
Without a sound, Tate raised his hips up and pushed that perfect posterior toward him. Logan found himself grinning like a fool at the cheeky move, and he couldn�t help himself from moving all the way down Tate�s body and lowering his head to take a bite out of the succulent curve.
Again, Tate�s hips jackknifed up.
Logan traced his tongue in a circle over the firm flesh and then moved to the center of Tate�s body. He placed a kiss against his tailbone before ever-so-slowly trailing his tongue up over Tate�s spine. When he reached the top, he nuzzled his nose into Tate�s hair and fit his throbbing cock between the crease of his cheeks.
�I can�t wait to slide inside you again.�
Tate grunted and reacted with a quick shove of his hips, connecting their bodies more firmly as he worked his own flesh.
�Feeling good, Tate?�
Tate turned his head on the pillow and nodded.
Logan planted his hands on either side of his head and raised his upper body so he could drag his length back and forth between the tight globes now cradling it.
�Damn it, Logan. Come on!�
Logan repeated the move and lowered his mouth to Tate�s ear. �I�m going to, but I want you to be clear about something.�
�What?� Tate panted.
Logan snagged the condom, ripped it open with his teeth, and reached down to roll it on. While his hand was down there, his finger found Tate�s hole and pressed forward. He saw Tate�s jaw clench and felt his body jerk slightly up the bed.
�Breathe out. Come on. You can do it.�
Tate exhaled and, as he did, pushed his hips back.
�Yes. There you go.�
�Tell me,� Tate asked as his eyes closed, and Logan had trouble focusing.
He knew Tate was gorgeous, but right now? Here? He was exquisite to look at.
�This, what we�re about to do, isn�t just fucking. Not anymore.�
Tate�s eyes snapped open and found his as a second finger entered his body. His lips fell apart on a cry, and Logan swooped down to take them in a scorching kiss as Tate�s body rocked against his own.
When the shock of the invasion lessoned, Tate whispered against his mouth, �I know.�
Logan wasn�t sure if they each meant the same thing, but as he withdrew his fingers from the snug fit of Tate�s body and moved up over him, he felt like he was finally where he was supposed to be.
The lock that had kept his heart firmly shut away had finally found its key.
* * *
Tate�s breathing was coming fast as he felt Logan position himself behind him. He was incredibly turned on and surprised by how much he wanted Logan inside him again.
The first time had hurt, and he knew that this second time around�hell, probably each time�would hurt a little, but when Logan�s cock rubbed over his opening, Tate dug an elbow into the mattress under him and waited.
Logan�s lips were against his shoulder, whispering encouraging words, but by this stage, Tate didn�t need encouragement. He needed Logan�in him.
He stroked his shaft feverishly as Logan rolled his hips, and when a hand gripped his side and tugged him back, Tate moaned from all of the body-to-body contact.
The powerful muscles, the body hair, and the sounds coming from them both all combined to make their coming together blistering, and every time, it was that way.
Who knew sex could be like this?
He sure as fuck had never experienced such a need to be this close to someone, to have them inside him and be a part of his body. But with every kiss, touch, and word out of Logan�s mouth, Tate craved that intimate connection with him.
He lowered his body so he was flat against the mattress and humped the sheets beneath him. He saw Logan�s hand when he planted it by his head and felt his other fingers digging into his hip. Logan had one leg on the outside of his own and another firmly lodged between his as he moved against him in a way that was causing Tate�s mind to pretty much shut down to everything but the need to feel Logan inside him. He was trying to hold out, but he knew if Logan didn�t hurry the fuck up he�d come before he got to experience it.
After several heart-pounding seconds, Logan stopped, shifting slightly so he was angled behind him, and then the head of his cock finally found him. He halted his movement and then ever-so-slowly began to enter his body.
Tate closed his eyes and grit his teeth as the wide intrusion stretched him open, but when soft lips found his cheek and Logan praised, �You feel so incredible,� Tate didn�t give a fuck about discomfort.
The slight burn was worth the lingering warmth he got from the awe he heard in Logan�s voice. When he finally bottomed out and remained still above him, Tate opened his eyes and shifted his head slightly.
Their lips met, their tongues touched, and then Logan started to thrust.
Tate watched as long fingers gripped the pillow beside his head, and he couldn�t help but groan with pleasure as Logan withdrew. He didn�t leave his body, merely pulled back, and when he surged forward again, Tate was ready and met him eagerly.
The synchronicity between the two of them was flawless as Logan�s heavy frame moved above his own, and with every stroke, Tate got that much closer to his release.
He lowered his forehead to the pillow from the sheer pleasure of being used so well, and when one of Logan�s hands tangled through his hair, holding him in place, Tate felt his entire body tremble from the emotions he was feeling.
Lust and arousal were the driving forces in the room, but just under the surface was something much stronger�something he wasn�t sure they were ready to acknowledge.
No one had ever made him feel as centered as Logan did, even when his world was spinning out of control.
Logan didn�t judge him, didn�t expect something he couldn�t give.
As strong teeth sank into the flesh of his shoulder and Logan�s body tensed behind him and came, Tate shouted out Logan�s name and exploded all over the white sheets beneath him.
Logan wanted him, and if this was his fall into corruption, then he planned on making one hell of an impact.
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�You okay?�
When Tate rolled over, Logan wondered what was going on behind those eyes. Then a relaxed smile curved his mouth and he nodded.
�Mhmm. Are you okay?� Tate asked him in return.
He scooted forward so he was leaning against his headboard and watched as Tate automatically moved in closer to his side. Oh yeah. I like that�a whole hell of a lot.
�I�m pretty fucking fantastic. So thank you for that.�
Tate laughed, and the sound echoed throughout the room. �Glad I could help.�
Logan scratched his chest and informed the satiated man beside him, �You more than helped. You exceeded all expectations.�
Tate tipped his head up, and when their eyes connected, he raised a brow. �You no longer need to charm me, you know. I�m naked and in your bed.�
�Which makes you a lucky man, wouldn�t you say?�
�And you, as always, are a modest one. Arrogant ass.�
Logan couldn�t help touching the side of Tate�s mouth with the tip of his finger. �If I recall, you were the one demanding I remove my pants and��
�Yes�I remember.�
�Do you? I�m actually surprised you�re still awake.�
Tate lowered his eyes. �I couldn�t sleep right now even if I wanted to.�
�Want to talk about it?�
Tate turned on his side to face him and shrugged. �Would you be offended if I said no?�
Logan wasn�t quite sure how he felt. �No. Not offended��
�But?�
What was the word he was looking for? He couldn�t quite pinpoint it, but suddenly, it felt important that Tate confide in him, let him share his burden.
�I guess I just want you to know that you can talk to me.�
Logan barely resisted the urge to roll his eyes at the grin that hit Tate�s mouth, and when he shifted up the bed and pressed his lips to his chin, Logan closed them instead.
�You know what? I think you care, Logan Mitchell.�
Tate was right. He did care. A whole fucking lot, but there was no way in hell he was going to be the one to lay open his heart after just a few weeks in.
He�d been there before, a long time ago, and look how that had ended.
�Nothing to say?� Tate pushed.
Logan opened his mouth and swore he was about to respond, but at the last minute, he grabbed Tate and rolled them over so he was lying on top of the guy.
�Shit, Logan!� Tate complained. �Right in the goddamn wet spot.�
�Hey, it�s your mess. Seems only fair you lie in it.�
Tate squirmed around under him until Logan ended up between his legs.
�Want to go out for dinner?�
�Do I have to move?�
Logan rolled his hips, brushing their cocks together, and kissed the corner of Tate�s mouth. �Yes, you have to move. I think it might be a good idea to get something inside you.�
�But I just had something inside me.�
Logan groaned and dropped his head forward to the crook of Tate�s neck and shoulder. �You get dirtier every fucking day I know you, I swear.�
Tate�s fingers gripped the hair he was playing with to pull his head back. �I was always dirty.� He wagged his eyebrows and shoved his hips up. �Just not as vocal as you.�
Logan shifted to kneel between Tate�s bent legs. His eyes surveyed the body spread out before him, and he couldn�t stop himself from trailing his fingers up Tate�s shins. When he reached his knees, he ran his hands under them and then yanked Tate down the mattress. As he lowered his head and angled Tate�s body up toward his greedy mouth, he drew a warm, wet path with his tongue across Tate�s cock.
�Oh Christ, Logan.�
Tate still tasted and smelled of sex, and as Logan sucked on him, he knew Tate was right�he was much dirtier. He hadn�t even scratched the surface of what he wanted, and he had a feeling the person he could share it with was the one currently shoving his hard-on in his face.
But for now, Logan had other ideas. �I think you need to eat something.�
�Are you fucking serious?�
�Yes,� he said as he lowered Tate back to the bed. �All you�ve had today is God knows how many cigarettes, which you need to fucking quit by the way, and too much alcohol. You need food.�
�I need you to suck my dick.�
Logan chuckled. �Good to see you no longer have an issue asking for what you want. But�I need you to eat first. Then, if you�re nice to me, I�ll eat you.�
Tate wrapped a hand around himself and stroked.
�If you keep doing that, you�re just going to be hard and miserable.�
Tate closed his eyes, rocked up into his fist, and groaned. �If I keep doing this, I�m going to come and be satisfied.�
Logan�s hand whipped out to still Tate�s as he promised him, �You have dinner with me and I�ll give you exactly what you asked for.�
�Before or after?�
Logan�s fingers flexed around Tate�s. �So this is a negotiation now?�
�That is your line of expertise, isn�t it, counselor?�
�Yes. Yes, it is.�
Tate widened his legs and, fucking hell, pumped his pelvis up once more. The sight was almost too much for Logan as he lowered his eyes to watch the erotic performance. There was nothing he wanted more than to suck Tate into his mouth and swallow, but first, he was going to take care of him.
He leaned down until his mouth was back by Tate�s ear.
�If you eat, I eat,� he managed. �Your choice.�
* * *
Tate felt daring as he turned his lips into Logan�s neck and asked, �What if I don�t want it later?�
This time when Logan rose up over him, his expression was full of mischief.
Tate felt a shiver race down his spine to his balls when Logan�s mouth touched his and he whispered, �If you don�t want my lips around your cock and my hand down your jeans, then all you have to say is...� Logan trailed off as he teased his lips along his jaw, �...no.�
Tate swallowed, his dick automatically responding, and wondered if there would ever be a time he would or could say no to Logan again.
�Will you say no, Tate?�
Those wicked lips kissed their way back to his mouth, and when Logan�s tongue touched the corner of his lips, Tate pushed his entire body up to the one pressed against his. As their skin connected everywhere it could, Logan deepened the kiss.
Mouths parted, tongues twisted, and as a groan left one�no, both�of them, Tate tried to understand his emotions.
With so many jumbling together, it was hard to pinpoint the one that was making his heart race. All he knew was the man devouring his mouth had the power to hurt him, and wasn�t that a terrifying revelation.
I wonder if I have the same power?
He wrenched his mouth away and looked at Logan.
This new silence that settled between them lately wasn�t uncomfortable, but it was heavy. Each of them knew this was moving faster than they had expected, but unless they called it off, there was nothing they could do but go with it.
It was like a giant wave�if you got caught in its pull, it was best to just surrender and let it steer you where it would. All you could hope for was to keep your head above the water and remember to breathe.
�Okay. Let�s go and eat then.�
* * *
The entire way to dinner, Logan was aware of the difference in Tate.
Gone was the relaxed flirt, and back was the man he�d found sitting in his living room an hour or so earlier. He�d retreated inside his mind, and Logan wanted in. His problem was he didn�t know if Tate was ready to let him in.
He pulled his Audi R8 into the small parking lot behind his favorite Italian restaurant and parked in the far back corner before turning off the ignition. When the quiet purr of the car silenced and Tate reached for the handle, Logan placed a hand on the man�s thigh.
�Hey?�
Tate glanced his way, and Logan gave him what he hoped was a reassuring smile.
�You do whatever you need to do with your family, okay?�
The eyes that narrowed on him made Logan aware that whatever he�d just said had not been the right thing. Tate was pissed.
�What�s that supposed to mean?�
�Just what I said. I want you to do whatever you have to do for this to be right for you.�
�For me?�
�Yeah, for you. Don�t worry about how this will affect me.�
Tate�s lips tightened as he shook his head. �Fuck you, Logan.� He pushed open the car door and climbed out, slamming it behind him.
Logan sat where he was, stunned.
Fuck me? What the hell did I do?
He pulled the keys out of the ignition and pushed open his car door. After getting out, he shut it, walked around to where Tate was leaning with his ass up against the side of the car, and demanded, �What the hell is your problem?�
The irritated expression on Tate�s face should have warned him to back the hell off, but true to form, he ignored it.
�My problem?� Tate asked.
�Yes, your problem. All I said was��
�I know what you said,� Tate interrupted, straightening and stepping closer to him. He jabbed a finger against his jacket and spat out, �I�m getting sick and tired of you giving me permission to walk the fuck away. If I wanted to tell you to fuck off, I�m quite capable of opening my mouth and saying the words.�
Wow, okay. Logan hadn�t even been aware that that�s how it had come across.
�First you tell me if I want to deny it, feel free. Now, Tate, do whatever you need to. You know what I need? I need you to eat dinner with me so I can tell you what happened and then suck my dick like you promised. Is that okay with you?�
Logan couldn�t help the slight twitch of his lips at the last comment. �I�m not trying to piss you off.�
�Well, congratulations. You�re succeeding anyway.�
Logan�s body responded to the volatile side of Tate as it always did�he hardened in an instant. He walked Tate backwards until his ass was against his car door.
�Okay, Mr. Morrison. Listen closely.� He ran his index finger up the front of Tate�s leather jacket to the collar, where he gripped it and pulled him in so their lips were touching. �Dinner. We�re both going to go in and eat it. Then we�re going to discuss exactly what happened today.�
Tate�s hand flattened on his chest, and he nodded. �Good.�
Logan moved a hand to the back of Tate�s neck, pulled him forward, and planted a fierce kiss on his mouth. When they pulled apart, his eyes lowered to Tate�s full lips and he added, �Then I�m going to bring you out here, unzip these jeans, and suck you off until you come down my throat.�
Tate said nothing, just licked the mouth Logan couldn�t look away from, so he prodded him.
�Is that okay with you?�
Tate nodded, but there was no way in hell Logan was letting him go without the words.
�Say it.�
Logan felt the hand on his chest trail down and circle his waist under the jacket.
�Yes. That is all okay with me.�
Satisfied, Logan took a step back and was shocked when Tate grabbed his hand. Without another word, he locked the car before entwining their fingers, and then they both walked inside the restaurant.
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Tate followed behind Logan as he weaved them through the tables of the small restaurant and stopped in front of one of the booths. They each had red-and-white-checkered tablecloths and glass jars with spices and Parmesan cheese holding up the menus. As he looked around and saw several couples and families seated for dinner, Tate was more than aware that he triple-checked to make sure it was no one he knew and instantly hated himself for it.
�This table cool with you?�
He nodded as Logan sat in one side and he took the other. He grabbed the menu for something to do and opened it, lowering his eyes.
Logan wasn�t an idiot, however, and when he reached across and pulled the menu down, he narrowed his eyes. �Relax. I�m not going to attack you in a family restaurant.�
�I know that.�
�Do you?�
Automatically defensive, Tate stated, �Yes.�
�Could have fooled me. You�re using the menu as a shield.�
Tate lowered the menu. �Am not.�
Logan laughed at the bratty response and raised his own. �Were too.�
Tate raised it again and started to scan the appetizers. The problem was that he wasn�t seeing anything.
He couldn�t stop thinking about the conversation with his mom and her disapproval. �William, you are not gay.� If only she knew how much he�d enjoyed Logan only an hour ago, she�d know how wrong she was. He wasn�t sure if he was gay or bi. All he knew was that thinking about Logan�s hands on his body made his heart jump and his dick hard.
�Good evening. What can I get you two tonight?�
The waiter who stopped by their table snapped Tate out of his thoughts.
�Oh hello, Mr. Mitchell.�
�Hey there, Sam. I�ll take a Heineken and he�ll get��
�A water,� Tate interjected.
��while we check out the menu,� Logan finished.
�Sure thing. I�ll be right back.�
The waiter left them to their menus, and as they both pretended to read them, Tate couldn�t help peering over his at the suspiciously quiet man across from him.
�Know him well?�
Logan�s eyes found his, and when they crinkled at the sides behind his glasses, Tate knew he was laughing at him.
�Well as in..?�
�As in, does he suck like a Hoover too?�
The loud, booming laugh that came from Logan had Tate glowering at him as he sat back in his seat.
�What? As if it isn�t a possibility. The guy knows your name.�
�He knows my last name. He called me Mr. Mitchell. Even I�m not that kinky. When I fuck someone, he�s gonna scream my name. Not Mr. Mitchell like I�m his father.� Logan informed him in conspiratorial whisper. �Although�can you call me that for the rest of the night? I want to hear how it sounds out of your mouth.�
�You�re a fucking riot, Mr. Mitchell. How does he know you?�
�I like this restaurant. I come here a lot. But I have to say, I kind of wish it weren�t the case. This whole possessive side of yours is fucking hot.�
�You�re demented.�
�And you get all red when you�re jealous,� Logan chuckled.
Tate scowled at his own stupidity and focused on choosing a meal. He finally settled on the gnocchi and put the menu at the edge of the table as Sam delivered their drinks. They both ordered, and when Logan asked for the bruschetta with the spices mixed on the side to-go, Tate figured he wasn�t hungry.
�So�� Logan prompted.
Tate knew what he wanted and tried to decide how to start. In the end, headfirst seemed the best option.
�Diana was the one who called her.�
Logan picked up his beer, but before it met his lips, he muttered, �Bitch.�
�Yeah, that was pretty much my thought too.�
�How the hell did you marry that?�
Tate shrugged. �She wasn�t always like this.�
Logan�s brow winged up as if he doubted it. Then he took a sip and lowered his beer to the table.
�Well, since we�re on the subject of her, you should know she pulled her case from Cole. You�ll likely get the paperwork in the mail in a few days, but it basically means you�ll have to start all over.�
Tate stared at the glass of water in front of him. Christ, he wished it were vodka or tequila�something other than fucking water.
�Fuck,� was all he could say.
�Yeah. I�m thinking her pride was��
�Fuck her pride,� Tate spat out.
�I�d rather not fuck anything of hers, if it�s all the same.�
As Logan�s words met his ears, Tate couldn�t help his grin. �Well that�s good to know at least. She�s not exactly ugly.�
�That depends. At first glance, I�d agree with you. She�s beautiful�until she opens her mouth. Then you see just how ugly she is.�
Again, Logan had surprised him. Now Tate was wondering how he compared to Diana in Logan�s eyes, and as he looked across the table, he couldn�t help but ask.
�So if she and I were sitting at the table next to yours, who would you��
�Tate?�
�Yeah?�
�There�s no question. There�s been no fucking question since I saw you.� When he couldn�t find any words, Logan asked, �Do you doubt it?�
Tate raised the glass to his mouth, embarrassed until Logan�s foot found his under the table, connecting them both.
�No,� he finally said past the lump in his throat.
If Logan�s actions hadn�t convinced him, the look in his eyes did. It screamed, �I want you.�
�Good. Because like I said, this is a family restaurant. They don�t condone public displays of inappropriate behavior.�
Tate scoffed. �Good to know.�
�Yes. For now, you�re safe. But that rule only applies to the inside of the restaurant. In the parking lot�you�re fair game.�
At that small reminder, Tate�s body tensed and he closed his eyes for a minute to collect his thoughts.
�Tell me what else happened today,� Logan encouraged.
He opened his eyes to find Logan sitting back with his arms crossed. Tate knew he had to start talking if they were going to move past it�and he wanted to move on, to put this behind them.
�Well, you know Diana called my mom.�
�Right. So I�m assuming your mom didn�t take it well, since she thinks I corrupted you. Which I��
�Don�t even,� Tate managed. �And no, she didn�t take it well.�
Logan waited silently, and Tate could tell nothing would be said until he said it.
�She asked me if I was dating a man. I told her that I was.� His eyes stayed locked on Logan�s, as if daring him to disagree, but when he said nothing, Tate�s bravado left him. �Is that okay?�
�Is what okay?�
�That I said we were dating?�
Logan�s smile was genuine when he nodded, and Tate was surprised that there seemed to be no underlying humor�just sincerity.
�She also asked me how it happened.�
Logan�s face was almost comical as his eyes widened, and Tate couldn�t help playing him a little.
�I told her you wouldn�t leave me alone, cornered me in a conference room, and kissed me so hard I had a bruised mouth for days.�
Logan�s foot rubbed up the inside of his leg as he said in a gruff voice, �You did not. Nice try though.�
Tate�s humor disappeared as quickly as it had appeared when he thought back to his real response and his mother�s reaction.
�She doesn�t understand how it happened. How I could be with a man when I used to be married to a woman.�
As the words tumbled from his mouth, even Tate had to wonder how the shift had occurred. How was it that he was able to accept and understand that he was now with a man?
Because it�s happening to me? Or because it�s Logan?
He had no fucking clue, and when Logan asked, �What did you tell her?� he still had nothing.
�Okay, guys,� the waiter said as he stopped by their table, thankfully saving him. He placed a paper bag in front of Logan and a white plate in front of him. �Is there anything else?�
When they both indicated there wasn�t, he turned, leaving them once again in that heavy, familiar silence.
�What else did she say?� Logan finally asked.
Tate reached for the cheese and covered his pasta in it. �She doesn�t want me to come over this Sunday.�
�Are you sure she just doesn�t want me there?� Logan asked as he lifted his beer and took a swig.
Stabbing a piece of gnocchi with his fork, Tate shrugged. �Same difference.�
�Not really.�
He shoveled several more forkfuls in his mouth�holy shit, he�d been hungry�and suddenly, the fury he�d felt earlier began to surface.
�I told her I wanted you two to meet, and you know what she said to me?� When Logan didn�t respond, Tate continued. �She said she never wanted to meet you. Never. Who says that?�
Pulled back into his own anger, Tate was too far gone to realize how uncomfortable Logan looked and kept on with his disgust.
�She didn�t even bother to listen to my side of the story. Just took Diana�s version as usual and believed her. Jesus, that woman needs to get the hell out of my life already. It isn�t like I�m asking them to sit there and watch us make out. I just want her to meet you for fuck�s sake.�
�Tate?�
�What?� he snapped as his fork hit the edge of the plate with a clanging sound.
�It�s okay.�
�It�s not okay. If she just met you��
�She�d probably feel exactly the same way.�
* * *
Logan knew what Tate was trying to do. He was trying to convince himself that, if his mother met him, things would be different, but Logan was smart enough to know better.
Tate had told him on their first date that he�d been brought up Catholic. That didn�t bode well when it came to his family understanding that he now liked getting naked with a man.
In fact, it had disaster written all over it, which was why he hadn�t wanted to meet them in the first place. He�d only agreed to appease Tate, but right now, Tate seemed anything but appeased.
�What did you say?�
�I�m just saying, even if they met me, they�d probably still feel the same.�
�Yeah? Well, that�s a great attitude, Logan.�
�I�m just trying to be realistic.�
He watched Tate spear some more food and stuff it into his mouth. He chewed it as if he were trying to kill it and then pointed his fork at him.
�If you don�t want to go Sunday, just say it.�
�I didn�t say that.�
�You might as well.�
Logan leaned forward and pinned Tate with a look that screamed, �Shut the fuck up� as he told him in a serious voice, �If I didn�t want to go, I wouldn�t have said I would. Got it? I�m just saying that things may not turn out the way you want them to. Even after they meet me.�
Tate glared across the table at him and then sighed, sitting back in his seat. �It�ll work out. My mom�s just in shock. She loves everyone.�
Logan had his doubts. He knew he could be a charming bastard, but from the consternation on Tate�s face, he suspected winning over the Morrisons would take more than a fruit platter and flowers.
�Okay then. So we�ll go, and I�ll charm their pants off.�
�Hilarious, Logan.�
�I try.�
He sat back in his seat and played with the label on his beer as he thought about how to best approach this next particular topic.
�Speaking of family and doing things as a couple��
Tate�s eyes found his, and Logan couldn�t believe how strange that felt to say�a couple. So far, Tate hadn�t contradicted him.
�Cole and I have this work function in a month or so.� Shit, I�m even talking about the future. Tate didn�t reply, and Logan figured that he needed to spell it out for the guy. �I was wondering if you�d like to go.�
With his fork halfway to his mouth, Tate halted his movements, and then he slowly lowered it back to his plate. �Go with you? As in your��
Oh fuck these nerves. �As in my date.�
Tate sat back in his seat and frowned. �Logan�I don�t know��
�It�s okay,� he was quick to interrupt. �It was a stupid idea anyway. I told Cole I�d ask, and now I have.�
God, he was an idiot. He�d known Tate wasn�t ready for that, and just hearing him say no was enough to�Yeah, fucking hurt.
�It�s just��
�Tate, it�s okay. You don�t have to explain.�
And honestly, I don�t want you to.
Trying to move on so he wouldn�t have to think about the rejection, Logan asked, �What about game night this Friday?�
�Game night?�
�Yeah. Cole and Rachel are having game night with the family and need two extra people. She invited us.�
Tate�s mouth quirked to the side, apparently more than happy to be sidetracked. �You don�t strike me as the type to attend game night.�
�I�m not,� he agreed. �But Cole guilted me into it.�
�How�d he do that?�
�He used the pregnant wife card.�
Finished with his meal, Tate pushed his plate away. �Ahh yes. It works every time.�
�So? Will you come? It�s just a few people.�
Tate thought about it for a minute and then nodded. �Sure. What kind of games are we talking here?�
�Hell if I know. But if the Twister mat comes out, I�m getting the fuck out of there.�
�No shit,� Tate laughed. Then he indicated the paper bag sitting in front of him. �Not hungry?�
Logan made sure he had Tate�s full attention as he packed into his response all of the sexual innuendo he could manage. �Oh, I�m starving. You done?�
�Yeah. I got it though. You didn�t even eat.� Tate raised his hips and stuffed a hand into his back pocket, pulling out his wallet.
Logan could watch him do that over and over and not get sick of the action. Tate knew it too, because the fucker took his time when he saw him watching and winked playfully. Once he had the wallet, he pulled out several bills, put them on the table, and then slid out of the booth.
�You better eat whatever�s in there.�
Logan drew a cross over his heart and told him with a smirk, �Promise.�
He grabbed the bag and stood, following Tate out to the parking lot.
All of this serious talk had left him with one goal in mind�reminding Tate that he was with exactly the right person, and that just happened to be him.
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Tate was aware of Logan�s eyes on him as he made his way out to the dark lot. He could feel the sexual tension humming between them. He had from the moment he�d reached for his wallet and Logan�s eyes had dropped below his belt. Add to that Logan�s deviant smile and the promise to eat his meal and, yeah, Tate was certain he wasn�t the only one feeling the temperature on this cool Chicago night rise.
The subjects at dinner had been difficult. Topics that weren�t conducive to seduction. His family situation was a mess. One that needed to be sorted out as soon as possible, because the longer it was left, the longer it would fester.
Then there was Logan�s request. He wondered if Logan really was okay with the fact that he wasn�t quite ready to attend a work function as his date. He�d quickly brushed it aside, but Tate had a feeling that he�d unintentionally hurt Logan, even as he�d sworn that he didn�t care.
They were almost to the car when he felt Logan close on his heels.
�You know that hole in your jeans? The one at the back of your right thigh?�
Tate knew which one. His favorite jeans were well worn and had several holes but all in places he could still get away with. That one wasn�t quite big�
�It�s spread, and every time you take a step, I can see the curve of your ass cheek.�
Tate�s head snapped around as he tried to see his own ass, which was ridiculous, and then his eyes found Logan�s.
�You�re fucking naked under those, aren�t you?�
Stopping at Logan�s car, Tate turned to see that he was right there behind him. �I wanted to make your meal easier to access.�
Logan didn�t stop walking until their bodies met and their jeans were touching. Their faces were so close a breeze would�ve had a hard time getting between them, and when Logan�s hand cupped the denim concealing his excited cock, Tate brought both of his hands up to Logan�s arms to steady himself.
While Logan massaged him, Tate closed his eyes and tilted his head back slightly. The second he did it, Logan�s lips were there, kissing up the side of his neck until he was at his ear.
�Get in the car and unzip your jeans. I�m fucking hungry.�
With a final squeeze, Logan released him and stepped away. He licked his full bottom lip, and the scorching heat in those eyes had Tate turning and reaching for the car door quicker than he�d thought possible.
When he lifted the handle and nothing happened, he felt Logan�s body press up against the back of his, trapping him between the car door and himself. Logan fit his hard erection against his ass, and Tate couldn�t help rubbing back against it.
Fuck, it feels good.
Logan felt good, and Tate didn�t give a shit if they were standing in a private bedroom or a public parking lot�he needed release and he needed it now.
�Logan,� he groaned, and then the car beeped and the doors unlocked.
�Sorry,� Logan told him, his voice gruff. �I couldn�t help myself.�
Tate tried the door again, and this time, it opened without issue. He climbed inside, shut himself in the cozy interior, and then quickly unfastened and unzipped the denim.
Before Logan even reached his side of the car, Tate was working his hard-as-hell cock in his hand. With his head back on the headrest and his eyes watching Logan�s approach, he couldn�t help but suck in an excited breath when the door opened and the interior light, once again, lit him up like a sex performer.
Logan slid inside and removed his glasses, placing them on the dash while he checked him out. Tate wasn�t sure why that was making his entire body tremble, but it was. He meant business. And his business right this second is going to be sucking me. Hell fucking yes�That was definitely it, because with no provocation on his behalf�just having Logan there watching him�Tate had to fight back an orgasm.
His hips arched up off the seat as the light inside the car dimmed, and he heard the bag Logan�s food was in crinkle as he placed it down somewhere.
Tate could just make out the sharp angles and lines of the man beside him.
�Jesus, Tate. You�re lucky I had my cock in you earlier, because I don�t think I�d be able to keep it out of you otherwise.�
The words, the image, and the deep, seductive timbre of Logan�s voice all pushed the right buttons for him, ramping up his need. Then Logan took his chin between his thumb and forefinger and turned his head so they were eye to eye.
�I want your jeans around your ankles.�
Tate could feel his chest rise and fall as if he were running a marathon. The explicit instruction left him speechless, but he didn�t need words, just actions. He raised his hips again and released his flesh to do as requested, and the second he was free, Logan�s hand wrapped around his rigid length.
�Ahh��
Logan leaned across the console until their noses brushed and their lips barely touched. �Ankles, Tate. Now.�
Tate touched his tongue to Logan�s mouth, and as if he couldn�t help himself, Logan let his own tongue slip out to taste before retreating.
�Stop teasing, and hurry the fuck up. I want you in my mouth.�
�God.�
Logan pressed the lever on Tate�s seat, lowering it. He then sat back up, making Tate almost reach for him, but he quickly decided to shove his jeans down instead. He heard the rustling of paper but thought nothing of it, and when the denim was finally around his ankles, he stretched out. Before his back was even against the leather seat, Logan was there.
When their mouths connected, Tate opened to let the impatient man in.
Logan didn�t waste a second as he slid his tongue inside to rub against his own, causing Tate to grunt and reach up to grab the guy for something to ground himself. But Logan wasn�t done with obliterating his brain cells, because he reached down between them to where Tate was at full mast and wrapped�What the fuck?�warm, slick fingers around him.
Tate yanked his mouth free. �What�s on your fucking hand?�
Logan�s lips found his. His mouth curved as if he had a secret, and clearly, he did. Again, he glided that smooth, slippery fist up Tate�s throbbing flesh.
�Tell me,� Tate demanded as Logan continued to manipulate him.
Logan pressed his lips to the corner of his mouth and stroked him again before answering. �Olive oil and spices, one of my favorite dipping sauces. My soon-to-be absolute favorite.�
Tate almost stopped breathing for a second as the words fell into place with Logan�s to-go order. Bruschetta was always served with�
�So you didn�t really want the bruschetta?�
Logan�s tongue drew a path along his jaw to his ear. �No, I wanted the oil. But I thought it may be conspicuous to ask for it on its own.�
He gave another torturous pull of his flesh, and Tate�s eyes almost rolled to the back of his head.
�Holy shit.�
A deep, throaty rumble echoed through the interior of the car as Logan�s grip loosened and he ordered roughly, �Spread your legs, Tate.�
Tate�s entire body tensed at the demand, but he did as he�d been told and kicked one side of his jeans off his ankle and spread his thighs apart.
�Fucking perfect.�
Christ, Tate thought as those two words were rasped in his ear and that damn rustling sound was made again.
Is that more oil? Sleek, playful fingers then dipped down and smoothed over his balls. It sure fucking is.
Tate wasn�t sure how to stop himself from hyperventilating as he watched Logan bend down over the center console and then felt a wet tongue circle the head of his cock.
He quickly glanced out the tinted windows and wondered for a millisecond what would happen if someone saw them, but then Logan�s lips opened and he swallowed him inside, and Tate forgot to think at all.
* * *
Logan exhaled through his nose and lowered his lips over Tate�s thick length.
Jesus, the guy is fucking hard.
The sound that ripped from Tate�s throat as Logan took him between his lips made his own cock throb. It was clear to him that Tate had let go and was enjoying this to its fullest. When strong fingers tangled in the strands of his hair, Logan closed his eyes to enjoy the feeling.
The oily slick on his fingers was doing exactly what Logan wanted it to, allowing his fingers to slip and slide over Tate�s balls with the greatest of ease. When he drew his lips up to the wide, bulbous head, he circled the base of Tate�s erection and squeezed, causing a loud expletive to leave Tate�s mouth.
Logan couldn�t wait to taste him when he exploded on his tongue, and he knew Tate was gonna fucking explode. From the low, guttural sounds he was pulling from him to the way Tate was flexing his fingers, Logan knew Tate was as pent up as he was.
Add in the excitement of getting blown in public and the finger he was going to�Ahh yes, Logan thought as he drew a finger down past Tate�s balls to his ass. Let me in. He was going to suck Tate�s fucking brains out his cock.
Lifting his head, Logan moved up until he was at Tate�s mouth, where he sucked his bottom lip between his own and then crushed their mouths together. When Tate gripped his jacket, pulling him closer, Logan pushed his fingertip firmer against his tight, little hole. Then his tongue glided into Tate�s mouth, and Logan finally pushed his finger inside Tate.
Tate�s hips snapped upward, and Logan drove his finger deeper as he lifted his mouth.
�You like that? I can�t tell you how happy it makes me to know you love having me in your ass, Tate.�
The eyes focused on him in the dim light were heavy with arousal, and the swollen lips that were shiny and parted looked as if they had been wrapped around his cock, sucking him off.
�You only have to do one thing,� Logan told him as he continued moving the hand he had burrowed between Tate�s legs. �I�m going to suck you and fuck you until you come. Your only job? Don�t make a mess in my car. Keep it right here, in my mouth. Got it?�
Logan reached down to his own pants and unzipped them so his painful erection had some kind of freedom. He knew the second he had Tate on his tongue and down his throat, he was going to need his own fucking release. When Tate widened his legs and angled his body, Logan heard him finally speak�and the words almost killed him.
�I can�t wait to give your mouth a reason to be so fucking dirty.�
At the last second, Logan�s eyes found Tate�s as he gripped the sides of his head and pushed him down so he was forced to shut the hell up and take his cock between his lips.
* * *
Tate didn�t dare close his eyes as he watched Logan the best he could in the dark car. He lowered his lips over him and continued to thrust his finger in and out of his ass, and the raw eroticism from the act coupled with the risk of being caught was building in him an orgasm that felt fucking epic.
The words that had come out of Logan�s mouth about sucking him and fucking him had pretty much used up what little self-control he�d had left, and then Logan had unzipped and Tate knew he didn�t have long.
He could hear the sucking sounds echoing in the car, and when Logan drew his lips to the tip of his cock and tongued the glans, Tate gripped his head between his hands harder than he knew he should and shoved his cock as far as he could into the greedy mouth. He felt Logan cough slightly, and the vibration around his cock was all it took.
The finger in his ass hit the right spot, and Tate felt his balls tighten as he shouted out Logan�s name and came hard on his tongue.
Logan swallowed every fucking drop he�d given and was now lightly sucking his sensitive skin as he withdrew his hand from between his legs.
�Fuck,� he sighed as Logan raised his head and wiped the corner of his mouth with his thumb.
�Well at least let me drive us home first.�
�Jesus. I can�t even think,� Tate admitted as Logan straightened, sat back in his seat, and grabbed his own erection.
Tate sat up and adjusted his seat before his eyes fell to Logan�s hand, watching him wrap it around his hard-on and stroke.
�Yes,� he groaned. �Watch me.�
Tate�s eyes flew up to meet his, and Logan gave him a shameless fucking smile.
�It�ll only take a minute, with you sitting there all sexed out.�
Tate felt a smirk of his own cross his mouth as his eyes trailed back down to Logan�s hips, which were pumping and thrusting his thick cock through his fingers.
�Sexed out?�
�Yeah. All satisfied from being worked over. From having my mouth and fingers all over you�in you. You look so damn hot as hell and it makes me want to fuck you so bad.�
How in the hell is it possible that my cock is twitching? Tate thought as Logan continued talking and fucking his own hand.
�Your tight ass gripping my finger, the sounds you make as your delicious cock explodes down my throat. Yeah, Tate. You�re all kinds of sexed out. By me.�
Tate turned toward the bag he knew the oil was in. Not even a cop knocking on the window would�ve stopped him as he grabbed it, stuck his hand inside, and yep, found the plastic container with warm fucking oil.
He dipped his fingers inside and then placed the bag down on the floor before he leaned, ass bare, across the car to wrap his fingers around Logan�s. He let their mouths connect, figuring that he must be as dirty as Logan, because he wanted to taste himself on Logan�s lips.
He shoved his tongue into Logan�s mouth and felt the fingers under his leave to grab his face.
As Tate tightened his slippery fingers, Logan began to devour his mouth.
He barely did a thing as Logan fucked his cock through his fist, his hips finding a rapid pace before he ripped his mouth away, and rested his head back against the seat. The profanity coming from Logan�s mouth aroused Tate to a point where he wanted to hear his name shouted when Logan came�and he was close. Tate could tell by the way his breathing had quickened.
He watched, as Logan�s hips snapped up and his head strained back against the seat. When their eyes connected and one of Logan�s hands reached down to enclose his fingers tightly around him, Tate heard his name fall from those crude lips as thick jets of come shot from Logan and coated their hands.
Everything about the exchange had been raw and emotional, and as he stared across at Logan, all he could think was how fucking sexy it�d been.
Am I gay? He wasn�t sure.
It was Logan he was attracted to, not other men, but what did that mean? Maybe he was bi. Who the hell cares in the end? Do we have to label it?
He wanted Logan, and that was good enough for him.
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It just turned eight on Friday night when Logan made his way down to the lobby of his building. He buttoned up the black leather jacket he�d invested in when Tate and his motorcycle had ridden into his life.
He really didn�t like the idea of getting on that deathtrap again, but he�d grudgingly agreed since Tate had made it a nonnegotiable clause in tonight�s activities. It was cool this evening, and the thought of zooming through the busy streets of Chicago with the wind whipping around him did nothing to excite Logan. It just made him wish that Cole lived in the same damn building he did.
Tate had called yesterday to let him know that Amelia had taken his shift and he�d be able to make it to�yep, game night. When the elevator stopped, Logan stepped out and shoved his hands in his jacket pockets as he walked toward the front entrance. He pushed open the glass doors to the main street, where they�d agreed to meet, and then moved aside to lean against the brick wall of his building and wait.
It had been a couple of days since he�d gone to dinner with Tate. Each of them seemed to understand that they needed a bit of distance after that explosive evening in his car, which was another reason Tate had suggested his bike. His explanation: He didn�t want to cause an accident by reminding Logan of the last time they�d been together in his vehicle�as if he�d ever fucking forget.
That was okay with Logan though. He understood that Tate might need some time. He�d even accepted that he might be thinking over the choices he was about to make.
He didn�t like it, but he�d accepted it.
His train of thought was soon interrupted by the purr of Tate�s supercharged Suzuki as he watched Tate zip through several cars and pull to a stop at the pick-up location of his building.
Logan remained where he was and waited as Tate removed the red helmet from his head. He then shook those sexy-as-fuck curls from his face, and Logan momentarily forgot his aversion to motorcycles.
Christ. He might die on the back of that thing, but Logan had to believe it would be worth it to get close to that man. He was pure sex when straddling that machine�kind of like when he was naked and straddling him.
Logan pushed away from the building and strolled toward the edge of the road. When Tate spotted him, he placed the helmet between his spread thighs and smiled in a way that made Logan�s heart race.
He wanted to see that smile every day, and that scared the shit out of him.
�Hey.�
Logan let his eyes travel the length of the bike and then raised a skeptical brow.
�If you want me on the back of that again, you better have something more than, �Hey.��
Tate kicked down the bike stand and swung his leg�Are you fucking serious? He�s wearing leather pants too�over the back of the bike. He then stepped up onto the pavement so they were eye to eye before running a hand down the front of Logan�s jacket.
�You look hot in leather.�
�Me? Look at your fucking pants.�
Tate glanced down his body and then brought his eyes back to meet his. �I wear them for protection. You like?�
�So much I�m barely decent.�
Tate�s rumbling laughter mocked him as he invited in a husky voice, �Want to peel me out of them later?�
�Fuck you.�
�Hmm,� Tate mused and then leaned in, disagreeing in his ear. �I don�t think so. Tonight it�s my turn, and I�ve been thinking about it all day.�
Logan couldn�t help the frustrated sound that left him as he twisted his head so he could smell the cologne clinging to Tate�s skin. �Oh? So we�re taking turns now?�
Tate brushed a kiss across his mouth, and Logan felt it all the way to his toes.
�It�s only fair, wouldn�t you say? Now get on the bike, or we�ll be late.�
Well, how�d you like that? A whole fucking lot, according to his dick.
Without another word, Logan took the helmet Tate handed him and climbed on the back. The sooner they got done with game night, the sooner they could play.
* * *
Around twenty minutes later, they stepped into an elevator and Tate waited as Logan pressed Cole�s floor. As it began its ascent, Tate leaned against the sidewall and really took in the man standing across from him now that they were under the lights.
Logan had unbuttoned his jacket, so a strip of blue showed when he pushed his hands into his pockets. He had his glasses on, and his eyes were piercing as they watched him silently in their close confines.
His jeans looked expensive, probably brand-name since even his sweatpants were Armani, but that was something Tate admired about Logan. He never flaunted his wealth, and he certainly never made him feel as if he were beneath him�except when he really was.
�What�s that smile for?�
Tate hadn�t even realized he was smiling, but he figured he might as well be honest.
�I was thinking about how it feels when I�m under you.�
Logan shook his head as though he didn�t understand. �Did I do something to piss you off?�
Tate frowned, wondering what he�d said wrong. �No. Why?�
Logan reached down, bold as ever, and rearranged what Tate now realized was a solid erection.
�Because that�s the only reason I can think of that you�re hell-bent on torturing me tonight.�
Tate would never admit it, but the fact that he could affect Logan so strongly thrilled him unlike anything he�d ever experienced, and he wasn�t quite sure he wanted Logan to have that knowledge.
Which got him wondering...Would Logan admit to his weakness?
�Is that what I�m doing? Torturing you?�
�Yes.�
And there it was�the power.
That one word�yes�not only agreed with him, but also gave permission for Tate to continue doing what he was doing.
It was a rush to know that he was in control.
�Logan?� he asked, and when Logan said nothing, just waited quietly, Tate found a hell of a lot more than a sexual connotation on the tip of his tongue.
He wanted to tell him that he felt the same. That every minute they were together, this fierce attraction he was feeling was transforming into something completely different, something much deeper than he�d ever expected.
�I want you to know�� he started, but he stopped as the elevator sounded, indicating that they�d reached their destination.
Tate quickly took advantage of the moment and walked out into the hall. He was about to ask where he needed to go when he felt a hand on his arm.
He turned, and as the doors slid closed behind Logan, he asked, �You want me to know what?�
Tate thought about the words he�d wanted to say in the security of a safe space, but out here in the open, with Logan�s curious eyes staring him down, he couldn�t quite speak the words.
�I have no idea. I forgot what I was saying.�
Logan walked by, and gave a doubtful look, �You�re a terrible liar,� before he continued down the cream-colored hall.
Tate turned and followed him to the end, taking a deep breath when Logan raised a hand and knocked. He was about to meet Logan�s family.
Actually, that isn�t right, he thought as the door swung open and a tall, dark-haired guy greeted Logan. The same man then turned a friendly smile toward him and held out a hand.
�Hi. I�m Mason, Rachel�s brother.�
I�m meeting Rachel and Cole�s family as�
�You must be Tate? Logan�s boyfriend.�
Well, that clears that right up.
* * *
Logan held back the laugh that threatened when Mason Langley inadvertently gave both him and Tate one hell of a wake-up call. They�d both been tiptoeing around labels and naming exactly what they wanted from one another, but with one simple word�boyfriend�Mason had rendered both of them speechless.
So speechless that they didn�t even deny it.
�Come in,� he invited and stepped aside.
The guy was tall�at least six foot three, maybe more. He would even hazard a guess that he had Cole�s height beat.
�The others are in the living room, and we�re just waiting on Lena and Shelly.�
Logan knew that Lena was Mason�s wife. He�d heard both Cole and Rachel speak of her, but he couldn�t quite pinpoint the other name.
�The girls got caught at work down at University Hospital.�
Finally, Tate spoke up. �What do they do?�
�Lena, my wife, is a pediatrician and Shelly is a pulmonologist.�
Tate whistled, impressed. �Doctors, huh?�
Logan respected the way Tate wasn�t threatened by another�s accomplishments. Many men were prideful when it came to position, money, and power, and even though Tate was essentially starting over after his separation, he never wore that like it defined him. In fact, he never mentioned it at all.
They all wandered down the hall as Mason kept talking.
�Yeah, both are amazing doctors. And both are troublemakers. You�ll see.�
As the three of them stepped into the living room, Logan spotted Cole, who was dressed casually in jeans and a burgundy shirt, in his favored corner chair, with Rachel perched on his lap.
To their left was a man Logan had seen around the office a couple of times�Joshua Daniels, a client and friend of Cole�s who apparently was somehow connected to the rest of these people.
Logan wondered what was going through Tate�s mind as he surveyed the crowd that was currently staring at them, but before he could check, Rachel hopped off Cole�s lap and made a beeline for them.
�Logan,� she greeted with a smile so bright that it almost outshined her pink leopard-print skirt. She then looked at Tate and seemed to light up even more if that were possible. �Hi. I�m so glad you both came.�
�Who could resist game night?� Logan asked dryly, wincing when Rachel swatted his arm.
�It�s going to be fun. Right?� she asked Tate and sidled in close to his arm.
Like everyone who met Rachel, Tate immediately fell for her vibrant personality and warm way of making you feel at home. He flashed that easygoing grin Logan was a sucker for and replied good-naturedly, �I�m sure it will be.�
�See, Logan?� she told him as she stuck her tongue out and slipped an arm through the crook of Tate�s arm. �I think you should be on my team. You want to win, right?�
Tate�s laughter filled the room with Rachel�s, and even though Logan knew it was all for fun, he wanted Tate on his team, damn it. Luckily for him, and before he made an idiot out of himself and actually said that, Cole wandered over to them and stopped by his side.
�You made it. I have to say, I was almost convinced a stomach virus was going to break out in your building tonight.�
Logan shrugged out of his jacket and faced his brother. �You know, I heard something like that was going around. But I knew if I didn�t show tonight that I�d have an even bigger pain to deal with on Monday.�
Cole clapped him on the shoulder. �Glad you�re smart enough to take preventative measures then.�
�You are serving alcohol, right?�
Cole chuckled and nodded. �Yes. Your usual? Or are you driving?�
Logan glanced at his designated driver, who still had Rachel wrapped around his arm.
�Go ahead. I promise to get you home safely.�
The sappy look that crossed Rachel�s face would have been comical if Tate�s smart-ass comment had nothing to do with that damn bike and his dislike of it.
�Why don�t you all go take a seat and I�ll bring it in. What about you, Tate?� Cole asked as he walked toward the kitchen.
�Just a Coke, please.�
�Gotcha. Rachel seems to have claimed you, so I�ll leave her to make the introductions.�
Logan walked into the living space he knew almost as well as his own and took a seat on the double couch. When Rachel finally released Tate�s arm, Logan waited to see where he would go, and without hesitation, he walked over to where the seat beside him was empty and sat.
�Well, you guys just met Mase,� Rachel said as she sat down on the arm of her brother�s chair. �He runs the restaurant Exquisite downtown.�
�Which we both own,� Mason added, and Rachel automatically reached out and touched his shoulder.
�He also happens to be the father of an amazing little girl, Catherine.�
�You�re not biased or anything?� Mason joked with his sister.
�Well, she is amazing. Just like her aunt.�
That was when the other occupant of the room piped up. �Yeah, she dresses funny like her aunt also.�
�Yeah, yeah.� Rachel brushed him off. �The quiet one there is Josh. His daughter Savannah is an angel. Looks and acts like one. The kids are having a play date tonight with the babysitter. Josh, this is Logan Mitchell, Cole�s brother and partner at the firm. And this is his boyfriend, Tate.�
There�s that word again, Logan thought as he felt Tate shift on the couch beside him. What is he thinking?
�Did you just say I was the quiet one?� Josh asked, oblivious to any discomfort in the room. �Who can get a word in edgewise in this group? Between you three women and the little women now in the mix, please tell me when the men are supposed to talk. Hey, Cole? Think you could do us a favor and have a boy?�
�Cole has already done his part in deciding if it�s a boy or a girl, thank you very much.�
�Yes. I participated in the fun part,� Cole called from the kitchen.
Logan heard Tate chuckle beside him, and turned to see he was looking at Mason wince.
Aww, poor guy.
�There�s nothing worse than hearing about your sibling�s sex life, am I right?�
Mason tried to shrug it off. �I should be used to it. Cole isn�t exactly subtle, and neither is Rach.�
Logan shook his head and leaned back on the couch, stretching his arm behind Tate, so that his fingers grazed his back. He felt Tate straighten and spoke in a soft but serious tone.
�Cole and I have never been good at subtle.� Tate gave him a look that screamed, �No shit,� so he continued. �It�s probably the reason we both turned out to be lawyers. We see what we want�and take it.�
Josh smacked a hand on his thigh and laughed loudly. �Oh my God. He is definitely related to Cole.�
�I just said that when I was being overly chatty,� Rachel pointed out with an I-told-you-so roll of the eyes.
Josh winked at her fondly. �As if you are ever anything other than chatty.�
Logan watched the exchange, realizing that it was almost as familiar as his own with Cole. Josh was most definitely a part of this family, and Logan was curious how other than by knowing his brother.
He was also the most casual and relaxed-looking one of the group. He was wearing faded blue jeans, work boots, and a black long-sleeved shirt, with his brown hair pushed behind his ears, and as Logan sat there listening to them talk, it finally dawned on him.
�Creative Construction & Remodeling Company, right?�
�The one and only,� Josh agreed, sitting back on the couch.
�I knew your face was familiar. I was trying to work out from where.�
Tate made a sound beside him, and when Logan turned his way, he covered it with a cough, but not before Logan took note.
Oh no, he didn�t know Josh like that.
�Yeah. Cole�s been my lawyer for years. I recognized your name from my invoices.�
�Ahh. Then I�ll try not to be insulted that you chose to go with him when clearly I�m the best when it comes to the business contracts.�
�And he�s clearly modest too,� Cole interjected as he wandered into the room holding two glasses. He handed one to him and the other to Tate before moving back to his original seat. �So we�re just waiting on the girls?�
�Yeah. Shelly text me around fifteen minutes ago. They should be here soon.�
Logan raised his glass and was about to take a sip of his gin and tonic when Rachel asked again, �So, Tate? You are going to be on my team, yes?�
Logan knew she was asking as a way to include Tate, and he loved her for that, but when he saw Tate nod and agree�he hated her for it too.
�Sure. You might want to tell me what we�re playing first,� he teased.
Logan finally took that sip of his drink and saw Mason and Josh talking before he looked across the room at Cole, who was smirking at him.
The asshole knew he was jealous.
Jealous of fucking Rachel.
�Pictionary.�
Tate�s laughter made his arm rub against his own, and Logan faked a really fantastic smile when he heard, �I�m not a great artist.�
Rachel, unaware of his irrationality replied with, �We will just have to become one mind then,� and Logan lost his cool.
Fuck this, he thought, and stood.
�I�ll be right back.�
He felt Tate�s hand on his leg, and when he glanced down, concerned eyes met his.
�Everything okay?�
Even though it was childish and he felt like a fucking moron, Logan wanted to stomp his foot and tell Tate, �No, everything is not okay.� He was there as his date, damn it, and he was supposed to be his partner in�yes, Pictionary.
�Everything�s fine, but I felt my phone buzz.� Total goddamn lie. �I�m going to step outside for a minute.�
Tate removed his hand, and even though he knew he was being a dick, Logan stepped around him.
He was about to turn away when he noticed Cole still watching him and tapping the side of his cheek, and again, Logan thought, asshole. 
This time though, as he left the room, he wasn�t sure if he meant Cole or himself.
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Tate remained seated on the couch that had been vacated by Logan. He was confused.
He thought back to what he�d just said and then stared across the room to Cole, who was watching him closely. Mason and Josh were discussing something involving their wives, and when Cole raised a glass to him in mock salute, he said something that would�ve knocked him on his ass had he been standing.
�He�s jealous. Give him a moment and he�ll come around.�
Tate immediately shook his head. There was��No way.�
Cole took a sip of his drink and nodded. �Trust me. That, my friend, was the green-eyed monster leaving the room.�
�But��
�I know my brother, and I�ve only seen him act that ridiculous once before.�
Cole placed a hand on Rachel�s leg and stroked it. She looked down at him, and her lips tightened with concern.
�I didn�t mean to upset him.�
Cole thought that was hilarious. His mouth split into a wide grin and his laughter boomed around the room.
�Oh you didn�t upset him, but I�m pretty sure you just opened his eyes.�
Tate didn�t know what that was supposed to mean, but he didn�t want Logan upset either. He stood and smoothed his hands down his pants, about to go and look for him when Rachel spoke.
�By the way, Tate, I love your pants.�
Usually he would�ve winked and thanked her, but the comment made him think of Logan, and now he just wanted to find the guy. He smiled quickly and excused himself with one thing in mind�locating Logan and knocking some sense into him.
* * *
Logan stepped out of Cole and Rachel�s condo and into the main hall, trying to remind himself he was a fucking adult.
Jesus, he felt like an idiot.
As if it weren�t bad enough that he had to sit through playing board games all night, now he had to sit across from Tate playing with Rachel, his sister in-law, who he was apparently jealous of. His own stupidity astounded him.
What the hell is the matter with me?
Rachel was pregnant and madly in love with his brother for fuck�s sake.
Logan brought a hand to his face and rubbed a palm over it before he cupped the back of his neck. Then he heard a door open and close behind him, and turned just in time to see Tate step out into the hall.
Logan watched as he checked his left, and when he saw nothing and turned in his direction, Tate�s eyes narrowed and he began walking his way.
Logan faced him as he approached and decided that the best way to deal with this was to deny everything.
�Get everything taken care of?�
It took a moment for him to work out what Tate was referring to, and then he remembered his fabricated story.
�Yes. I called them back. All taken care of.�
Tate didn�t stop walking and actually had Logan backing up until he hit the wall at the far end of the corridor.
�What was it you told me earlier?� Tate asked as he placed his right hand against the wall.
Never one to ever back down, Logan shrugged. �Don�t know.�
Tate�s eyes moved over his face, and Logan could feel his heart beginning to thump hard inside his chest. I�m such a fool for this guy. 
�No. I remember. You told me I was a terrible liar.�
�You are,� he agreed, but he shut his mouth when Tate�s other hand came up and caged him in against the wall.
Fuck. This side of Tate, the forceful, take-what-you want side, stroked him in all the right places.
�That may be true, but you know what, Logan? So are you. Why don�t you tell me why you really came out here?�
Logan decided that there wasn�t going to be a better time than right now to try and make his point without sounding like a complete idiot. He lifted both hands and slid them under Tate�s jacket to the middle of his back.
�I needed to�� Logan�s voice left him as Tate lowered his head and his curls brushed the side of his cheek.
�You needed to�� Tate teased right by his ear.
Logan leaned his head back against the wall and lost his train of thought when Tate�s lips sucked on his earlobe.
�What did you need, Logan?�
Right now, he needed to come, but they weren�t discussing that.
�I needed to calm the fuck down.�
Tate raised his head until they were eye to eye. Then Logan watched them widen slightly as if he hadn�t expected him to admit it.
�Because?�
Fine. If he had to admit to his moronic behavior, he was going to do it in a way that hopefully distracted Tate. He shoved away from the wall and turned them slightly, pushing Tate until his back was against the unforgiving surface.
Yes, that�s much better.
Tate put up no resistance as Logan fit his body as close as he could to the one in front of his.
�You�re jealous,� Tate accused softly, but he didn�t stop there. �Not the puff-up-your-chest kind, but the stupid, illogical kind. Am I right?�
God. Just hearing the words made Logan wince. He hated that they were true. They made him vulnerable. So instead of admitting anything, he brought a hand up and took Tate�s chin, holding his face still.
�You make me��
�Yes?� Tate urged, moving his hips off the wall to bump their lower bodies together.
Logan tilted his head up slightly and touched Tate�s upper lip with his tongue. When Tate opened his mouth, Logan tightened his grip on his chin and turned Tate�s face away. He brought his lips to the side of Tate�s stubbled jaw and gently sank his teeth in.
The guy had him a second away from confessing his very soul right there in the fucking hallway.
�I swear you make me lose my mind. I feel like I�m going crazy.�
�Logan?�
He put his mouth to Tate�s ear. �Yes?�
�I fucking love that.�
The confession ripped away the last vestiges of politeness he had, and Logan removed his hand to grab Tate�s leather-clad ass. He pulled his hips forward as his mouth found the side of his neck. Logan sucked the skin between his teeth and rubbed his erection against Tate�s thigh.
�You have nothing to be jealous of,� Tate tried reassuring him.
Logan was past thinking rationally though, so when he pressed their mouths together, he confessed boldly, �I don�t fucking care. Even the thought of you with someone else during a simple game of Pictionary makes me insane.�
Both of them froze as the words lingered between them, and Logan knew that he�d just given his entire hand away. He�d finally admitted that this thing between them was so much more than sex.
He wanted this night, this moment where everyone knew Tate was with him, to be real�to be the way their life really was. He wasn�t quite sure how Tate would react, but when his lips were taken in a brutal kiss, that was good enough for him.
As Tate�s tongue slid inside his mouth, Logan kneaded the tight ass in his hands. Damn, he wished they were home. He wanted to do exactly what Tate had suggested earlier and peel him out of those pants�with his teeth.
Logan crushed his body against Tate�s and used him to rub against as he continued to taste the tongue twisting around his own. He could feel Tate�s hard-on trapped behind the leather as he ground it against him, and Logan tried his hardest to keep his hands above clothing.
Tate pulled his mouth away, and when his head fell back against the wall, Logan�s fingers dug into the supple leather. He rested his forehead beside him and sighed, �God, what you do to me is unreal. Fuck, Tate.�
�Later. After Pictionary.�
He brought a hand around to Tate�s cock and palmed him. �Fuck Pictionary.�
Tate�s hips thrust against him as he grabbed his shoulders with both hands. �We need to go back inside.�
�In a minute,� Logan protested. �When I�m done.�
As it was, he was nowhere near done�he was busy being distracted.
So distracted that he didn�t hear the elevator, and he sure as fuck didn�t hear the two women who got out on Cole�s floor.
* * *
Tate closed his eyes and tried to think as Logan methodically tore his inhibitions to shreds. He�d had no clue what to expect from tonight, but being introduced as Logan�s boyfriend hadn�t been it. So when it had happened and felt�normal, Tate had let the idea sink in and settle.
This is what it would feel like to be with Logan as a couple. 
Tate brought his hands to Logan�s chest and smoothed them over the hard pecs beneath his blue shirt. He felt Logan�s fingers massaging his ass, and Tate couldn�t help clenching it as he undulated his hips harder against the thigh that was now wedged between his own. He grabbed Logan�s waist for a stronger connection, and that was when two female voices met his ears.
�Check it out,� he heard, and he opened his eyes to see a gorgeous blonde woman whack her friend on the arm.
As they walked farther down the hallway, the brunette seemed to realize that she was watching two men. Not only that, but they were in the middle of nearly ripping each other�s clothes off.
�Umm, maybe we should give them a minute.�
Tate doubted a minute would do, especially since Logan hadn�t even noticed that they were being watched yet. He tried to slow Logan down by pushing him away a little, but he was going nowhere. Instead, he traced his tongue up over his Adam�s apple, making him moan.
�Does it really look like a minute is going to end that? In a minute, I'm hoping one is going to get down on his��
�Shelly!�
Ahh, so this is Shelly and�
Logan finally noticed they had an audience, and Tate almost cursed the fact he�d stopped kissing his neck to face them.
Tate watched the two women come to a stop and had no doubt that the expression on Logan�s face was sexually suggestive. He�d seen that look several times, including one night at After Hours. Logan aroused was hard to fucking resist, and when he aimed that heated stare your way, he might as well be inviting you to join in.
�Sorry, ladies. You know how it is. Once you start, it�s hard to stop.�
Tate remained plastered against the wall, thinking that those words were very fucking accurate as his cock pounded and his heart went insane.
Meanwhile, Logan held a casual conversation.
The brunette seemed almost as mortified as Tate was starting to feel, but the blonde had no issue whatsoever as she pushed past her friend and eyed first Logan and then turned her curious gaze on him.
�You didn�t have to stop. I was more than happy to observe.�
�Oh my God, Shelly. Shut up!�
The blonde looked over her shoulder.
�Please do not pretend you don�t want to see more. I�ve never seen two men together and�just wow.�
Her friend said nothing as Shelly turned back to them both.
�Hi. I�m Shelly, and my embarrassed friend over there is Lena. You must be Logan.�
In true Logan form, he didn�t miss a beat. He took Shelly�s hand, bent down over it, and kissed her fingers.
�And why would you assume that I�m Logan?�
It was the battle of the blue-eyed duo, because the blonde narrowed hers and a devious smile stretched her painted lips. This woman was as confident as Logan himself.
�I�ve only met one other man who barely apologized for having sex in front of me, and that was your brother, Cole. I just didn�t believe Rachel when she said you two were practically cut from the same cloth. With only a few differences.�
As that last sentence left her tongue, Tate watched her eyes move over Logan�s shoulder to meet his own, realizing that he was the difference.
�You�re hot.�
�He�s mine,� Logan was quick to claim, and Tate had no problem with that. Shelly was something else.
She found that extremely amusing. �Don�t worry. He�s safe. Josh is mine. I have a thing for the longer hair.�
Tate remained silent as Logan turned back to him and tracked his eyes over his body before�thankfully�turning away.
�So do I.�
�Oh for God�s sake,� the brunette�Lena�said, stepping around the two arrogant peacocks to make her way over to where he was still against the wall. �I�m Lena, Mason�s wife and Rachel�s sister-in-law. You must be Tate.�
Finally. Here was someone who wasn�t set on making things awkward. Tate smiled and the woman, whose eyes were full of kindness, returned it.
She then told him as confidently as the other two, �Ignore Shelly. She missed the course on how to be subtle and skipped straight to being inappropriate.�
Tate liked Lena instantly.
�That�s okay,� he allowed, and let his eyes find Logan. If you think this embarrasses me�you�re wrong. �I date Logan. Practically everything out of his mouth is inappropriate.�
�Not to mention everything in it,� Logan replied.
Tate smirked at the smartass, and returned his attention to Lena. �See?�
�Well, I�ll apologize for interrupting you both. Shelly and I got held up.�
Tate nodded. �Yeah, your men are waiting on you.�
Lena raised a hand and knocked on the door, pushing it open to let them in. �So, whose team are you on? We should be partners.�
Tate watched the arrogant confidence leave Logan as it was replaced with a disbelieving scowl.
He had to admit that it was a thrill to be wanted by Logan Mitchell.
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Logan wandered inside behind Tate and tried to push aside his childish impulse to get jealous all over again.
What�s the matter with me?
�Look who we found out in the hall�� Lena stated as she entered the condo, right before her friend, the blonde bombshell, interrupted.
�Acting as if they were in a much more private environment, I might add.�
Logan heard Tate cough as if he were clearing his throat and decided that he should step in just in case Blondie had anything else to say.
�Well, if certain people announced themselves instead of being peeping toms��
The sassy doctor, Shelly, turned and raised a brow at him. �Excuse me. I got off an elevator. You were getting off on him.�
�All right, all right,� Josh said as he made his way past Lena, who was shaking her head, to lean in and kiss his wife�s cheek. �Do I need to muzzle you?�
Shelly wrapped her an arm around his neck and turned her face toward him. �I�d like to see you try.�
Josh gave her a kiss that was so intense even Logan had a difficult time pulling his eyes away. Hell, with someone as mouthy as her, you�d have to have a definite way of shutting her up, and from the looks of it, Josh didn�t mind one bit.
�Hey, Langley. Miss me?�
Logan pulled his eyes away from the couple in the center of the room and saw Lena making her way over to her husband.
The way Mason was watching her as she got closer was one of love, adoration, and absolute devotion. There was another man who was truly in love, and he didn�t have one problem letting everyone see it.
When she reached him, Mason stood and towered over her, but she comfortably wrapped her arms around him and tilted her face up for a gentle kiss that clearly relayed just how very much he�d missed her.
�Always. How was your day, Doctor?�
She ran her hand down his chest and then patted it a couple of times. �It was tough, but this is exactly what I need tonight. Did Catherine and Savannah settle down okay?�
�They did. Like two little angels.�
�When they�re sleeping,� Shelly added and had everyone agreeing.
Well, everyone but Logan and Tate. They were still standing and observing.
�So,� Shelly said, dumping her bag on the floor by the couch. �Game night. You.� She pointed directly at Logan. �You�re gonna be on my team.�
Damn, she�s feisty.
�Sorry, Blondie, I�m done playing for your team at this time.�
�Oh? Would you prefer Josh then?�
Logan chuckled at the brazen challenge this woman was dishing out and then turned his eyes on Tate. �Actually, I�d prefer Tate. But since he�s been claimed this evening, maybe I will pair up with you. Somehow, I feel like we should be related.�
�Why�s that? Do people always tell you you�re loud, bold, and totally inappropriate at least once a day?�
That had Cole muttering, �Shit,� and Logan giving her his most wolfish grin.
�Only if I�m acting on my best behavior.�
She leaned into her husband, kissed his cheek, and then held her hand out to Logan. �Then we�ll get along just fine.�
Logan took it and saw Cole shaking his head as he and Rachel moved them all through to the dining area.
Everyone took a seat, and when Tate sat down beside Rachel, Logan made sure to sit directly opposite him. Shelly snagged the seat beside him. Then Lena and Mason took one end of the table, leaving Josh and Cole facing each other.
�Oh, this is sweet,� Logan said as he looked over to his brother. �You always did try and understand why I liked to play with men. Now, you can find out for yourself.�
Rachel and Shelly burst out laughing as Cole called him a not-so-nice name, and Josh glanced at his wife. She offered a lame, �Sorry?�
Josh rolled his eyes as if he were used to her ways and then moved to the other end of the table and sat beside Cole. �If you play this half as good as you do poker, I don�t mind switching teams for the night.�
Rachel was still giggling along with Tate, but she managed, �Cole, your face is priceless.�
Cole pinned her with his I-don�t-find-this-amusing look, but then his eyes softened and his lips twitched. �I�m glad you think so.�
�I do,� she promised and then licked her lips. �It�ll be fun re-converting you to my team, later.�
Logan watched as Cole eyed his wife as though they were the only two in the room, and then Mason cleared his throat.
�Okay, you two. Want to refrain from making out on the table? Let�s play.�
Logan had to bite his lip to stop himself from saying something. He remembered when Cole had told him about Mason�s initial reaction to him and Rachel, and it was hilarious that, all these years later, Mason was still giving Cole shit. It also made Logan happy to know that he wasn�t the only one.
Logan glanced around the room and suddenly found himself forgetting about the fact he wasn�t paired up with who he really wanted.
He was having fun anyway. That was when Tate surprised the shit out of him by putting his foot between his legs and winking at him.
So, we�re playing that game, are we?
Logan clapped his hands and then rubbed them together as he grinned across the table at his date and announced, �Let the games begin.�
* * *
Tate loved Logan�s family.
Or is it his extended family?
He wasn�t quite sure, but as he sat there trying to guess what Rachel was attempting to draw, he was laughing so hard that he had tears in his eyes.
�A horse?� he guessed.
She nodded and then gestured for him to keep going. On the pad of paper in front of her was a stick figure of the common barnyard animal, and then beside that, she�d scribbled out a smaller version.
Tate frowned. �A pony?�
She shook her head and pointed to the first picture again, the big�
�Horse?�
Again, she nodded, and Tate could hear the rest of the group chuckling around the table as she then started to madly circle the small horse.
�Baby horse?�
No.
�Little horse?�
Negative.
Rachel�s eyes flicked to the hourglass and then to him, this time wildly animated as she impersonated her version of a neighing horse.
�I think that he got that it�s a horse, Rach.�
Rachel glared down at her brother, who then started to really laugh, and Tate heard Logan ask, �Is this charades now? I didn�t think we were supposed to make noise or act?�
Tate stared at the two pictures again before it suddenly hit him.
�Shetland pony?�
�Yes!� Rachel exclaimed, jumping out of her seat and launching herself around his neck. �Yes.�
Tate hugged her back and looked across the table at Logan, who quipped at the exact same time he did, �That�s what she said.�
The entire room roared then, and Lena stretched an arm out to grab the pad Rachel had been drawing on.
�How on Earth did you get Shetland pony from that?�
Rachel snatched it back and gave her sister-in-law a mock scowl. �Hey. I have talent. Major talent.�
Mason reached out and took the dice. He rolled and then moved his and Lena�s piece five spaces to the category�Difficult.
Looking toward his wife, he smiled and gestured toward the box. �It�s your turn to draw.�
�Why do I always get difficult?�
Mason shook his head. �I�m not touching that at all.�
Lena grumbled, and Tate heard Rachel cackle at her brother.
�Come on, Lena. Let�s see how connected you and Mase are.�
Lena reached out and grabbed her card. Looking at her category, she then peered down the table at the rest of them.
�It�s an All Play. So who�s drawing on each team?�
Tate raised his hand and saw that Logan and Cole were drawing also.
Should be interesting.
Lena started passing the card around, and Tate noticed that his pencil needed sharpening. He looked over to where the sharpener was sitting by Logan and held the pencil in his direction.
�Can you sharpen this for me, please?�
Logan leaned across the table and took the pencil from him. �You want me to play with your pencil, Tate?�
�Hilarious. The sharpener is right by you. You just have to pick it up and slide it in.�
As soon as the words left his mouth and Logan�s quirked into an arrogant line, Tate bit his tongue.
�Really? Did you really just say that to me?�
Feeling more comfortable than ever with Logan and this group, Tate shrugged and nodded. Time to give it to Logan as good as he gives.
�Yeah. Is there a problem? You just line it up�and slide it in.�
�You know, Tate��
�Don't do it.� Tate cut him off as he moved his foot, the one he�d had sitting between Logan�s feet all night, so his shin bumped Logan�s calf.
�Do what?�
�Say something dirty. I know you're dying to, but just sharpen the pencil.�
Logan picked up the sharpener and made a big show of inserting the tip in the hole.
�Jesus,� Shelly muttered from beside Logan. �I thought Rachel and Cole were bad.�
Tate�s eyes never left Logan�s, and as if Shelly hadn�t even spoken, Logan said, �But being dirty with you is so easy.�
�Kinda like the smartass staring at me?� Tate asked.
He�d forgotten that others were even in the room and was now rubbing his leg against Logan and wishing it were his cock. Logan pulled the pencil out of the sharpener, and when he leaned forward to hand it back, Tate gripped it and waited for him to release it.
�You saying I'm easy?�
Tate grinned across at him and knew that this would drive him nuts, so he moved in and lowered his voice. �No�I'm guessing you're hard. Really fucking hard.�
When Logan�s mouth practically fell open, Tate yanked the pencil from his fingers and sat back in his chair with the smuggest look he�d ever given. Then he glanced around the silent table. All the men were gawking at them and the women were�
�Damn,� Rachel sighed, fanning her face. �I need a drink.�
�I need a cigarette,� Shelly said with a laugh.
Before he even thought about it, Tate reached into his jacket on the back of his chair, grabbed his pack, and threw it across the table.
She laughed as she picked them up, and then Josh finally spoke. �Don�t you even dare.�
And everyone howled with laughter.
Game night was a hit.
Logan�s brother and family were a lot of fun to be around, and as Logan continued watching him from across the table and they all started to play the next round, Tate found himself feeling comfortable.
It made him that much more hopeful that Sunday would go the same way.
* * *
It was close to midnight when things started to wrap up, and Logan was shocked�he�d actually had fun. He hadn�t been on Tate�s team all night, but he�d gotten to do the next best thing�watch, and he hadn�t taken his eyes off him.
He was in trouble. So much fucking trouble.
Somewhere between the elevator ride up to Cole�s and this very second, Logan realized exactly what he wanted, and it was all wrapped up in two words�Tate Morrison.
�Ready to admit it yet?�
Logan turned to face Cole, who had stepped beside him.
He raised his glass, draining it silently, and when it was empty, he admitted, �Maybe.�
�Well that�s better than pretending you don�t know what I�m talking about.�
Logan placed the glass on the kitchen counter and asked, �Surely I wasn�t this smug when you and Rachel hooked up?�
�You�re right. You were more so,� Cole was quick to reply.
�Were you this terrified?�
�Definitely.�
Logan looked back to where Tate was grinning at something Shelly had just said, and felt his hand shake as he twisted the glass in front of him.
�He�s��
�Yes?�
�Jesus, you�re a pain.�
Cole put his hands on the counter and pinned him with his most serious of faces. �He�s not Chris, you know.�
Logan knew that, and when Rachel wrapped an arm through Tate�s and hugged him, Logan knew why he was so fucking scared.
�He�s nothing like Chris. He�s making me think about the things I�d decided weren�t for me.� Logan paused, not quite believing the words coming out of his mouth. �Almost like I dreamed him up.�
For a moment, a silent understanding stretched between them, and then Cole spoke. �He looks real enough to me. Maybe it�s time you let someone in. You deserve that.� Cole reached for the glass that looked as if it were about to end up on the floor. �You deserve to be happy.�
Tate chose that moment to glance over at them, and when he raised his brows as if to ask, �You ready?� Logan had to wonder�am I?
�Go. Let him take you home. The way you�ve been watching him all night, I�m surprised you made it this long.�
Logan felt his lips quirk to the side as he turned to his brother. �Thanks. I actually had a good night.�
�Even though you can�t draw for shit?�
Logan chuckled. �Next time, tell Rachel we�re playing cards�poker to be exact. You always sucked at that.�
Cole�s mouth curved into a sly smile. �You may be surprised. Didn�t you hear Josh earlier? I�ve improved since college when you used to rob me of my money.�
�Yeah, yeah. It�s not my fault you didn�t know how to play.�
�Didn�t know how to play what?�
Logan saw Tate come to a stop beside him, and for the first time in as long as he could remember, he felt nervous.
�Poker,� Cole supplied.
Tate bumped their shoulders together. �Of course you know how to play poker. Let me guess. Your specialty was strip?�
Logan had nothing to say for a change. He just held out his hand. When Tate took it, with no hesitation, he felt his heartbeat accelerate.
Pull yourself together, man.
�You ready to go?� he asked, trying to play it cool.
�Yep.� Tate looked at Cole and thanked him for the invite.
�No problem. Rachel wouldn�t have it any other way. I think she�s adopted you.�
Just as the words were spoken, the lady herself walked into the kitchen and wrapped her arm around her husband�s waist. Cole placed his arm around her shoulders, fitting her perfectly against his side.
There was so much comfort and familiarity in the move that Logan found himself envious that they didn�t have to think about touching one another. They just did.
�You�re both welcome anytime.�
�Thanks, Rach,� he told her and made his way over to kiss her cheek.
Tate held a hand out for her to shake, and she let go of Cole, and wrapped her hands around his neck, kissing his cheek too.
When she released him, she smiled. �Drive home safely on that bike please.�
Logan groaned. �Thanks for the reminder.�
Tate tugged his hand as they made their way back through the living room. �It was nice meeting you all.�
Both couples turned to face them and waved. �You too.�
�See you at the next one,� Josh laughed. �You�re not getting out of it. Sorry.�
Mason agreed as he pulled Lena against his side and ran a hand down her hair. �If you decide to come down to Exquisite, make sure you ask for either me or Rachel. One of us is always there.�
Logan had been talking earlier about visiting one night. He�d heard all about the restaurant from his brother, and after meeting Mason, he wanted to check it out. Maybe he would take Tate one night.
�Will do. Have a good night, guys. This was fun.�
They silently made their way down the hall and out the door. When they walked to the elevator and Logan leaned over to press the down button, the quiet remained. He could feel Tate watching him, and once the doors opened and they stepped inside, Tate continued to give him the same intense look that had been in his eyes on the way up hours before.
�What?� Logan asked, wondering if he�d get an answer this time.
�I want you to know I really enjoyed tonight. Thank you for sharing your family with me.�
Logan didn�t know what to say. He knew what he wanted to say, but it felt too soon and he was fucking terrified that, the minute the words were out, everything would turn to shit.
So he leaned in to Tate�s arm and closed his eyes. �You�re welcome.�
�Logan?�
Logan�s eyes came open slowly, and he was convinced that the expression in Tate�s was almost identical to his own. Maybe I should just�but Tate�s mouth opened to speak right as the elevator chimed.
They both blinked, and the moment was gone.
Tate�s lips curved as he took his hand. �Come on. Let�s go back to your place.�
Logan neither agreed nor disagreed. He was certain that Tate knew that nothing on Earth would have made him say no.

12.

Tate stood behind Logan as he unlocked his front door.
Ever since they�d left Cole�s, Logan had been unusually quiet. There�d been no bitching about the bike, no sexually suggestive remarks when Tate had climbed on, and no sarcastic comments during the entire elevator ride.
Logan was the most serious Tate had ever seen.
When he pushed open his front door and made his way inside, Tate followed, shrugging out of his jacket. If he hadn�t seen the way Logan had looked at him when they�d left his brother�s, he�d be worried that something was wrong. But he had seen it, and even though he wasn�t quite ready to discuss it, he sure was ready to act on it.
He waited for some kind of sign from Logan, and when he walked directly into his bedroom, Tate decided that was clear enough for him. He toed off his boots and walked down to the room that was growing increasingly familiar.
Logan was on his side of the bed with the lamp on, unbuttoning his shirt. His glasses were resting on the table, and as Tate made his way to the opposite side of the bed, he reached behind his neck to grab a fistful of his shirt. When he removed it, he saw Logan take in a quick breath.
Nervous�that�s what�s different. He�s nervous.
Tate dropped his shirt on the table beside the bed and went for the button of his pants. Before he undid them though, he remembered Logan�s reaction to peeling him out of them and looked across the large, white bed.
Logan�s shirt was now undone and hanging from his broad shoulders, revealing a dark line of hair from his navel down under his jeans. The time for silence was about to come to an abrupt end, Tate thought�it was time to play.
�Are we going to stay this far apart all night?� he asked, waiting to see what Logan had to say about that.
�I sure as fuck hope not.�
That was what he�d been waiting for.
Tate unbuttoned the top of his black leather pants and then walked around the bed until he was standing in front of a very different Logan.
He couldn�t quite get a read on him, which was unusual.
He reached out and placed his hands on Logan�s naked chest before sliding them up to rest on his shoulders.
�Are you okay?� he checked as Logan�s hands came up to hold his wrists.
�Yeah, I�m good.�
Tate brought a hand to the side of his neck and told him, �If you don�t want��
�Tate,� Logan cut him off and finally lowered his hands to the leather pants. �I want�Trust me.�
Tate swallowed as Logan slowly unzipped his pants.
�I want it all.�
Tate wanted to know what that entailed in Logan�s world, but right now, he wanted to touch. He�d been aware of Logan�s eyes on him all night. Now, he wanted his hands.
He pushed the shirt from Logan�s shoulders and let it fall down his arms. When it snagged on his wrists, he bent his head to press his lips to Logan�s neck and reached to unbutton his cuffs.
�I felt you watching me all night,� he whispered and moved to the other arm.
Logan hummed low in his throat with pleasure. �I couldn�t stop myself.�
When Tate had Logan�s second arm free, the material fell off and hit the floor as he brought his mouth to Logan�s ear. �I didn�t want you to.�
As soon as the words were spoken, Logan turned his head and took his mouth in a kiss so fucking electric that Tate was surprised he was still standing when they came up for air. Then he grabbed Logan�s face, sinking his tongue deep into that sexy mouth and returned the one-two punch Logan was dishing out.
He felt cool air hit his groin as Logan spread apart his pants, and then the mouth on his was gone. Warm lips made their way down his neck to the spot at the base of his throat and center of his collarbone. Tate couldn�t help the throaty cry that escaped him as Logan tongued that spot and then drew a line to his left nipple as he slid his fingers into the back of his pants, pushing them several inches down his hips.
Tate ran the fingers of one hand into Logan�s hair and cursed loudly as sharp teeth bit his nipple. �Fuck.�
He placed his other hand on Logan�s shoulder and added pressure, needing to see Logan on his knees in front of him. Without question, Logan�s hands moved farther inside the leather as he crouched down, peeling the pants away as Tate had hoped he would.
When Logan was finally on his knees in his jeans, Tate tipped that strong face up to him and leaned down to place his lips against Logan�s.
When their mouths were touching, he heard himself saying, �Something�s going on with you. Tell me.�
Logan said nothing but rose up on his knees and kissed him hard. There was so much emotion pouring out of him tonight that Tate felt as if he were a second away from triggering an explosion of some sort.
�Logan, tell me. What do you want?�
He felt Logan�s tongue trace his lower lip and then heard him say, �I want to feel you press me down into my mattress and take me.�
Tate straightened and stepped back with one goal in mind�giving Logan exactly what he�d asked for.
�Then stand up.�
* * *
Logan was not the kind to follow orders, but tonight, he wanted Tate in charge.
Up until now, when he�d let Tate lead, it was so he could explore and decide what he liked. But right now, in his current mood, Logan wanted to be taken over.
He wanted to be told what to do, and ultimately, he wanted Tate to be in control.
Logan got to his feet, and when Tate instructed him to keep his hands by his sides and then drew a finger from his mid sternum to his navel, Logan had a hard time doing as he�d been told.
Tate dipped his fingertip into the small indentation and then spoke. �You want me to tell you what to do. Is that it?�
Logan�s cock went rigid. Yes, apparently it was.
�I can do that,� Tate assured him. Then he traced that same teasing finger down his treasure trail to the button of his jeans. �Take off your jeans.�
Logan immediately did as he�d been told. He reached for the button and unsnapped it as Tate backed up. He pushed them down over his hips and then kicked them aside while Tate licked his juicy lips.
�Get on the bed.�
Fuck, fuck�fuck. 
Maybe he should have thought this through. It was highly possible that he�d come from the instructions alone before Tate even touched him.
Logan kneeled on the mattress and watched Tate walk, naked as the day he was fucking born, to the end of the bed. He stopped and turned to face him, and as Logan�s eyes boldly traveled over his body, Tate brought his hand to his mouth and licked his palm.
�In the middle, on your knees. No touching. It�s my turn to watch you.�
Logan�s heart was thumping so hard he thought it was a fucking miracle he hadn�t passed out as he moved to the center of the mattress and waited.
Tate lowered his gaze over him, and Logan wondered what he was thinking. He didn�t have to wait though, because the fucker decided to tell him.
�Your body is amazing. This building�s gym definitely pays off,� Tate mused as he wrapped his hand around his cock. �I mean�fuck, Logan. Seriously, your body is impressive. Even if I didn�t want to fuck your brains out, I could appreciate that.�
Logan wasn�t sure he had any brains left to fuck out as he watched Tate steadily start to stroke himself.
Look how far we�ve come. 
�How much do you want to touch yourself right now?�
What kind of question is that?
�Answer me,� Tate demanded.
Logan grit his teeth and bumped his fists against his thighs, his erection throbbing in front of him. �I want to touch myself almost as much as I want your cock inside me.�
Tate�s lips twitched, and his hand stilled on his own flesh. �Show me.�
Logan�s brow arched at the demand. Tate�s cheeks were flushed and his lips tightened as he bared his teeth in a feral fucking smile.
�Lie down on your back, spread your legs, and show me how much you want me inside you.�
The idea apparently made Logan�s dick really happy, because he finally had to grip the base of it to get it under control.
�And what are you going to do while I�m showing you?�
Tate placed a knee on the end of the bed and smirked. �Guess you�ll find out when you do what you�re told, won�t you?�
Sexy fucker. If he wants a show, I�ll give him one.
Logan turned, pulled two pillows to the center of the bed, and then lay down on his back with his legs spread apart. Tate was exactly where he�d been when Logan had been on his knees, but his hand was once again stroking.
Logan reached down and began to slowly rub his balls. Tate�s eyes dropped to watch him manipulate his skin, and he bit his bottom lip between his teeth as if trying to hold back a groan. Logan widened his legs a little more under Tate�s inspection and brought his palm up to stroke it over his erection�fuck, it feels amazing.
�Bend your legs. Feet flat on the sheets.�
The hoarse command from Tate came as Logan felt the mattress between his feet dip. His eyes flicked to Tate�s as he climbed onto the bed and knelt between his ankles.
Logan bent his legs at the knees until he was sure Tate could see everything. He was about to bring his hand to his mouth and lick it so he could get a sweet slide going, but Tate halted him.
�No more. Hands by your sides.�
Logan�s eyes narrowed slightly as he asked, �Why?�
Before he could even think about what Tate meant, he moved farther up the bed and placed his hands on Logan�s inner thighs, pushing them down to the mattress until he was spread wide open.
Logan couldn�t look away as Tate lowered his head and ran his warm, wet tongue over the underside of his cock. He dragged it all the way up to the swollen head, where he clearly enjoyed cleaning up the pre-come he found there.
Logan gripped the sheets on either side of his body and shoved his hips up toward Tate�s mouth. Again, Tate moved back down to where he�d begun, but instead of following that same wicked path, he sucked one of Logan�s balls between his lips.
�Jesus Christ, Tate.�
He felt Tate�s hands smooth down under his thighs and wrap around them before he pulled him slightly down the bed and raised his head.
�Is there a problem?� he asked, and Logan�s hands clenched and unclenched in the sheets beside him.
�No,� he answered, his voice ragged.
Logan craned his neck to see the mop of curls between his thighs, and then the tease blew a warm breath over his wet skin. Logan felt his ass clench as he pumped his hips up.
�Logan?�
Logan was finding it hard to fucking concentrate, let alone talk, so all he managed was, �Hmm?�
�I want to watch you fuck your hand and my fingers. Think you can do that?�
Logan was pretty sure he must have passed out at Cole�s and was having one hell of a fucking sex dream, because the Tate that was currently between his thighs had somehow crawled inside his brain and discovered all the right buttons to make him want to detonate.
When he didn�t immediately respond, his dirty, sex-talking Tate released the hold he had around his thighs and began to crawl up the bed.
Logan�s mouth opened quickly then as he promised, �Yes, yes. I can do that. Whatever you want. Where are you going?�
The smile that slowly morphed Tate�s lips was depraved, and Logan wondered where the fuck it had come from because�holy shit�it was potent.
With their eyes still connected, Tate�s mouth found his. �I�m getting the lube so I can stretch you nice and wide for my cock. That�s okay with you, right?�
Any questions Logan may have had left his fucking head after that comment, but as Tate hovered over him waiting for an answer, he did manage, �That�s fine.�
�Fine?� Tate repeated in a disbelieving voice. Then he lowered his mouth to Logan�s ear. �It�s going to be much better than fine, Logan. You know why? I can be dirty too, just like you.�
Damn. He�d known Tate would be the one to give him what he wanted. He just hadn�t known in how many ways.
�That�s what you want, isn�t it? Someone who won�t always let you win? Someone that is more than happy to be sucked and fucked but will also return the favor? Mark my words, fine has no business with what we�re about to do.�
Logan closed his eyes and tried to calm himself as Tate licked his fucking cheek. When their cocks grazed one another, he couldn�t help the loud moan that ripped from his throat. The foreplay was close to killing him.
As the tip of Tate�s tongue tickled his earlobe, Logan turned his head and finally told him, �Yes, that�s what I want. You. The dirtier, the fucking better.�
Apparently Tate liked that answer, because he growled and slammed their mouths together. Logan couldn�t help but reach for the hips rolling over his groin. He dug his fingers into the warm skin and pushed his pelvis up as his eyes closed and the kiss continued.
The taste of Tate was always the same�a hint of cinnamon and a fuck-ton of sex�and Logan was convinced he was addicted.
Ripping his mouth away, he focused on the man above him. �Hurry.�
Tate hovered over him and then leaned to the side to grab the lube. When he came back, he kissed Logan�s ear, whispered, �No,� and then slid down his body.
I�m fucked, Logan thought. Even though it wasn�t quite true yet, he knew it would be as he looked down at the gorgeous man between his thighs, and he couldn�t wait.
* * *
Tate pushed Logan�s legs apart as he moved down the bed, rubbing his own cock on the cool sheets as he went. He couldn�t wait to sink into Logan, but he wanted him out-of-his-mind crazy before he did that, and Tate knew just how to get him there.
Logan had hinted a few times that he liked it a little rough and hard when it came to his turn at being on the bottom, and Tate wanted to give him that.
Tonight, Logan seemed to need something. He wasn�t saying exactly what it was, but Tate was fairly sure it had a lot to do with him taking control, and he was more than willing.
When he was situated between Logan�s thighs, his mouth only inches from his cock, Tate raised his eyes over the rippling abs and impressive chest and reminded himself of his goal. Take Logan.
He grabbed the lube, and as he opened it, the legs on either side of him tensed. That power he�d felt earlier was back. When it came to having it over Logan, Tate loved it.
�Nervous?� he asked as he poured some of the cool liquid onto his fingers. It was about time he had Logan on edge, especially since, most of the time, it was the other way around.
�Wrong word,� he heard Logan respond.
Tate reached out, wrapped his fingers around the base of Logan�s thick shaft, and asked, �Then what�s the right word?�
Logan punched his hips up, sliding his hardened flesh through Tate�s fist, and managed, �Turned the fuck on.�
Tate began gliding his hand up and down and told him, �That�s four words.�
�I don�t give a fuck,� Logan muttered as Tate continued giving him a slow handjob.
�Give me your hand, Logan.�
Logan immediately offered his right hand, and Tate stopped what he was doing, causing a throaty groan to emerge.
�Fuck. Don�t stop.�
Tate chuckled and entwined their fingers, making Logan�s as slippery as his. �I�m not going to, and neither are you. Show me. Show me how you get off whenever you think about me. Just like the other night in the car.�
Tate loved the sinful look Logan gave as his fingers wrapped around his cock without reservation, and he pressed his head back on the pillow to jerk off.
Fuck. He loved the uninhibited way Logan just went for it.
Tate turned his head, licked a spot high on Logan�s inner thigh, and heard a curse rip through the bedroom.
�Show me,� he whispered again so his breath caressed Logan�s tight balls.
Logan tilted his hips, and Tate brought a hand up to trace a lubed finger under his balls to the dark shadow between his cheeks. He pushed his finger over the tight skin and into the crease until he found what he was looking for.
Tate�s face was so close to Logan�s body that he couldn�t help but suck one of his balls back into his mouth, which had Logan reaching for a fistful of his hair.
Tate rubbed his finger back and forth over the sensitive nerves of Logan�s ass, continuing to give him a tongue-lashing as he writhed around under him. The noises coming from Logan were sexy, raw, and tortured as he masturbated, and Tate could feel his own cock pulsing against the mattress.
He removed his mouth from Logan�s hot flesh and raised his head. He wanted to watch when Logan came undone. Slowly, Tate slid the tip of his finger inside, and when he felt Logan push his hips down to take him deeper, he knew what Logan wanted and thrust his finger in all the way.
Logan�s eyes opened, and that burning blue gaze found him. Tate swore he felt the heat coming from them as Logan pumped his cock and licked his full bottom lip.
Fuck, he�s beautiful. 
The thought almost knocked Tate out of his sexual daze until Logan closed his eyes, severing the connection, and started a desperate rhythm.
Tate withdrew his finger from Logan�s vise-like passage and then slipped it back inside.
I�m so fucking screwed.
He�d thought he was going to unravel Logan�s secrets, but as he added a second finger and Logan�s body took it, sucking him inside, Tate knew he was also coming undone. He was starting to realize that he wanted to do anything and everything when it came to this man, and wasn�t that eye opening?
He needed to do something, and fucking fast.
Tate gently bit Logan�s thigh, and the hand in his hair tightened.
Yes, touch me. Make me brave.
Tate removed his fingers and kneeled between Logan�s legs, reaching for his left ankle. He watched Logan�s eyes widen when he placed his foot against his chest. As he slowly lowered down, almost splitting Logan in half, Tate decided.
He could be brave and he wanted back inside.
* * *
A hiss of air left Logan as Tate tunneled two thick fingers back inside him. He practically had one foot on Tate�s shoulder as he worked his fingers in and out of him�and Logan wanted more.
He�d known Tate would likely break him, and when he came down so he could kiss the fuck out of him as he stretched him open, Logan realized that he�d really had no clue.
He feverishly tugged himself as Tate�s voice filled the room.
�Feelin� good, Logan?�
Logan knew that line well, and he had a feeling Tate was enjoying the turned tables�but then again, so was he. �Fuck yes.�
Tate nuzzled his lips and nose into the crook of his shoulder, and Logan couldn�t keep his hips still to save himself. He could feel Tate�s cock leaking all over his thigh and knew he was close to being well and truly fucked, but first�
�More?�
Logan heard the tentative question whispered in his ear, and his ass clenched around the fingers scissoring apart his hole.
More? Fuck yes.
�Give it to me.�
Tate traced the shell of his ear with his tongue and pulled his fingers slowly from his body. When they came back, Logan felt three fingertips pushing and testing.
He turned his face until they were lip to lip and confessed, �I�d take all four and a thumb if I had the fucking patience, but I don�t. Now hurry the fuck up, Tate. Give it to me.�
His words shocked Tate. He could tell by the way his eyes widened, but as the meaning and apparently the visual sank in, Tate pushed his fingers inside him and Logan watched his eyes dilate.
�Yes, Tate. Yes,� he growled and had to squeeze the hell out of his cock to stop himself from coming.
He started to writhe uncontrollably under Tate as his prostate was given a good fucking massage. All the while, Tate�s hips were moving and his hard-on kept rubbing against his thigh.
Logan reached out a hand, grabbing the curls falling down over Tate�s forehead, and demanded through a harsh breath, �What are you trying to do, kill me?�
Tate shook his head. �No. I�m making you mine.�
Logan released his hard-on and grabbed Tate�s ass, pulling him up so he could rub their cocks together. �Don�t you know? I�m already yours.�
* * *
Tate�s entire body stilled.
The hand he had between Logan�s thighs, the fingers in his tight channel, and his own pumping hips all stopped moving until all he could hear was the loud breathing in the otherwise silent room.
He slowly removed his fingers and planted his hands by Logan�s head, and as he focused on the man under him, he finally understood what was going on.
Logan was giving himself over, finally admitting he was in this�really in this.
�I want to feel your hands on me,� Tate said. He waited as Logan smoothed his hands over his sides then down to his ass. �I want them on me all the time,� he admitted and lowered his mouth to kiss Logan�s.
�Tate, I need��
He didn�t need to be told any more. Tate needed it too.
He grabbed the condom off the side table and made quick work of it. Then he was back between Logan�s legs, which were now wrapping around his waist.
Tate lowered a hand down between them and ran a finger over him, just to make sure he was�
�Fuck, Tate. Now.�
�ready.
He smiled against the bossy mouth that had finally resurfaced and slowly sank his cock inside Logan�s eager body. Tate groaned from the unbelievable pleasure he felt, and when Logan circled his arms around his neck and pulled him down to take his mouth, he went.
The heels digging into his ass encouraged him to move, and as Tate began to thrust his hips, Logan lay back and let him have him. With his coal-black hair pressed into the pillow and the veins in his neck standing out as he grit his teeth, Logan closed his eyes.
Tate watched his face and wondered if he�d ever seen anything as spectacular.
Logan in the throes of sexual bliss was a fucking masterpiece. He offered no apologies as he reached down to his cock and began jerking it as if he�d never get the chance again, and as Tate continued moving inside him, he felt his balls tightening.
He was ready. He wanted Logan to come all over the both of them and then he�d finish in the snug, hot home his dick was currently burrowed inside.
His fingers gripped the pillow under Logan�s head as a bead of sweat rolled down his forehead and fell onto Logan�s upper lip. He watched in rapt fascination as those sexy eyes opened and Logan�s tongue came out and licked his sweat�that was the trigger.
Tate�s hips picked up the pace, and nothing could stop him.
When Logan�s orgasm hit, his entire body bowed up off the bed, causing the firm muscle surrounding Tate�s cock to clench and tighten, making them both shout loud enough to bring down the fucking walls.
This was no longer about sex.
As Tate pressed his forehead against Logan�s, he likened it to a religious experience. Logan had fundamentally changed him, made him see the light�Or the fucking stars�and there was no way he could ever be unchanged.
When Logan�s lips parted beneath his own, Tate swept his tongue inside and pushed the hair away from his face.
�You�re a beautiful man, Logan Mitchell.�
Logan grinned and palmed his ass. �You look so confused saying that. I promise I won�t tell anyone.�
Tate shook his head. �No, I�m not worried about people knowing. I just never associated beauty with��
�A man?� Logan guessed.
Tate nodded and then chuckled. �Stupid, huh?�
�No, not at all,� Logan disagreed. �I think you�re beautiful too. Fucking gorgeous to be exact.�
Tate felt a blush hit his cheeks and wondered how the fuck that could be after what they�d just done. He slowly pulled out of Logan, and as he stood and removed the condom, he said quite seriously, �Tomorrow, I�m going to talk to my mom again. I won�t hide from my family, Logan.�
Logan moved up onto his elbows. �Okay.�
Tate walked toward the bathroom door to clean up before bed, but before he got there, Logan called out to him. He stopped and turned back to see that Logan had lain back down and was staring at the ceiling.
�I meant what I said earlier. I�m already yours, so whatever you need...�
Tate wanted to respond and opened his mouth to do so but found that nothing would come out.
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By the time Tate made it out of the shower, the bed had been stripped and remade with navy-blue sheets under a white duvet. Logan was nowhere to be found.
With a towel secured firmly around his hips, Tate walked out into the dark living space and found him standing at the door to his balcony.
The city lights made for an impressive backdrop, but it was the man standing at the door that held all of his attention. Logan had pulled on his sweatpants, and his hands were resting loosely in his pockets.
Tate wasn�t sure what mood he was about to encounter since he couldn�t see Logan�s face, but he figured that the stillness in the room and the rigid posture were pretty good indicators that the wall Logan usually stood behind was back.
�I�m all done,� he announced, trying to break the silence.
Logan glanced over his shoulder, and Tate noticed his glasses back in place. Kind of like a defense mechanism�Logan�s version of a shield.
�Sounds good.�
That was it. That was all he got before Logan looked away.
Tate made his way past the glass coffee table and stopped beside him, staring out at the buildings. He wasn�t sure what was going through Logan�s head, so he didn�t know where to start. Instead, he stood beside him and waited.
Several minutes passed before Logan finally spoke.
�You know, the last time I sat out there, I was on the phone with you.�
Tate remembered. They�d talked about Chris, the asshole who had up and run when Logan had been in college, pretty much causing his inability to commit to more than a quick fuck-and-run today. They�d also discussed his family, and if he would be ready to defend�Hang on. Where is he going with this? 
�I remember.�
Logan turned his head and caught his eyes in an unwavering stare. �Are you absolutely sure you want to do this?�
�I told you��
�I know what you told me,� Logan cut in, serious as ever, and turned his body so they were now standing opposite one another. �You told me you wouldn�t lie to them. So what will you tell them?�
Tate pushed an agitated hand through his wet hair and then ran it down the side of his neck. �I�ll tell them we�re dating.�
Tate watched Logan�s lips thin.
�And when they ask you if it�s true? If you were kissing me that day? If you�re having sex with me? What then?�
There was no escaping the intense man in front of him, but once again, he was tongue-tied. His sister�s shocked voice began to loop in his head, and his mother�s denial was in his ear. Then Logan�s voice cut through it all�honest and brutal as hell.
�If you can�t tell me, how are you going to tell them?�
Tate thought about that and was about to answer when Logan spun around and started to walk away.
�Would you hang on a fucking minute?�
Logan stopped where he was but didn�t bother to face him, and didn�t that just annoy the shit out of him. Tate stormed over and stepped around him until they were face to face again.
�Are you going to give me a chance to speak? Or just be an asshole and walk away?�
Logan shrugged as if he didn�t care, but Tate knew that the underlying issue was that he cared too much.
�First, stop comparing me to Chris.�
�I�m not.�
�Yes, you are, and it�s pissing me off.� Logan�s jaw twitched, and Tate knew he was biting back some kind of caustic comment so he reiterated, �I�m not him.�
�I know that!� Logan thundered, and it was such a shock to hear him yell that Tate�s mouth clicked shut. �I fucking know that,� he repeated, quieter this time.
Tate stepped forward and took Logan�s hand. �I�m not going to deny anything.�
�But��
�There are no buts.� Tate paused, and when Logan�s lips quirked, he couldn�t help himself. �Well, maybe a couple of asses.�
Logan chuckled, which was what Tate had intended as he tugged him closer.
�You scare the shit out of me,� Logan admitted as he placed a hand on Tate�s chest. There it was again�the power.
�And you think I�m not scared?�
�No. I know you are. But what are you scared of?�
Tate wasn�t quite sure he understood the question.
What am I scared of? Isn�t it obvious?
Logan slid a hand up to the side of his face, and somewhere in the back of his mind, Tate was sure it still should�ve been weird, Logan�s comforting him.
But it wasn�t.
�What, Tate? Tell me.�
Tate gripped the wrist by his chin. It was thick and strong, just like his. He�d told himself he needed to be brave, and he also knew he had to be honest.
He swallowed and finally admitted out loud, �I�m scared of what they�ll think.�
Logan�s eyes never wavered, but he saw a flash of emotion cross them�a flash of apprehension.
�Okay. Now we�re getting somewhere.�
Tate hated the fact that he was worried about his parents� reactions.
Scratch that�my entire family�s.
It wasn�t as if he were a child needing their approval, but he knew that Sunday was not going to go well, and the closer they got, the more anxious he became.
�They�re my family. Of course I�m worried about how they�ll react.�
�To me?� Logan asked.
�No. To us.�
Logan said nothing as he lowered his hand.
�But I�m not going to deny it,� Tate assured him again. �Look, can we get some sleep and maybe spend tomorrow just hanging out? Are you free?�
Logan tried for cool and casual but didn�t quite pull it off. Even with the sexy wink he gave, he seemed uneasy. �Sure. We can hang out.�
They walked back into the bedroom, and the way Logan purposely bumped into his side, Tate knew he was trying to lighten the mood.
�What exactly does �hanging out� mean to you?�
Tate looked at him quizzically as Logan took off his glasses and sweats before getting under the covers. �I was thinking maybe the movies, or I don�t know, miniature golf if you want. I don�t care. I just figured we could spend the day together before I go to work.�
Tate removed the towel and dropped it on the floor, catching the way Logan checked him out as he too got back into bed.
�Are you asking me on a date, Mr. Morrison?�
Tate moved down until he was on his side, facing Logan. �Yeah, I guess I am.�
Logan turned so they were mirroring one another and pretended to think it over. �Then I accept�on one condition.� Tate waited for something outlandish from Logan and laughed when he said, �I�m picking what we�re doing. The movies or putt-putt? How did you ever get laid?�
Tate sucked his lower lip into his mouth as his eyes trailed over Logan, and he put every effort into a look that he hoped would�
�Fuck. Stop it. Okay, okay. You made your point. I�d even brave putt-putt for that face.�
Tate chuckled, rolled to his back, and waited.
There it was�their new ritual.
Logan raised his arm, and Tate found himself moving in toward his side.
It was amazing that something so simple had once felt so complicated.
When, now, all it felt was right.
* * *
Logan sat at his dining table the next morning with a coffee and the paper. He�d been trying to focus on reading the business section for the last twenty minutes and failing. He kept reading the headline over and over.
Last night had been intense. Not only had he and Tate had their first somewhat-public date as a couple, what happened after had been just short of life changing for him.
Here he was, someone who�d sworn off any kind of committed relationship, falling for Tate. A man who�d only kissed him, a man, a few weeks earlier.
I�m fucking crazy. What the hell is the matter with me?
There was a very real possibility that Tate would change his mind. After all, it had happened before�
�What are you doing here, Mitchell?�
Logan looked at his study partner and behind-closed doors boyfriend, Chris Walker, as he stood in the hallway. He�d been coming over to Chris�s dorm for the last several months, and lately, he�d been making up every excuse he could think of to stop by and see him. 
At first, their relationship had started out innocently enough when they�d paired up to study, but that all changed when Chris showed a real interest in studying something other than math. It was a subject Logan had never thought about until Chris kissed him, and then he�d been more than happy to explore the new topics in private.
�I was on my way home from the library and thought I�d stop and see if you were free.�
�Free? Free for what? I pay you, and you help me pass algebra.� 
Chris�s sarcastic voice filled the hall and had several people staring at them as he stepped out into the narrow space. Logan stood there, confused over why he was being so cold until two other guys came to the door they�d just vacated. 
�Go home, would you? I�m busy.�
Logan pushed his glasses up his nose and narrowed his eyes on the guy in front of him. Chris was one of the university�s star lacrosse players, and as Logan shrugged his bag up his arm, he couldn�t help but look at the muscular chest he�d worshipped yesterday with his mouth.
�Can�t I come in? Just for a minute?�
Chris walked forward and had him backing up until his ass was against the opposite wall, similar to the position he�d had him in yesterday when he�d kissed him. 
�I said I was busy. Now get lost, Mitchell.�
Logan flinched at the blunt dismissal and tried to mask the hurt he was feeling. He didn�t have the height and muscles Chris had, but the one thing he did possess was his pride. 
�Gee, you didn�t say that yesterday when you had your dick in my��
Before he could finish the sentence, Chris had his forearm against his chest and his other arm raised, ready to punch him. 
Logan knew he was about to get a fist to the face, but as he stood there in the hall with Chris�s friends cheering behind him, he knew that it would hurt a hell of a lot less than the way his heart ached in that moment.
He�d really thought the way Chris touched him and spoke to him in private had meant something, and as the huge hand cut through the air and connected with his cheek, all Logan heard was laughter followed by his name and then Chris�s.
He slumped down the wall completely dejected and saw his�yes�his half brother, Cole, grabbing Chris and giving him a thorough beating before turning on the other two. 
Holy shit, he thought in that moment, I wish I could�ve landed that punch�
�Logan?�
Logan looked up from the paper to see Tate standing opposite him and the table.
�Sorry, what did you say?�
Tate was giving him an unsure look, and Logan didn�t blame him. He�d been completely oblivious to his coming into the room. Who knew how long he�d been standing there.
�I just asked if I could borrow some jeans or go home to change before we go out today.�
Logan lowered the paper and then lifted his coffee to take a sip. �So you still want to go?�
Tate frowned at him. �Yeah, why? I agreed to let you pick the place, didn�t I? You change your mind?�
Feeling like an idiot for his own doubts, Logan closed the paper and stood, walking around the table. He brought a hand to Tate�s waist and traced the warm skin there. The leather pants he�d pulled on and left undone were hanging low on his hips.
�Are you sure you don�t want to just hang out here?�
Tate pushed him away and rolled his eyes. �Yes, I�m sure. Plus, you�re already dressed.�
Logan looked down at his dark jeans and cream, lightweight V-neck sweater. �You would be correct. I woke up a few hours ago.�
�You haven�t been sleeping well. You okay?�
Logan crossed his arms, amused. �You already know my sleeping habits?�
�Well no, not really.�
�Would you like to?� he asked, more than a little pleased that Tate seemed to notice the small things.
�What do you mean?�
Logan was close to saying something really impulsive and stupid along the lines of living arrangements, but at the last second, he stopped himself.
�Nothing. Just playing around. Let me grab you some jeans.� He knew that Tate was watching him like a hawk, so he made sure to give away nothing. �It�s okay with you that these jeans have no holes in them, right?�
Tate strolled toward him, scratching a hand over his chest. �Will you be okay with that? You�re the one who likes to stare at my ass.�
As serious as he could manage when Tate was looking extremely beddable, Logan said, �I�m sure I�ll cope. But it will be hard.�
With no subtlety at all, Tate�s hand found his cock through his jeans and stroked him. �Of that, I have no doubt. Bring on the fancy jeans. I promise not to rip them if you do. I�m curious to see where you, Logan Mitchell, would go on a date.�
Logan couldn�t help from rubbing against Tate�s tormenting hand. �I told you. I didn�t date. Before.�
�Hmm,� Tate mused. �In that case, why don�t you show me where you�d like to be taken on a date?�
Time and time again, Tate continued to floor him.
Logan couldn�t remember anyone ever asking him what he wanted to do on a date, let alone making him want to go on one in the first place.
Just when he thought the guy couldn�t get any more perfect, he had to go and prove him wrong.

14.

Tate stood inside the transportation exhibit at the Museum of Science & Industry and watched Logan as he read the information plaque on The Spirit of America.
This had been Logan�s idea for a date, and Tate had to agree�it was awesome.
They�d left an hour earlier, and Logan had driven them to the Ghirardelli Ice Cream & Chocolate Shop on Michigan Avenue.
�You do like desserts, right?�
�And if I don�t?�
Logan pushed open the door to the shop and winked at him over his shoulder. �I�d just convince you to try some.�
Tate followed him inside and took a deep breath of the familiar sweet aroma. �No convincing necessary. My mom used to bring us here once a month. It was a treat.�
Logan turned in the crowded store and stepped closer to him. �A treat, huh?�
�Mhmm.�
�And what�s your favorite flavor, Tate?�
Tate put his hands in the back pockets of the jeans he�d pulled on earlier. He wasn�t sure he could keep them off Logan when he was so close and being so�Logan.
�I could never decide between the milk chocolate or the ice cream sundaes with the nuts.�
Logan raised a hand and ran it down the leather jacket covering his arm, and then linked their fingers together. �You and nuts,� he mused. �In your coffee, on your ice cream�� He leaned in and added, �In your mouth.�
Tate�s fingers tightened on the ones holding his, and he decided to give Logan some of his own medicine. �I didn�t hear you complaining last night.�
�I will never complain about that�ever.� Logan took a step back and tugged him forward to the counter. �I�m just thanking God you aren�t allergic to them.�
Tate walked over and stopped beside Logan as he straightened and pointed at the sleek machine.
�Impressive, isn�t it?�
He was thinking exactly the same thing, but he was curious. �Let me get this straight. You think this machine, one of the fastest land vehicles on Earth, is impressive, but you won�t get on the back of my bike without updating your will?�
�I can appreciate fast and beautiful�from a distance.�
Tate put his hands in his pockets. �Sure you can. How are you on planes?� he asked, gesturing to the Boeing 727 in the room.
Logan�s mouth curved. �I haven�t had any complaints.�
Tate thought about that and then found his mouth moving, but nothing came out. Logan�s brow rose, and he laughed as Tate finally managed to speak.
�Really? On a plane? But there�s no room.� He watched Logan as he turned back to face The Spirit of America.
�It certainly was a tight fit.�
Tate shook his head at the arrogance of the man next to him. It was such an integral part of who Logan was�and so fucking sexy. He reached out and shoved him.
�You�re unbelievable. You know that?�
Logan took his hand and pulled him in to the side of his body. There weren�t too many people around, but Tate was aware of a few as Logan�s other hand circled his waist so they were standing in an embrace.
�And now you�re curious. Admit it. Maybe we should take a trip somewhere. Or better yet, check out the fit in that plane over there.�
�If you think for a minute that I would let you fuck me in one of those tiny plane restrooms, you�re insane.�
Logan didn�t do anything other than smile, but it was so unbelievably provocative that he found it as effective as Logan putting his hand down the front of his pants.
�Well�maybe you could be the one to do the fucking.�
�Stop it,� Tate whispered as a shiver skated up his spine.
How is he able to get to me in literally seconds?
�Stop what exactly? Touching? Talking? Or inviting you to have me any way you like, anywhere you like? Because all you have to say are the words and I�m yours.�
Tate fought for control and then chuckled, pushing Logan away. �See? This is why you never date.�
Logan tilted his head to the side. �Why�s that?�
Tate raised his chin slightly until they were mouth to mouth. �Because you have to actually talk and converse. Once people get around you, they just want to fuck.�
Logan stepped back from him, and when a furrow appeared between his brows before he turned away, Tate knew he�d said the wrong thing.
�Hey?�
�Yeah?�
Tate scratched his head and made his way over until he was beside Logan. �I didn�t mean that the way it sounded.�
Logan gave him a smile that didn�t quite reach his eyes and nodded. �Yes, you did. And you�re right.�
It was Tate�s turn to frown at that. �No, I�m not. People would line up to date you if they knew it was an option. You told me why you don�t.�
�Did I?�
�Not word for word, but I�m assuming it�s because of that guy in college, Chris.�
Logan sighed. �Can we not talk about him here? Let�s keep walking.�
Tate fell into step beside him, stayed quiet for around two seconds, and then suggested, �Okay, you know what I think?�
�No. What do you think?�
�I think it�s time for some questions and answers.�
For the first time since he�d met Logan, he appeared uncomfortable. So Tate reached out and took his arm, halting them.
�I�m serious. I want to know more about you. This is what people do on dates, Mr. Mitchell.�
* * *
Logan took in the hopeful expression on Tate�s face.
How the hell am I supposed to resist that?
He took Tate�s hand, and when they wandered over and stopped in front of the Boeing 727, he capitulated. �Okay. Ask away.�
Tate seemed to think about his first question and then asked, �Did you always wear glasses? Even as a kid?�
�That�s your first question?�
�I�m building to the tough ones. Go with it.�
�Okay,� Logan drawled. �Yes. I�ve worn them since I was seven.�
�Really?�
�Yep. I was a huge nerd in high school and college.�
Tate�s expression made it obvious that he didn�t believe that for a second.
�It�s true. I wasn�t as�� he trailed off as he looked down at his own arms.
�Built?� Tate supplied.
Logan chuckled. �Yeah, I guess. I was skinnier. Always had my head in a book and kind of kept to myself.�
Tate shook his head in disbelief. �I�m sorry, that just seems impossible.�
�Oh yeah?�
�Yeah. I can�t imagine the man who hunted me down as a nerd in any way.�
Logan nodded, knowing that it probably was hard to believe. He was nothing like the boy he�d left behind. He wondered if Tate was.
�What about you? Were you Mr. Popular?�
Tate walked up the stairs and into the plane ahead of him. Then he stopped in the doorway and turned. �No. I wasn�t into sports or anything like that. They were the popular guys. But I had lots of friends. Loved music and played the guitar in the school band. Never really got in trouble either. I played by the rules�in school.�
Logan climbed the stairs, intrigued by the last part of that statement, and stopped when he was one down from Tate. �What about outside of school then?� He touched his fingers to the shirt covering Tate�s stomach and watched him wink at him.
�Outside of school, I was bossy. Always had a million ideas on things we could do. And I was usually the one telling people how to do them.�
Logan felt a ridiculously large smile cross his mouth. �Imagine that.�
�Hard to, isn�t it?� Tate joked.
�Not at all. You�re extremely bossy when you want to be.� Logan continued up the stairs, gripped the material of his shirt, and pulled him inside the plane behind him.
He felt Tate come up behind him now that they were in the shell of the plane and whisper, �Like last night?�
�Mhmm. And whenever you drink. You get very bossy when you drink.� He paused when he felt a hand on his ass. �Are you all right there? Coppin� a feel.�
Tate placed his chin down on his shoulder as they stopped to read the plaque in front of them about the electrical equipment. �Don�t act as if you don�t like it.�
�I�m not. I�m asking if you are all right doing it.�
�Have I stopped yet?�
No, he hadn�t stopped. In fact, Tate�s hand was now massaging him.
Logan turned his head and reminded him, �We were having a Q & A session, remember? It was your idea.�
Tate�s brown eyes were practically sparkling with mischief. He was thoroughly enjoying himself.
�Yeah, you�re right,� he agreed and removed his hand. �Okay, it�s my turn. When was your first kiss?�
Logan turned fully until they were facing one another. �Vicki Prescott. I was eight. We kissed and swapped our underwear.�
The scandalized look on Tate�s face had Logan close to losing the serious expression he was trying hard to hold.
�You swapped your underwear?�
He patted Tate on the chest and stepped around him. �Hey, at least I was smart enough to wait until after I got my glasses so I could see everything.�
Logan walked up the aisle of seats as Tate spun around and scoffed at him.
�I�m still stuck on the underwear part.�
�What about it?�
�Did you kiss her before the swap occurred or after?�
Tate was so serious with his question that Logan finally lost the battle and started to really laugh.
�Does it matter?�
Tate wandered up and stopped beside him. �Yeah, I think so.�
�Why?� Logan was dying to know his reasoning.
�If it was before you kissed her, you were one hell of a curious child and wanted to know what equipment she had.�
�And if it was after?� Logan chuckled.
�If it was after, you obviously didn�t care either way what was revealed.�
Logan gave Tate a thorough once-over as he stood there and then rubbed his chin thoughtfully. �So according to your theory, you didn�t care either way?�
�I wasn�t the one switching my clothes with girls.�
Logan was sure he should�ve let that one pass, but well�Fuck it.
�No, you just switched them with me after we kissed. Aren�t you naked in my jeans right now?�
Tate�s eyes narrowed, and then he smiled. �Don�t try and distract me, Mr. Mitchell.�
Logan let it go, but before he walked farther down the inside of the plane, he added, �I think you like calling me that. Maybe I will get you to use it in bed.�
Tate�s laughter rumbled through the interior as Logan heard some other people come into the mock-up of the plane behind them. They exited the 727 and were making their way back out to the main floor when Logan realized that it was his turn, and he wanted to know�
�Who was your first kiss?�
Without missing a beat, Tate responded, �Dani Bosley. My next-door neighbor. I kissed her through the back fence and got caught. I got in a lot of trouble for that.�
Logan nodded and, in a most serious tone, commiserated. �Oh yeah, I believe it. You really shouldn�t kiss girls, Tate.�
Tate rolled his eyes at him, and Logan found that he was more relaxed than he�d ever been. Spending time with Tate was easy. He was so laid back that just being around him made him feel the same way.
It also didn�t hurt that being near him made Logan�s whole day that much better.
He walked over to the hanging Piccard Gondola and stopped to look up.
�What about the first boy?� Tate�s quiet question found him from where he�d stopped just behind his shoulder. They weren�t touching in any way, but Logan could have sworn he could feel him.
He turned back and saw the serious expression in Tate�s eyes before turning to face him. �First boy I..?�
�Kissed,� Tate supplied instantly.
Logan licked his lips, and Tate immediately looked at them.
�Chris Walker.�
�The same��
�Yes,� Logan confirmed, nodding quickly and turning away before he said anything else.
Tate stepped in close so he could feel him against his back, and then Logan heard him ask, �Wasn�t he your first in��
�In where?�
Tate reached forward to touch his hand. �In bed?�
Logan thought back to then and tried to make light of it. �It wasn�t technically in a bed.�
�Logan��
�What? It wasn�t,� he defended as Tate�s fingers took his, and the strangest thought rushed through his mind. Don�t do this to me. Not unless you mean it.
�Stop making jokes for a minute, would you?�
Logan scanned the exhibit hall. He saw several families and couples walking by, but when his eyes came back to focus on Tate, he seemed oblivious to them.
His focus was on him�one hundred percent.
He seemed so sure, so steady in his decisions that, with every passing hour, Logan knew his defenses were crumbling.
�What happened back then? I know the CliffsNotes, but I�m sure there�s more to the story,� Tate pushed gently.
He sighed, not really wanting to get into it on their date. �It�s no different than any other breakup.�
Tate�s expression screamed, �Bullshit,� as he turned and began walking, pulling him along with him.
Logan tugged on his hand and stopped them both. When Tate looked back at him, he asked, �Where are we going?�
�We�re leaving. You and I are going to talk about this. If not here, somewhere else.�
Logan frowned as they started walking again. �Is this usually a part of your dates? Rehashing about your ex? Because it doesn�t seem very conducive to getting laid.�
As they rounded a corner, Tate pulled him into a small alcove and pushed him roughly up against the wall. Logan didn�t know what to expect as he found his back against the solid surface and Tate�s face inches from his.
�Our problem isn�t getting laid. I could undo your pants right now and prove it, but you already know that.�
Logan swallowed but couldn�t argue with it, so he went a different route. �I didn�t realize we had a problem.�
�It�s not a problem. It�s more like a barrier. Your barrier.�
Tate was right. He did have a barrier. He didn�t trust relationships.
Not with family, and certainly not with lovers. It was better to just keep it easy, simple, and uncomplicated.
Everything that Tate wasn�t.
�Are you listening to yourself?� he asked as Tate stared him down, his breathing heavy. �Yeah, I have a fucking wall. It�s twenty feet tall, especially with you. You�re different. And the fact that you�ve never been with a man other than me is fucking terrifying.�
Instantly, Tate sobered and stepped away. It was as if he�d punched the guy. Logan reached out and hooked his fingers into the front pockets of Tate�s jeans and pulled him back in against himself.
�I wasn�t lying last night. You scare me. I don�t do this. I don�t stay in relationships, and I certainly don�t let my fucking heart rule my head.�
�I know,� Tate nodded. �It�s just�How do I know what you want from��
�He hurt me,� Logan cut in, not wanting Tate to voice his doubts about him. He brought his hand up to Tate�s face and cradled his cheek. �He kissed me and touched me like no one else ever had. And when he told me I was special, I believed him.�
Logan stopped talking when Tate took a step forward and slid a hand into his hair.
�You are special. So fucking special.�
The raw emotion in Tate�s words made it difficult for Logan to exhale, and when Tate connected their bodies right there in the museum and kissed his mouth, he allowed himself to believe for a moment that Tate was really his.
�Do you think I�d be here if it was just sex? That I�d be thinking about��
Logan interrupted him by tasting Tate�s mouth again, slowly and gently. Tate seemed to have lost his train of thought, so Logan reminded him.
�That you�d be thinking about what?�
�Oh.� Tate blinked at him. �That I�d be thinking about the future.�
�A future with me?� Logan asked, his mouth curving against Tate�s until he started to chuckle.
�You just want to hear it out loud, right?�
Logan lowered his hands to Tate�s hips. �Damn fucking right.�
�Then yes. I�m thinking about my future and what part you�ll play in it. If you want to, that is.� Tate stepped away from him and held out his hand. �Come on. I have to go home and get ready for work.�
Logan took his hand, and as they walked out of the museum and down to the parking garage, he wondered for the first time what their future as a couple held.
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What a difference a few hours could make.
Tate sat on his couch Sunday morning, flicking the lid of his silver lighter. He�d called his mom after Logan had dropped him off yesterday afternoon, and she hadn�t answered.
That wasn�t a good sign. She always answered.
He�d kept expecting a message on his phone all throughout his shift, but again�nothing. He�d only ever had silence from her once before, when he�d told her he was divorcing Diana.
Fuck. He hadn�t slept for shit.
All night, he�d been staring at his ceiling fan, thinking about his date with Logan, not to mention the night before.
The more time he spent with him, the more complex his feelings became. He was slowly peeling away the layers of the cocky man he�d met in the bar, and every time he discovered something new, he found himself getting more and more involved.
Logan, it turned out, was someone he wanted to know on every level. But Tate was afraid that, after today, Logan would run in the opposite direction.
Standing, he began to pace his living room.
He knew that Logan was going to be pissed about what was going to happen, but it was the only thing he could think to do, and he�d already explained what his mother had said about meeting him.
His phone buzzed in his hand, and Tate looked down to see the text he�d been waiting on.
Logan: I�m here. In the parking garage.
Tate stood, grabbed the keys off of the dresser, and text back as he made his way to the front door.
On my way.
He showed... 
Tate got into the elevator and tried to pinpoint what he was feeling as the metal doors shut and the elevator began its descent.
Shock.
That was it.
He was shocked that Logan had come, because somewhere in the back of his mind, he�d expected him to bail.
* * *
Logan sat in his car and once again inspected himself in the rearview mirror. He smoothed his fingers over his hair and then pushed his glasses up his face.
Fuck. I feel like a nervous teenager. 
Essentially, that�s what he was�some nervous fool going to meet his boyfriend�s parents. It just so happened he was thirty-four and Tate�s parents already hated his fucking guts.
Fantastic.
He was surprised he wasn�t sweating in his V-neck as he sat there waiting on Tate. He�d worried over his outfit way too long last night�even for him�then this morning, he�d changed his mind anyway.
Black pants, black V-neck, and a black sports coat seemed safe enough.
I want to fade into the shadows.
Just as that thought entered his mind, he saw Tate push open the door, step out into the garage, and make his way toward him. If he thought he was showing his nerves, the stranger walking toward him had him beat.
Tate looked like he hadn�t slept for a month.
His curls were all over the place, and the stubble lining his jaw was a couple of days old. While the result was hot, it wasn�t Tate.
As usual, he was in jeans, but instead of the ripped ones, these were dark and in one piece. He had on a white long-sleeved shirt that was creased and looked as if he�d slept in it, and he was holding his leather jacket down by his leg.
In his other hand, he was flicking the lid of a lighter.
Up, down. Up, down.
He walked around the front of the car, opened the passenger�s side door, and got inside. His left leg was bouncing up and down, and if Logan didn�t know better, he would have thought the guy was high. He was a completely different man from the one he�d dropped off yesterday afternoon.
Logan reached over and put his hand on top of Tate�s, causing the metal clinking to cease. The interior of his car now smelled like a combination of tobacco and leather.
�Hey there.�
Tate turned to him, and Logan frowned.
�You�re a mess.�
�Awesome,� Tate replied, his tone surly as he looked away.
Logan removed his hand and placed it on the headrest behind Tate�s head. �Did you eat anything last night?�
Tate eyed him as he buckled his seatbelt. �Yeah, at work.�
�Okay then,� he responded. Then he asked, �Did you speak to your mom?�
Tate faced him, and immediately, he knew the answer�no.
�Do they know we�re coming?�
Again, the silence confirmed the answer�no.
What a goddamn disaster.
Logan looked out the windshield and tried to calm himself, but he knew that, no matter how long he sat there, he was not going to calm down.
�Jesus, Tate! This is hard enough when they know it�s about to happen, but they don�t even expect us? What the fuck?�
�I tried,� Tate stressed. �She didn�t answer.�
Logan gripped the steering wheel. �Fucking great.� He leaned his head back against the car seat and muttered again, �That�s just fucking great.� The air in the car was tense as they both sat there thinking, and then he asked, �Got a cigarette?�
Tate�s head whipped around, and when their eyes met, Logan shrugged.
�I�d prefer a fucking joint, but I�m assuming you don�t have one of those.�
As Tate picked his jacket up off of the floor and fished the pack of cigarettes out of his pocket, Logan opened the car window.
�Here,� Tate said, offering him one.
Logan took it, and when he placed it between his lips, Tate raised his hand and flicked open the lid to the lighter. As the flame lit up the dark interior, Logan inhaled, then sat back and closed his eyes. If ever a time called for a smoke, now was it.
�I�m sorry.�
Logan�s eyes opened, and he turned his head on the seat. �What are you sorry for?�
�All of this shit.�
Logan stretched his arm across the car to touch Tate�s jaw. �I started all of this shit. Did you forget that?� He took another drag of the cigarette and then blew the smoke out the window.
�Are you ever less than put together?�
Logan felt the side of his mouth quirk as he turned back to Tate. �Is that your way of saying you like what I�m wearing?�
Tate sighed and brushed a hand down his shirt. �No. It�s my way of telling you I feel like a fucking slob.�
�Nah, it�s not that bad.�
�Liar,� Tate huffed. �You just said I look like a mess.�
�Yeah. But it works for you.�
�Thanks, asshole,� Tate grumbled.
Logan searched his car, grabbed a half-empty bottle of water from the back, and dropped the butt inside. He put the cap on and threw it behind him before leaning across the car and grabbing the back of Tate�s neck.
He gave him a hard kiss, and when he pulled away, he said, �Pull yourself together and tell me how to get to your parents� house. I may be an asshole, but you knew that before. So deal with it.�
Tate licked his lips and grimaced as he pulled the sun visor down to take a look at himself. �Oh man, I do look like shit.�
Logan decided it was best not to comment as Tate ran a hand over his face. But when he turned to him and said, �I don�t like it when you smoke. Just isn�t right,� Logan couldn�t hold his tongue.
�Touch�, so do us both a fucking favor and quit.�
�Okay,� Tate agreed and slumped back in the seat. �Let�s get this over with. Head out and make a right.�
Logan put the car in gear, and as they drove out of the garage, he wondered what the hell he was driving into.
* * *
Twenty-seven tension-filled minutes later, Tate stared at the familiar streets of Elmhurst, IL. Ever since he�d mentioned where they were headed, Logan had gotten quiet�really quiet.
�Make a left here,� he mumbled, and when Logan looked over at him, he repeated louder. �A left. Here. At the end of the street.�
This was such a stupid idea, and the longer he sat in the car, the more apparent it was becoming. What the hell was he going to say when his parents opened the front door?
�Hi, Mom and Dad. This is Logan, my boyfriend.� 
His mother wouldn�t even take his calls. He couldn�t begin to imagine her reaction to this. And the closer they got to his childhood home, the more uncomfortable he became.
It was easy to be strong in your convictions when no one was questioning them.
Isn�t that what Logan said? He hated to admit that he was right.
�Over there. The white two-story on the right.�
Tate could see his sister�s car and�
�Oh, fuck.� He was going to kill his mother.
Logan put the car in park and turned to face him. �Hey. It�ll be okay.�
Tate brought his hands up to his face and pushed his fingers against his forehead�hard�trying to calm his breathing. Finally, he lowered his hands to look at a confused Logan.
�The black Lexus�that�s Diana�s car.�
Logan glanced back out through the windshield. �You�re fucking kidding me?�
�Do I sound like I�m laughing?�
Logan looked back at him with narrowed eyes. �No, but you seem extremely wound up.�
Tate rested his head back on the seat and sighed. �I know. I�m feeling a little�I don�t know...�
�Do you always get like this around family?� Logan asked.
�No. Only when I bring home my boyfriends.� Tate knew his voice was laced with sarcasm, and as Logan silently watched him, he felt guilty�guilty for being such a prick. �I�m sorry.�
�That�s twice in the last hour,� Logan stated as he undid his seatbelt.
�Huh?�
�Twice you�ve apologized to me.�
As the seatbelt retracted and Logan opened the car door, Tate reached across and put his hand on his arm. Logan turned to face him, and Tate could see the strain on his handsome face.
Logan was just as anxious as he was.
�Then let me say it again in advance for anything I might say tonight that�s wrong.�
Logan pulled his arm away and reached back to grab his jacket. �Such as?�
�I don�t know,� Tate admitted. �But I�m sure I�m bound to fuck this up in some way. I just want you to know beforehand that I don�t mean it.�
Tate watched the usually talkative man beside him climb out of the car, shut the door, and shrug into his jacket. He followed suit, and when he came around to Logan�s side and shoved his hands in his pocket, he once again felt�guilty.
�Look,� Logan started and then stopped.
Tate didn�t have anything to say, so he waited and hoped like hell Logan had some magic words to calm him the fuck down.
�I know you must be freaking out, because I am too. But try and remember I�m on your side.�
He knew that�he did�but right now, it wasn�t helping.
�Let�s just get this over with,� Logan suggested. �So we can leave.�
Tate agreed and made his way up the paved walkway to the white steps he�d helped his father paint the year before. He stopped, took a deep breath, and climbed up with Logan close behind.
He felt sick. As if he were literally going to be sick.
He raised his hand and was about to knock, but then he lowered it and turned to find himself between Logan and his parents� front door.
He looked into the blue eyes focused on him and remembered how much fun he�d had with Logan these past few weeks and days. Then he thought of Friday night and Logan�s family and then the intense pleasure he�d gotten from Logan�s body�from making him his.
Logan�s voice interrupted his thoughts. �Whatever you want to do in there, whatever you want to say about us...I stand behind you.�
You. I want you.
�Do whatever you need.�
What do I need? He looked at Logan and managed, �Thank you,� right before the door behind him opened.
* * *
Logan glanced past Tate�s shoulder to the woman in the doorway and was almost happy to see it was Miss Fucking Cline.
Now here is someone I know how to deal with. 
He felt all of his apprehension at the situation turn to annoyance that bubbled up through his veins and surfaced in the form of a smug-as-fuck smile.
Her eyes narrowed on him and then moved to the back of Tate�s head. Her voice cut through the air.
�Tate.�
Logan saw Tate�s shoulders visibly tense, and when their eyes connected, Logan raised a brow.
It was showtime.
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Tate concentrated on Logan and told himself not to panic.
I�m okay. This is family. 
They might freak out at first, but they loved him, and he knew that, eventually, they�d be okay.
Closing his eyes, he thought, Do it. Just turn the fuck around and deal with her. But before he could open his mouth, Logan did.
�Miss Cline. We meet again.� Logan�s voice dripped of saccharine sweetness and was Tate�s only warning before he stepped around him and added, �How unfortunate.�
Tate steeled himself against what he would find when he turned, but nothing could�ve prepared him.
There, in front of him, were the two people who�d both ignited something inside him at one time or another�Diana a long time ago, and Logan only weeks, minutes, and, hell, every second he was standing near him. If he�d thought his life was complicated already, seeing his current lover facing off with his ex made this experience totally surreal.
�What are you doing here?� Diana asked Logan as she stepped onto the porch, the front door shutting behind her. Thank God.
Logan pushed his hands into his pockets, making his jacket spread open, and Tate didn�t miss the way her eyes lowered down over Logan�s body.
�I was invited by your ex. Which makes me wonder�Why are you here?�
Tate decided it was time to finally deal with the problem that was Diana and stepped up beside Logan. He was careful not to touch him though, as to not add fuel to the current fire.
�That�s a good question, Diana. Why are you here?�
Her eyes finally came over to meet his, and the urge to grab her and strangle her with the string of pearls wrapped around her neck was very real.
She gave off a regal disposition with her hands on her hips and her chin tipped up, but instead of portraying the classy image she was hoping for, she looked like a grade-A snob.
As usual, she was dressed to perfection. Her brown hair was pulled back into a tight top-notch bun at the back of her head, and a cream pencil skirt with the black cowl-neck sweater all molded perfectly to her curvaceous figure.
�I�ve always been here on Sundays. Or did you conveniently forget that sometime this week along with the fact you�ve been straight your entire life?�
Tate glared at her, but out of the corner of his eye, he saw Logan turn toward him.
�She always comes to these things?� Tate was about to answer until Logan mumbled, �A heads-up would�ve been appreciated.�
�Tate�s never been great at remembering details,� Diana contributed, making his teeth clench, but Logan was more than happy to deal with her.
�I don�t remember asking you. And while we�re on the subject, he seems pretty clear about one important detail.�
Diana was too smart to ask what, and Logan didn�t bother waiting.
�He doesn�t want you here.�
Her shrewd eyes moved back and forth between them, but before she could open her mouth, Logan leaned in until their noses almost touched and spoke loud enough that Tate could make it out.
�Have to say, it takes balls to show up where you�re not wanted, so maybe it isn�t such a surprise that Tate likes me after all. Your pair�s almost as big as mine.�
Tate was sure that he�d misheard Logan until Diana turned her face and said, �You�re disgusting.�
To which Logan replied, as only he could, �You have no idea.�
Finally coming to his senses, Tate spoke up. �Diana?�
�What?� she snapped, taking a quick step back as if she just realized how close she and Logan were standing.
�You need to stop coming over here. We�re divorced.�
Diana crossed her arms almost in challenge. �Not yet, we�re not.�
He heard Logan chuckle beside him, but he couldn�t seem to find any humor in their current situation.
�I�m sorry,� Logan said innocently enough. ��But she actually said that as if she has a chance of getting back together with you.�
Diana outwardly fumed. �Do you ever shut up?�
�Now that is an interesting question. Would you like to answer her, or should I?�
Tate knew what Logan was thinking, and he had no doubt that the words would fall right out of his mouth, so instead of allowing that to happen, he decided to take over.
�This isn�t about Logan. This is about you. You shouldn�t still be coming to my family�s home. We�re separated. Divorcing. It�s uncomfortable enough in this house without you showing up, and honestly, it makes you look desperate.�
�It�s true. Looks really desperate,� Logan added, helpful as ever.
�Ha,� Diana laughed, and the sound was ugly as she ran her eyes over him. There�d been a time when Tate would�ve responded to that with something other than annoyance. �You think I look desperate? And how do you think you look? You�re with a man for God�s sake.�
Tate was beyond frustrated and he hadn�t even stepped foot inside his house.
Why am I standing on this porch having yet another argument with her?
�This is going nowhere. I�m not trying to be cruel��
�I am, just so it�s noted,� Logan interrupted.
Tate frowned at him, but Logan had a point. It wasn�t as if she were even trying to be cordial.
�Are my mom and dad inside?�
A bitter sneer curled her lips. �Yes. Along with your sister and Sam. This, I can�t wait to see.�
Tate pushed past her and opened the door.
As he walked inside and Logan followed, he heard, �What�s killing you the most? The fact that you don�t have him or that I do?�
Tate didn�t wait around for Diana�s answer. Instead, he continued along the original wood floors and down the narrow hall until he came to the family room.
When he realized what he was about to do, he stopped so suddenly that Logan ran into him and they both ended up stepping into the archway.
Four pairs of eyes found them, and all Tate could think was, What a fucking entrance.
* * *
Logan stood beside Tate and had a revelation.
This must be how suspects feel in a police lineup.
He did a quick scan of the room and spotted yet another familiar face from last week�s stop in hell�Tate�s sister. She was looking at the both of them with an expression of total shock.
The man beside her, who Logan presumed was her husband, was in blue jeans and a flannel shirt, and he was looking at him as if he were an alien.
Yeah? Well, welcome to the fucking club. This isn�t exactly a normal Sunday for me either, pal.
That left the final two occupants of the room.
Tate�s father was seated over on a couch with his mother against the far wall. Once she spotted the two of them, the smile she had on her face twisted into a cruel, unforgiving line.
Mrs. Morrison stood and clasped her hands in front of herself.
Her short, brown hair was cut into a blunt bob and pushed back behind her ears. She was dressed for church. Her floral-print dress was very respectable, and she was exactly as Logan had imagined�unyielding.
As he continued to observe her, Logan noticed the way she completely ignored his existence and zeroed in on Tate as she straightened her shoulders until her back was rigid.
She was not happy that he�d brought the pervert to her house.
�William�� she started as he turned back to check on Tate.
Logan watched the way she approached her son as if he were a stranger. Then she stopped and turned her head his way to pin him with a look that spoke volumes.
The revulsion directed toward him was fierce, unlike anything Logan had ever encountered, and even though he�d sworn he wouldn�t care, he did.
�Mom,� Tate said, once again capturing her attention.
�I told you not to bring him here,� she spat out as her hands clenched by her sides.
Wow. 
�His name is Logan.�
She didn�t even bother with a second glance as she answered in a tone so icy Logan was surprised it didn�t freeze Tate into a human Popsicle. �I don�t care what his name is.�
�Mom!� Tate shouted, clearly shocked by her rudeness.
�Tate, it�s okay,� he offered.
What did he care if she didn�t want to acknowledge his existence? It was nothing worse than his own father had done when he�d been alive.
�Don�t you call him that,� she told him, finally walking over to stand in front of him. �His name is William.�
Logan bit his tongue so hard he could have sworn he tasted blood.
He stood there, trying to remember that, as an adult, you were supposed to show respect to your elders, but did that apply when the elder was a cruel, ignorant�
�Stop being so rude,� Tate said for him.
Logan took a step back, not wanting to be close when the shit hit the fan. This woman was vibrating with rage, and it was all directed at him.
�How dare you talk to me like that.�
�Me? You�re the one acting as if I brought a murderer home,� Tate spat out, and Logan could see his hands had balled into fists by his side.
Her head swiveled toward her son as she announced, �You might as well have.�
�What did you say?� Tate demanded.
Mrs. Morrison looked back at him as if he really had committed the most heinous of crimes, and then turned back to Tate. �I don�t want him in my house. He�s taken what used to be good and pure, and��
�And what?� Tate finally exploded. �What has he done to me, your good and pure son? I�m almost thirty for fuck�s sake! I�m separated because I married a woman who got bored and went elsewhere when I was out working two jobs. Yet she still sits next to you in church and comes over for Sunday fucking lunch!�
The room was so combustible that Logan was afraid to breathe, but out of the corner of his eye, he saw Tate�s father stand. He�d never seen Tate more furious. They�d both had their fair share of arguments, but not like this. Tate�s temper was riding him.
�He hasn�t done anything to you. He hasn�t even said hello and you�re treating him like he�s got the plague. I can�t believe you�re acting like this.�
�And I can�t believe you�d have sexual relations with a man and bring him to lunch like you think we�d be okay with it! That we�d share a meal with this...this queer.�
And there it is�the moment of truth. 
This was the turning point into either acceptance or denial, and Logan could actually feel his palms sweating as he waited for Tate�s answer.
The room was so quiet you could have heard a pin drop.
Logan�s eyes moved over the other spectators until he reached Tate�s father. He was still over by the couch, but he was now watching him with suspicious eyes�Tate�s eyes. There, right in front of him, was a close-to-perfect duplicate of Tate twenty years from now. It was disconcerting.
�Unreal,� Tate murmured before he started laughing.
It was an odd, humorless sound that Logan never wanted to hear after today. It was the sound of someone cracking, falling apart, and not understanding why.
�It was stupid of me to think you would try and understand my side of things instead of the gossipy bullshit that Diana and Jill brought back to you. But yes, since it seems like that fact needs confirming. I am having sex with Logan, and you know what? I�ve never been more satisfied in my entire life.�
Well, I�ll be damned. 
Logan was stunned, and as his eyes found Diana�s, he was more than slightly pleased that she was too. No one had shocked him more than Tate had right then. He was pretty sure Tate�s mother felt the same, because she sucked in her breath and then pointed to what looked like a side door.
�Leave.�
Tate tilted his head to the side as if he didn�t understand, but Logan did. His heart ached for what he knew was about to happen.
�Excuse me?� Tate asked.
�I said leave. Get out of my house.�
Logan watched Tate closely as the words seemed to register.
He blinked several times and then raised a hand to push it back through his hair. When he dropped it down and his palm hit his thigh, it was the only sound in the otherwise silent room.
�You want me to leave?� he asked again, his tone flat, disbelieving.
Tate�s father stepped forward, placed a hand on his mother�s shoulder�a sign of solidarity�and spoke for the first time.
�I think it�s best if you go now. You�ve upset your mother.�
Tate�s mouth opened as if he wanted to say something, but nothing came out. His eyes flickered up over his parents and landed on his sister, and when she stood, Logan could�ve sworn he saw a glimpse of regret in her eyes.
Tate stuffed his hands into his pockets and nodded. His jaw was twitching, and from his side view, Logan could see the flush of anger and hurt spreading across his cheeks.
�Fine. I�ll go. But it won�t change anything.�
Tate looked over at him, and as Logan stared back, he�d never felt so fucking helpless in his whole life. He nodded to him, trying to silently convey that he was there�he wasn�t going anywhere.
Whatever you need.
Tate turned and started walking toward the door.
As Logan followed, he heard Mrs. Morrison call out, �William?�
It was Logan�s turn to hold his breath as Tate stopped where he was and glanced back at the people who were supposed to love him unconditionally. Then she landed her final blow.
�I didn�t raise my son to be gay. You�re a disgrace to this family, and you are no longer welcome here.�
If heartache had a face, it was Tate�s right then, but instead of responding, he spun away and marched out of the house, leaving him to follow.
Logan started toward the door, but at the last moment, he turned to face Tate�s family. He couldn�t leave without saying something to these people, and he�d be damned if they didn�t know they�d just let an amazing human being walk out their door because of their own ignorance.
�How could you treat him like that? You'd rather side with some malicious bitch than trying to understand your own son? I've never met anyone like Tate��
�His name is William,� Tate�s mother cut in.
�No, it's Tate. That honest, stubborn man that you just let walk out your fucking door is Tate. I hope when you look at the empty chair at your dinner table this afternoon you realize what the fuck you just did and come to your senses. If you do, he�ll be with me, Logan Mitchell�the pervert. She knows where to find me,� he made sure to add, pointing to Diana, who was now standing by the side door, probably wanting to run after Tate.
Well she could fuck right off. That was his job, and he wasn�t about to let her try and hone in and promise to make shit better.
He stormed to the door, and as he opened it, he heard her say, �Think he�ll still want you now?�
Logan looked her in the eye and made sure he didn�t reveal the fact that he was terrified the answer was no. �I have no fucking doubt.�
He opened the door and walked around the porch until he spotted Tate with his backside up against the passenger�s side door.
Logan wasn�t sure what was about to happen, but as he made his way down the steps and over to the car, Tate turned to him, his face devoid of any emotion.
�Can we please leave?�
So cool, so polite, and�as Logan unlocked the car and Tate got in, he realized�so distant.
One thing was for certain. Tate sure as hell hadn�t denied a damn thing.
* * *
Tate didn�t remember getting into the car, and he didn�t remember the drive back to the city, but when they pulled into the parking garage and the ignition turned off, he realized he was home.
He was numb. Completely and utterly numb.
�Hey?�
Logan.
This was the first he�d been aware of him trying to talk this entire time, but he had nothing to say�not a thing.
�Hey, look at me,� he said again, and Tate made himself turn to face him. �This will work itself out.�
Tate wasn�t sure he believed him and found it too hard to look him in the eye and say so. So he turned away instead.
�They were shocked and angry, but I�m sure they�ll come around.�
Would they? 
He didn�t think so, and what did that mean? That his family didn�t want to see him again�ever? The thought sent a wave of nausea through him, so he pushed the door open and forced himself to get out.
Jesus, fuck. What did I do?
He placed a palm on the side of the car and bent at the waist, trying to catch his breath. He closed his eyes when he heard the other door open, and when a hand touched his shoulder, Tate immediately backed up and straightened.
The hurt that skidded across Logan�s face tore at him, but as he struggled to remain upright, all he could hear in his head was, Don�t come back.
�You okay?�
God, since when did he start saying all the right things?
�Tate? Talk to me.�
He didn�t know what to say, so when he finally met Logan�s eyes, he swallowed and said all he could think of. �I need to go.�
Logan nodded and moved aside. �Okay. You want to go upstairs?�
�Yes,� he pushed past the lump in his throat. When Logan locked his car to come with him, he added, �By myself.�
Tate knew the second Logan realized what he was saying, because he walked closer and reached out to touch him.
Again, he backed away. If Logan touched him right now, he wasn�t sure what would happen. He felt as if he were about to fall apart.
�If that�s what you want.�
Tate couldn�t bring himself to look at him for fear of what he�d see. �It is.�
�Then I�ll go. I�ll call you later.�
�No,� he rushed out before he lost his nerve.
�No?� Logan questioned.
Tate heard the slight break in his voice, and he hated himself for what he was doing, even as he continued to do it.
�You need to be more specific than that, Tate.�
He knew the only way Logan would listen and believe him was if he looked at him and said it. So he made himself stand the fuck up and face him like a man.
�I need some time to process, some space.�
Logan pushed a hand into his pocket and brought the other up to his face, where he rubbed his chin. �Time? As in��
�I don�t know,� he admitted. He hadn�t thought it all through. He just knew what he needed�to be by himself.
Logan took a step closer, but this time, he didn�t attempt to touch him. �How much time are we talking here? A day? Two days, a week?�
�I don�t know! I just need to think, to decide if this is worth�� He shut his mouth on the words he�d been about to say, but Logan wasn�t letting him off that easy.
�Go ahead. Say it. We both know you�re thinking it.�
Am I thinking it? 
He didn�t seem to know what the hell he was thinking.
�Say it, Tate,� Logan demanded, his voice low and menacing.
He swallowed and faced Logan head on. He deserved that much. �I don�t know that this will be worth losing my family. I knew they�d be upset but��
�I see.�
Logan spun away and began pacing with both hands in his pockets as if he weren�t sure he could control himself. When he came to a stop in front of him, his hurt finally surfaced in the form of anger, and Tate braced himself.
�You�re not sure that I�m worth it, is what you really mean.�
He didn�t know what he meant right then.
�I just need some fucking space, okay?"
�Okay. Fine. If that's what you need.��Logan brushed it off and walked back around to his side of the car.
�It is,� he told him, watching as Logan unlocked the vehicle and opened the door.
He stared across the roof at him and shrugged�the wall firmly back in place, the pissed-off expression saying all the things he wasn�t. �Okay.�
Tate knew he should leave it at that, but as Logan moved to get into his car, he called out, �Logan?"
He paused and looked his way, and it was the first time that Tate had seen those blue eyes of his full of hurt. �What?�
�I�ll call you.�
�Yeah...You do that.�
But as he got into the car and drove away, Tate knew he didn�t believe him for a minute. He wasn�t sure he believed himself either.

PART TWO
Acceptance:
Approval; agreement with an idea; favorable reception.
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Five days later�
It amazed Logan how a normal five-day week could turn into the longest stretch of time imaginable.
Five days. One hundred and twenty hours. Seven thousand, two hundred excruciating minutes. 
That was how long it�d been since he�d seen or heard from Tate.
He�d told himself many times over to respect the guy, give him the space he needed, but as each day came and went and he heard nothing, he was slowly losing his resolve to stay away.
He�d gotten home Sunday afternoon and spent hours staring at his phone like some lovesick idiot. When nothing happened, he called Cole and told him he was taking Monday off.
Which has since turned into a week.
Sitting on his couch, Logan watched the reruns playing on TV and reminded himself that this was the very reason he didn�t do relationships. This ache in his heart. The way his chest constricted every time the phone rang. Not to mention the way he couldn�t stop wondering where the hell Tate was and what he was doing.
It was driving him fucking crazy.
He brought his bottle of Corona to his lips and drained it dry as a loud pounding started on his door. Closing his eyes, Logan wished them away. He wasn�t in the mood to deal with anyone, unless it was�
�Open the damn door, Logan!�
Great. Just what I need. Cole.
�Your doorman said you were here!�
Fuck. Of course he did.
Standing, Logan dropped the empty bottle down on the couch and walked over to his front door. He pulled it open and scowled at his brother, who was standing on the other side.
Without so much as a hello, Cole stepped forward, and as their shoulders connected roughly, Logan stumbled.
�You look like shit,� Cole announced, quickly assessing him.
With a flick of his hand, Logan slammed the door and turned to see Cole had stopped in his living room and was surveying the damage he�d inflicted last Sunday night�he still hadn�t bothered cleaning up.
�Thanks. I dressed up just for you.�
Logan walked back down the hall and stopped behind Cole, using the wall for support. He waited as his brother silently scanned the room. Then he turned to face him. Feeling defensive, Logan crossed his arms over his chest.
He wasn�t in the mood for the third fucking degree.
�Are we going to ignore the obvious?�
Logan moved away from the wall and shrugged. �If you mean that you aren�t welcome, then no. I�m quite happy to tell you to get the fuck out.�
Ignoring that completely, Cole pointed out, �It�s not like you to cancel a court hearing and miss several days at such short notice.�
�I wasn�t aware that I had to run it by you. Last time I checked, the business card in my wallet read Mitchell and Madison. Which means I can take a couple of days off without you getting on my ass.�
It wasn�t often that Cole�s temper surfaced, but when it did, Logan tried to be a good distance away. However, that wasn�t the case right now, and as Cole strode forward, Logan stood his ground. He was spoiling for a fight, and if it couldn�t be with Tate, he�d take the next best thing.
�What the hell happened in here? Where�s Tate?� Cole demanded.
�None of your fucking business. Since when have you been so interested in my personal life and who I�m fucking?�
In a flash, Logan was shoved hard, and found his back against the wall with Cole snarling at him.
�If you were just fucking him, I wouldn�t give a shit either way. But you�re not!�
Angling his chin up, Logan glared at Cole so hard that his head began to pound. �What the hell do you know?�
�I know you have never referred to someone as your boyfriend ever. I�ve never seen you look at someone the way you look at him. And I have never seen you go crazy because someone didn�t pick you to be on his damn Pictionary team.�
Lifting his hands, Logan pushed Cole away, but the guy didn�t fucking budge.
�Get out of my way.�
�No. Not until you tell me what happened here. Why is the coffee table broken?�
Stubbornly, they stared at one another, and Logan knew nothing would move Cole but an explanation.
�Because I broke it.�
Cole frowned and looked down, obviously trying to see his hands. Logan held them up, showing his knuckles.
�I�m fine. I didn�t use my fists. I threw my loose change bowl.�
�And Tate?�
Just hearing his name made Logan wince.
�What about him?�
�Where is he?�
�How the hell should I know?�
Cole�s brows rose as he waited.
Feeling defeated, Logan slumped back against the wall and answered, �I haven�t seen or heard from him since Sunday. When he told me to give him some space.�
Cole moved back into the living room. �I�m assuming that upset you a little bit.�
�Aren�t you a barrel of laughs tonight.�
Logan made his way around his brother and headed to the kitchen. Cole followed and stopped at the counter, loosening his tie.
�What happened?�
Logan opened the fridge and realized he had absolutely nothing to offer. Shutting it, he turned and leaned back up against it.
�I don�t have anything to give you.�
�Did I ask for anything? How about you start by giving me some answers.�
Logan debated that in his head when his phone went off. His eyes moved over Cole�s shoulder.
�Go and check it, Romeo.�
Feeling like a moron, Logan grumbled, �Shut up,� but that didn�t stop him from going to get his phone.
He picked it up and actually felt a slither of that bitch emotion hope get through the cracks. Logan checked the message, then he squeezed his eyes shut and his hand tightened before he threw it back on the couch.
Not Tate.
�Okay. Start talking.�
Logan reluctantly turned around to face his brother. �Sunday was a fucking disaster.�
�I gathered as much.� Cole took a seat on one of the stools and rolled his sleeves up like he was settling in. Umm, not if he could help it. �Did you do something?�
�No. For once, I didn�t do anything.� Logan paused then shrugged. �Shocking, I know.�
�So what did happen?�
�Let�s see. We drove to his parents� house. Diana was there��
�Oh hell,� Cole muttered.
�Yeah, no shit. We didn�t even get to lunch. His mother basically told him I wasn�t welcome and he wasn�t either until he got rid of me.�
�So he did?�
Logan shook his head. �No. He did the exact opposite. He announced that we were sleeping together and that it was awesome�then left.�
It took a lot to shock his brother, but Cole�s mouth fell open. Logan knew the feeling. That had been him a week ago.
�Then?�
�Then we drove back to his place, and before I could say anything, he was telling me he needed space and time to think.�
Cole rubbed the side of his face and asked, �Well, that�s a pretty normal reaction, don�t you think? In light of everything that happened? Maybe he just needs to cool down.�
Logan ran a hand through his hair and realized he really needed to wash it. �I suppose. But fuck, waiting sucks.�
Cole�s mouth twisted into a sly smile. �Then don�t wait.�
�What?�
�Don�t. Wait.�
Cole stood and walked over to him, and Logan had no idea what he was about to do until he reached out and clasped both of his arms. He pulled him forward, and before Logan knew it, Cole hugged him.
Up until that moment, he hadn�t realized that he�d needed one. But as the security Cole offered surrounded him, Logan grabbed him and hugged him back as if he were a much-needed lifeline.
�He�s not Chris,� Cole reiterated, and as his words swept over him, Logan closed his eyes and remembered Tate saying something similar the week before. �He�s just scared.�
Logan swallowed, and while he wasn�t under scrutiny, he found he could say the words, �So am I.�
Cole didn�t mock him and tell him not to be. He just remained steady and silent, knowing that was what he needed.
After several seconds, which felt like hours, Logan heard, �Go and find him and tell him that he has no reason to be.�
Logan pulled back from his brother. �Just go find him, huh?�
Cole winked at him and grinned. �Actually, I already found him. When I went looking for you, I ran into his coworker.�
* * *
Tate stood off to the side in a dark corner of HAZE and observed. For the last three nights, he�d been coming down here to watch.
Watch and wait�to see if anyone piqued his interest.
Apparently no one had, because he was still against the wall, cradling a glass of Patron he hadn�t touched. He�d called into work a couple of days back and told Amelia he wasn�t feeling well and had to take a few nights off.
She�d agreed to take his shift but explained that he owed her. He knew that meant days and weekends he�d rather not work, but right now, he needed to think.
It had taken actually deleting Logan�s number not to call, but Tate also knew in the back of his mind he�d easily be able to find the guy. He was half of one of the most prestigious law firms in Chicago.
Logan Mitchell. 
A man full of brash bravado who projected nothing other than confidence to the world, but underneath that flawless fa�ade was a man fighting his own fears. He had everything to offer and was afraid to for fear of rejection.
A fear Logan probably now believed was founded due to his very actions.
The truth of the matter was, walking away from Logan last week was what had been right for him. He�d needed some time to regroup, time to assess what he wanted�really wanted�without the charismatic man clouding his judgment.
Ever since the night he�d first turned up at Logan�s place, Tate had barely stopped to think, let alone spent more than a day or two away from him. But after five days without the sexy-as-sin lawyer, Tate was more than aware of who he wanted in his life.
�Hey there.� The bubbly female voice found him over the loud thump of music.
He raised his drink, took a sip of the cool, clear alcohol, and looked her over. Blonde, stacked, and wrapped up nicely in one of the smallest pieces of black material he�d ever seen.
She was hot and knew it.
�Hey,� he replied, not overly interested but not rude enough to ignore.
�I�ve seen you in here the last couple of nights,� she told him, moving in closer. Her sweet perfume was overpowering as it wafted over to him.
�Oh yeah?�
She placed a perfectly manicured hand on his black jacket and licked her red lips. �Mhmm, yes. I�ve been watching you.�
Well, shit.
He�d wanted to see if anyone could interest him, and as the woman beside him tried her best, Tate felt�nothing.
�And what have you seen?�
�You. Standing against the wall, which is a complete waste. Drinking, observing, then leaving. Without one dance.�
He shrugged. �Haven�t really felt like dancing.�
�What about tonight?� she dared to ask.
He knew where this was going, but unfortunately for her, it wasn�t going to work.
�What about it?�
�Want to dance with me?�
Not really, but� �What the hell.�
Tate placed his glass on a table and took her hand, moving out onto the packed dance floor. He couldn�t remember the last time he�d danced, and right now, the idea of losing himself in the pulsating rhythm appealed to him.
Closing his eyes, he tipped his head back and began moving with the beat.
This is what he needed. Well maybe not exactly this, but for right now, it would do.
When two hands took his waist, Tate imagined they were stronger and much larger. He placed his arms on her shoulders, and as her fingers crept around to the middle of his back, he pictured opening his eyes and seeing smoldering blue. He thought of the way Logan would feel while moving his hips against him. He wouldn�t leave an inch between them. No�he�d have their bodies plastered against one another, and his hands would definitely be on his ass. Or one would be in his hair.
Tate also knew he�d feel his mouth somewhere on him, probably his neck. Yeah. He could almost feel it. Logan�s full lips trailing up his neck to his ear, where he�d no doubt say something absolutely filthy�
�Well, isn�t this fucking cozy.�
Okay�not what he was thinking, but Tate kept his eyes closed and went with it, hoping to hear his voice again. It wasn�t until the body pressed to his moved away that he opened his eyes.
�Excuse me,� his dance partner complained as she faced the person who�d interrupted them.
Tate also turned to see what the problem was, and what he saw, he couldn�t have dreamed up.
The man currently glaring at him was in no way smoldering. He was fuming mad.
Gone was the immaculate, clean-cut version of Logan he was used to, and in his place was an unshaven, sexier-than-imaginable version. And he was clearly pissed.
Holy shit.
�You needed some time, huh?� The words were full of rage as Logan glared at him.
Tate checked on the woman who was glancing between the two of them and then returned his attention to the more imminent threat�Logan. He didn�t move as Logan placed his mouth by his ear.
But instead of the sexual come-on he�d been imagining, he heard, �Feeling like a little pussy lately, huh, Tate?�
Tate turned his head so their lips were closer than acceptable for just friends, and every part of his body reacted.
Before he had the opportunity to say a word, Logan stepped away and shouted over the music, �You may want to dance a little closer than that, hun.�
Shit.
A defensive Logan was like a bull in a china shop. He didn�t stop and think about the best way to leave the situation. He just rammed into everything, to hell with what he broke or smashed along the way.
�And enjoy him while you can. Because this guy? He likes his space.�
Tate got between the two of them and put his hands up as if to calm Logan. �You done?�
�I haven�t even started.�
Tate reached out a hand to stop Logan from walking around him and stated loud enough that he�d hear, �I was going to call when I got home. You�re making a scene, so shut it, would you?�
He didn�t budge as Logan came closer, and when the strong hand he�d imagined earlier snaked down between them to cradle his stiffening cock, Logan narrowed his eyes on him.
�Want to make me? Or do you want to take this hard-on you got just by seeing me and do something useful with it instead of sticking your tongue in this woman's mouth and trying to get off?�
Tate closed his eyes as the pleasure of having Logan near him�touching him�hit him all over again. �I didn�t have my tongue in her mouth.�
Logan brought his face in close enough that the scruff on his cheek abraded his own smooth one. �Why not? She has a very nice mouth.�
Tate grabbed Logan�s arms as a low groan left his throat. He�d forgotten all about the woman and was now focused on the throbbing music that was matching time with the blood pumping through his veins.
�I wanted yours.�
�Did you?� Logan teased, flicking his tongue over his lobe. �Could�ve fooled me. Five days is a long time.�
�Was gonna call tonight,� he managed.
Logan�s teeth bit his ear, and he said, �You�re too late.�
He was released abruptly, and as quickly as Logan had appeared, he was gone.
* * *
Fuck this night. In fact, fuck this entire week.
Logan stormed out of the club and handed his ticket to the valet.
When Cole had told him Tate was down at HAZE, he�d assumed he�d find him sitting at the bar, drinking�possibly as miserable as himself.
But to walk into the club, scan the dance floor, and find him gorgeous as ever in his jeans and leather, draped all over some big-titted blonde�That was not what he�d expected to see.
So yeah, fuck this night.
Still fuming, he started tapping his foot on the concrete.
Where the hell is my car?
�Running away?�
Logan grit his teeth and turned to face the man he�d somehow known would follow him outside. �Me? You�ve got some fucking nerve, Tate. Just go back to your little lady, would you?�
Tate handed his own ticket to one of the other valets, and as he left to go and get his death mobile�no doubt�Tate moved around to stand in front of him.
�I was going to call.�
�I don�t give a fuck,� he replied, looking around�anywhere but at the temptation in front of him.
�Yes, you do.�
He was done. He was sick of wondering where the hell he stood when it came to Tate, so maybe it was time to tell him just that.
�So what if I do? Does it make you feel good knowing I waited around for you to call? You know what, step up or fuck off.�
Logan watched as Tate�s eyes widened, but he said nothing, and when his car was pulled to a stop at the curb, he walked around Tate and tipped the valet.
As he got in the car, he glanced in the rearview mirror and saw Tate climbing on the back of his bike. It had him pushing his foot hard on the accelerator.
If you want me, come fucking get me.
* * *
Tate kept his eyes on the taillights of Logan�s silver Audi R8 as he floored it through the quiet night streets. It was late, nearly midnight, and even though there was some traffic, it wasn�t enough to stop Logan from running�and him from chasing.
He watched as the car ahead of him crossed over to the outside lane and floored it up a straight stretch of road. When they came to a stop at a red light, he pulled up beside Logan and made sure to look at the tinted window. He couldn�t see in, but he knew Logan was watching him, and it was made clear when the car behind them honked at the green light they�d both missed.
Like a gunshot, Logan punched the car into gear and hurtled down the road. Tate fell back so he was following behind, and when Logan took a left, he was sure to follow.
He knew where Logan was going�home�and he had to wonder what exactly he expected would happen once they arrived.
Making a right at the final turn, Logan pulled into the drive that led them down to the underground parking, and Tate followed in after. Apparently, that was okay because the gate remained open long enough for him to drive inside.
The parking garage was quiet except for the low rumble of Logan�s engine, and when he turned into his parking spot and shut off the vehicle, Tate maneuvered his bike in to fit beside him.
He took his helmet off, placed it on the fuel tank between his thighs, and waited. His heart was hammering and his blood was rushing around his ears as Logan opened his door and got out.
He looked at him over the roof of his car and then slammed the door shut. The echo of it was thunderous in the dark garage as he made his way around the back of the car and over to him.
Tate climbed off the bike and tried to imagine what was about to go down. In his mind, it could go one of two ways.
Logan could tell him to fuck off or he could get the first word in.
He went with the latter.
�It�s rude to leave in the middle of an argument.�
�We weren�t in the middle. We were at the end,� Logan stated, stopping in front of him.
God, he looks amazing.
His black hair was slicked back, and the black pants and white shirt he was wearing paired with a suit jacket that seemed velvety to touch all came together to make Logan look like a fucking rock God�but he would not let that distract him.
�No,� Tate told him. �You got pissed off because someone didn�t do what you wanted. Someone told you no. Told you that they needed space.�
�Is that what you think?�
�It's not what I think. It�s what I know. Everyone knows that Logan Mitchell is the player. The one who never gets turned down if he wants something. I also imagine you�ve never heard the words �I�ll call you.� How�d that feel?�
Tate couldn�t believe the stuff flying out of his mouth, but the more he talked, the angrier he became. He was angry that Logan would accuse him of going elsewhere, and angry that he�d question his own feelings in the first place.
�God, you�re being an asshole right now,� Logan growled as he shoved him slightly until his back was against the concrete pillar. �You made me wait for five fucking days! No phone call, no text, no �Hey, I still want to do this.� Just nothing�silence. So your parents freaked the fuck out. Whose didn't? Did you expect them to greet you with open arms?�
Tate shook his head, frustrated with Logan�but more so with himself. �I expected them to be a little more fucking compassionate, yes!�
Logan scoffed at him. �Yeah? Well, welcome to the real world.�
In an instant, Tate�s fury turned to dejection. �I don�t even know why I bothered following you tonight. I�m just gonna go.�
Logan scratched the thick stubble covering his chin. �Wow�you know what? Yeah, just go,� he said, his voice deceptively low as he started pacing. �Leave�Why not, right?�
He went to move around Logan, but before he knew it, he felt two hands on his shoulders pinning him in place. Logan�s blue eyes scanned his face in some kind of frantic search, and then he just�exploded.
�Leave? Of course, just leave. Fuck me for being so stupid,� he fumed and then dropped his hands away. �And fuck you for making me fall in love with you.�
Tate blinked several times as if Logan had just sucker-punched him.
He stood frozen as Logan walked back and forth, and then, as if he�d come to some inner conclusion, he spun on his heels and stormed back around to his car door.
But there was no way Tate was letting him go after that.
He ran around the other end of the car and got to the driver�s side just before Logan, blocking his way.
Finally finding his tongue, he asked, �What did you just say to me?�
�You need to move,� Logan advised, devoid now of all emotion.
Tate didn�t budge, not even to blink. He just stood there staring back at him.
Did he really just say�
�I said move, Tate.�
Logan reached out to push him aside, and still he stood his ground.
By that point, Logan was all bluster, his anger masking the emotions he�d let surface�the emotions that terrified him.
�Get. Out. Of. My. Way.�
Tate stubbornly shook his head. He�d be damned if he was going to let him leave without acknowledging his words. Plus, who knew where the hell he was going? They were already at his house.
What other options are there?
Apparently done with waiting, Logan grabbed his arm and shoved him aside. �I'm going to get in my car and drive out of here. You can either get in and come with me or never see me again. It's your choice, Tate.� Then he got in the car and slammed the door.
His choice, was it? Not any longer, it wasn�t.
It had stopped being a choice when Tate realized it wasn�t his head but his heart deciding.
He quickly walked around to the passenger�s side door, opened it, and got in. Once the door shut and secured him inside, he looked across the console to Logan.
�Logan?� He waited, and when nothing came, he whispered, �I love you too.�
The only sound in the car was his breathing�until Logan started the engine and revealed four words that almost shattered him.
�I don�t believe you.
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Logan stared out the windshield as he drove up the highway and told himself to focus on the road, not the mute man sitting beside him. He was still reeling from what happened back at his place, replaying the words over in his head.
They�d been driving around an hour now, and he was surprised Tate hadn�t spoken since they�d left. The last words he�d said were, �I love you too.�
Unable to help himself, Logan took a quick moment to glance at the passenger�s seat and found Tate angled toward him. His back was half pressed against the door, his arms crossed over his chest. Logan then looked up to find him watching his quick perusal with such quiet intensity.
�Where are we going?�
Finally. Something to focus on other than, �I love you too.�
�Do you care?�
Logan knew he sounded surly, but that was too fucking bad. He�d had a shitty week. His plan to go to HAZE and ask Tate to go away with him had not gone the way he�d anticipated.
Instead, everything had just gotten shittier until, �I love you too.�
�Yes, I care. Especially since I need to come up with a good excuse for being gone.�
�New Buffalo,� Logan told him, and when he got no response, he looked over at Tate who gave a few slow nods.
�What�s in New Buffalo?�
Logan saw his exit coming up and crossed several lanes, ready to leave the highway. �A beach.�
�I know that. I�ve been there before.�
�Then why�d you ask?�
Tate sighed and then asked, �Are you gonna be like this the entire time?�
�And how�s that?�
�Pissed off, annoyed, moody?�
Logan took the off-ramp, and when he pulled to a stop at a red light, he turned to face his passenger. �Yeah, I think I might be. At least for the rest of the night.�
�It�s already the morning.�
�Then at least until noon. Smartass.�
The light changed to green and Logan put his foot on the gas. There was silence in the car again until, �I was going to call you.�
Logan ran a hand back through his hair but offered no reply.
* * *
Tate continued to watch the guarded man focused on his driving.
�Why can�t you ever just say what you�re really feeling?�
Logan whipped his head around and drilled him with an expression so fierce that Tate was surprised it didn�t leave marks on him where it held him in place.
�I do say what I�m feeling.�
�No you don�t.�
Logan made a turn onto a street and remained silent.
�Okay,� Tate mused. Then he stated quite adamantly, �I love you,� and waited for a reaction.
He watched Logan pull his bottom lip behind his top teeth as if he were holding back his words. Then he released it and said, �I told you how I feel about that.�
Tate remembered all too well. �You said you didn�t believe me.�
�That�s right.�
Tate shrugged as if it didn�t bother him, when really, it cut deep�really fucking deep. �You may not believe me, but it�s true. And at least I can say the words.�
�I can say them.�
�Ah huh,� Tate placated, but he said nothing else.
He felt his mouth curving into a victorious smile as Logan pulled off onto a side street and parked, keeping the engine idling.
�What�s that supposed to mean?�
�It means you always mask what you�re really feeling. Even earlier, you didn�t actually say the words.�
Tate knew he was slowly chipping away at Logan�s annoyance because he now had one hand up on the headrest and his fingers were very lightly�almost as if he didn�t even notice�touching his hair.
�I said them. Maybe you didn�t hear me after spending the night in a club.�
Tate decided if ever there was a time to remind Logan that he was exactly where he wanted to be, that time was now. He reached out, took him by the lapels, and jerked him across the console. When their noses were touching, he ran his fingers along the scruff covering Logan�s jawline.
�I didn�t think it was possible for you to be any sexier, but damn, Logan�you proved me wrong.�
This close, he could see the way Logan�s eyes dilated in response, but the pleasure was short-lived when he heard him ask in a gruff voice, �Then why did you leave me?�
Before Tate could remind him that he hadn�t left�he�d just needed space�Logan cupped the back of his neck and connected their mouths.
Molten fire lit his veins as his lips parted and Logan pushed inside. As their tongues tasted and they strained to get closer to one another, Tate felt the hand at the back of his neck slide up into his hair.
He groaned as Logan�s fingers twisted and tightened, reminding him that he loved the slight bite of pain that came when getting his hair pulled.
Damn, I�ve missed this�missed him. 
The forceful way Logan took what he wanted and demanded that he do the same made Tate�s body respond in a way it never had with anyone else.
As a deep growl reverberated through the car, Tate felt his cock harden in response. Then Logan pulled his mouth free and demanded, �Stop.�
�Stop?� Tate repeated, not quite sure he�d heard correctly. He couldn�t remember that word ever leaving Logan�s mouth.
�Yes. Stop,� he said again, moving to his side of the car.
Tate sat back in his seat, pressed a palm to his erection, and moaned.
�Don�t do it.�
He looked over to see Logan�s eyes moving between his hand and his face. �Don�t do what?�
�Sit there and get off in my car. You put me through the fucking wringer this week.�
�So you didn�t��
�Didn�t what? Jerk myself off to the guy who told me to get lost? No, I didn�t.�
Tate removed his hand, his cock instantly deflating. Then Logan�s voice cut through the tense silence.
�Tate?�
�Yeah?�
�A cabin.�
Tate looked confused as Logan pulled the car back out onto the main road.
�That�s what�s in New Buffalo. My cabin. And I want to see you in it.�
Well, Tate thought, Logan certainly had no problem telling him how he felt about that, and there was no way in hell he was going to argue with him.
* * *
Logan drove the car along the empty street to the cabin nestled in amongst the green forestry at the far end. He then turned onto the dirt drive and made his way down until he came to a stop in front of the two-story home made of brick and wood he�d purchased a little over three years ago.
He loved it out here. The quiet and the calm�the solitude.
Which would probably surprise most.
For so long, he�d been on his own. It was where he was most comfortable. So it was ironic that, as he sat in front of his sanctuary, he was more uncomfortable than ever. Stuck somewhere in the middle of hope and fear, he wasn�t sure how to cross the line into one or the other, and Tate wasn�t a decision he wanted to make lightly.
Pulling the keys out of the ignition, he turned to see Tate looking out the window.
�It�s too dark,� he said. �I can�t see anything.�
�You will in a couple of hours. The sun will be up before we know it.�
He moved to open the door when a hand landed on his arm. He turned to Tate but said nothing, just waited for him to speak.
�Thank you for bringing me here.�
Logan nodded and got out of the car, moving around to the trunk. He popped it open and grabbed a bag, and when he shut it, he found Tate standing by the vehicle.
His grip tightened on the handles of the bag, and he walked over to the stairs leading up to the front door. When he reached the top, he turned to see Tate waiting at the bottom of them, looking up at him.
�I don�t have anything.�
Logan clutched the bag in his hand and watched Tate as he climbed the stairs. When he reached him, Logan heard himself saying, �You have me.�
When that pearly white grin of Tate�s appeared, Logan backed away.
He is too fucking irresistible. 
He wanted to get his head on right. To gain a little perspective�think about all that had been said.
�Come on. Let me show you inside.�
�Logan?�
He�d just unlocked the door and pushed it open as Tate stopped next to him on his way in. �Hmm?�
�I�m sorry I didn�t call you sooner.�
Logan couldn�t explain why that was what he�d been waiting to hear�but it was. He knew that even just a simple text last week would have made him feel more�More what? Secure? Jesus, he hated feeling vulnerable.
He shut the door and flicked on a light. A rustic chandelier lit up the main living room and a huge stone fireplace on the far wall. As Tate looked around, Logan watched him.
�Wow. This place is�wow.�
Logan shrugged out of his jacket, placed it over one of the hooks on the wall by the door, and then walked farther into the room, stopping beside Tate.
�Yeah. I like it.�
Tate shook his head. �Like it? It�s fucking gorgeous.�
Logan felt the side of his mouth quirk at Tate�s obvious approval and then indicated with a tilt of his head that he should follow him as he showed him down a narrow hall.
�That�s the master bedroom down there,� he said, pointing to the far end door.
Tate nodded and looked where he was showing him. �Okay.�
Logan swallowed and then indicated behind Tate. �That�s the guest room in there.�
He watched as Tate turned his head to the room he�d pointed out, and once he was satisfied he knew where to go, Logan began walking down the hall to his room.
�Hey? Logan!�
He�d known it was coming, so he wasn�t surprised. He opened the door to the master bedroom and then turned to face Tate, who seemed�baffled.
�Yes?�
�So I�m��
�A guest?� he suggested.
�Yeah��
Logan reached up and began undoing his shirt buttons, and when he was halfway down, he said, �Yes. Right now, you�re my guest. Sleep well, Tate.�
He reached out and shut the door�stealing himself some time.
If Tate got five days to work out what he wanted, then he could damn well give him a few hours to catch the fuck up.
* * *
Tate walked into the �guest� room and turned the light on.
It was huge�and empty.
In the center was a bed the size of a swimming pool, and on the far side of the room was a tallboy dresser made out of beautiful carved wood. It almost looked hand carved to go along with the heavy bed frame.
He wandered across the lighter hardwood floors and sat down on the side of the bed. God, he was more exhausted than he�d realized.
As the mattress dipped down under him, he toed his shoes off and lay back across the cream duvet. The soft fabric enveloped him as he relaxed back into it and thought about the man at the far end of the hall.
He couldn�t actually believe Logan had sent him to a separate room. But then he remembered the look on Logan�s face last week and maybe�Yeah, I totally deserve it.
He could wait, and he would.
The complete and utter lack of tolerance from his parents had shown him one very important thing�love was not something that was simply there because you were born of the same blood, and it should never come with a fucking disclaimer.
He�d tried to call them during the past week and nothing. It was as if they�d decided he didn�t exist. They�d just cut him off like a rotting limb that was infecting the rest of the body, and he still wasn�t sure how that made him feel.
How could the people who were supposed to care the most hurt him so deep?
Don�t I deserve to be fucking happy?
And what it all came back to was Logan. Logan made him happy.
So now it was his turn. His turn to convince Logan that he, Tate Morrison, was worth it. When he wanted something, he was stubborn enough to wait it out and take it.
Logan would be his, and he wasn�t going anywhere until he had him.

19.

Logan woke the next morning to the sun slipping in through his bedroom window. He glanced at the time and groaned.
Fuck. 6:34 a.m. Sunrise, of course.
Yawning, he let his eyes adjust and looked out the window at one of the many ponds on his property.
When he�d been searching for a place and the realtor had brought him down the narrow street lined with cabins, Logan hadn�t thought this place was for him. That was until she turned onto his drive and weaved him back between the trees to show him the way the end property spread out behind the place.
It had taken two hours for her to walk him around the thirty acres and convince him this was the place he wanted, and he�d never regretted the decision.
He�d purposefully left the curtains off the bedroom window so he could see the view, so the sun waking him wasn�t unusual. It was, however, unwelcome after only a couple of hours sleep.
Of course that made him think of the night before and Tate.
He wondered if he was awake yet and, if he was, how things would be between them this morning. It was strange to be off his game, but when it came to Tate, he was starting to realize he needed a whole new rule book, and the first rule would read: No long periods of dead air space. 
Rolling to his side, Logan picked up his phone to check for any messages and was happy to find none. Cole said he�d take care of everything at the office, so he didn�t have to worry about that, but somewhere in the back of his mind, he�d thought maybe Tate would�
Okay, this is ridiculous. Just fucking text the guy.
He found Tate�s name and typed in: You up yet?
He put the phone down and tried not to stare at it while he waited for a response. He also reminded himself that Tate was just down the hall.
Then it vibrated.
Tate: Define up.
Usually, he was the first to slip in a sexual innuendo, but this morning, he wanted something different, so he typed: Awake.
Almost immediately, the phone buzzed.
Tate: Yeah, I�m awake.
Logan looked at the screen for a moment before writing: You sleep well?
Christ, when did I become the person who pussyfoots around a situation?
Tate: An hour or so�Logan?
Logan looked at his name, wondering where this would go if he responded. Well, there was only one way to find out: Tate?
One heartbeat, two heartbeats�
Tate: I missed you.
The words were so simple, and as he focused on them, Logan realized that it was the first time they�d ever been used in relation to himself.
While that made him happy, it also made him�wary.
He typed back: When? He needed to know if Tate had felt any of the misery he had during their time apart.
Tate: All of last week. Last night. Right now.
Logan felt a smile cross his mouth as he read the last message�at least three times. He didn�t think written words had ever been more satisfying, and then his phone vibrated and made him realize that the written word could be insanely powerful.
Tate: I miss lying beside you.
Suddenly, his heart wasn�t the only thing that was happy.
As he imagined Tate lying in the huge king-sized bed down the hall, his cock took immediate interest.
When he didn�t reply right away, his phone buzzed again.
Tate: Logan?
Quickly, he typed back: I�m here. It scared him that he couldn�t imagine a time where he wouldn�t be there if Tate wanted him.
He kept trying to think of that precise moment when Tate had slipped in under his defenses, because he sure as hell hadn�t pursued him with forever in mind.
The actual thought of forever still freaked him out�even as it was becoming more appealing.
Tate: Did you sleep well?
That was easy enough. No.
Tate: Why not?
He�d known that was coming, and his answer made his palms sweat. I missed you too.
Several minutes passed and he started to think he�d said the wrong thing, but then, as usual, his addiction reached out to him and reminded him he was still hooked.
Tate: I�m right down the hall.
Tate Morrison. He might as well change his name to temptation, because that�s what he was. Pure fucking temptation.
Logan steeled himself against what his body wanted and tried like hell to keep things above his waist. I know.
Tate: You don�t want to see me?
The text was innocent enough, but the tease was underlying. He knew Tate, and Logan could sense the way he was leading them, building them towards more than a casual texting session. I do.
Tate: Then come see me.
Groaning, Logan reached down under the sheet to press a palm against his morning erection. If I do, I�ll touch you.
He could almost see Tate�s grin when he read the next question.
Tate: And you don�t want that?
He shook his head. Of course I WANT that.
Tate: But?
But�I don�t think so. Not yet.
He was battling the desire to take his time and move slow against walking down the hall, opening the guest bedroom door, and pounding Tate into the mattress.
Then, frustrated, he typed out: You really fucking scared me last week. I thought that was it. That you were done with me.
Logan read his message and felt the fear from the last few days creep back inside. The pain of having everything he wanted ripped away had opened his eyes in ways he�d never expected.
At first, he�d been furious, but it was after the anger seeped out that the empty sadness had found him. When he�d really thought he�d lost him.
Tate: I know�I�m sorry.
And Logan knew that he was. Logically, he was aware that Tate had needed time. But to go from having him available and within talking and touching distance to nothing�Well, it was a reality he never wanted to experience again.
I know.
Fuck. This was not like him. He wasn�t the kind to hold a grudge, and he certainly didn�t believe in that bullshit of withholding sex. But right now, he needed to make sure that his heart was strong enough for whatever was ahead of them.
Because his heart was now one hundred percent involved.
Tate: Logan?
Yeah?
He waited for whatever Tate was going to write, but instead of words, an image loaded on his phone that made him ache with longing.
There, staring back at him, was Tate.
The curve of his lips was subtle but definitely there.
Total sex face.
His brown curls were visible against the cream pillow, and the photo caught a glimpse of the top of his chest with all of that delicious honeyed skin. He�d sent it with the caption: Wish you were right here, lying beside me.
Fucking hell. So do I.
God, Tate. You�re fucking gorgeous.
He took another look at the photo and found himself stroking his cock.
Damn, I can�t stop looking, he typed, his hand moving faster.
The morning shadow lining Tate�s cheeks made Logan want to lick and bite his way up his jaw, and as he imagined just that, another message flashed up.
Tate: Just looking? Or�
Definitely or�
Logan knew nothing would stop this from going below his waist now. He was already there.
Tate: So you still want to...
Be with you? Yes. Don�t doubt it, Tate. My head may be thinking things over but my cock is sure of what it wants, and you�re it.
Yeah, his heart had said its piece this morning. Now it was his cock�s turn.
* * *
Tate�s hard-on knew whom it wanted too, and even rooms away, Logan still had him ready to go.
When his phone chimed earlier, he�d hoped it was Logan, and after pulling some hard truths from his moody lodger, Tate was determined to see if Logan was closed off to his reaching out with the need to�be needed again.
What he really wanted was to touch Logan, to show him that he cared, but for now, this would work�if Logan was open to a bit of play.
With his phone in one hand and the other down between his legs, Tate remembered the first time they�d done this. He�d been so unsure that night, but by the end of it, had the best orgasm he�d had in months.
He was not unsure this morning, and he was going to chase after that amazing release. The one he knew was right there, in Logan�s hands. He was the only one who could give it to him.
He imagined Logan naked and hard, ready for him, and text back: That�s one hot visual.
Logan: Is it?
Jesus, yes it is. He pushed his hips up into his palm. He wasn�t about to play coy now. The teasing was done, and he wanted Logan to take him there as only he could.
Yes. When you�re turned on, nothing compares. Everyone should be so lucky to see. But I don�t share, so they can fuck off. He hit send, and then, quicker than he thought his fingers could type, he followed up with: You�re even sexy when you hate me.
Not two seconds after the message was sent, his phone began ringing. Tate pressed answer and brought it to his ear.
�Hey.�
�I could never hate you.� Logan�s deep voice filtered through the phone and sent a shiver of desire straight down his spine. ��I missed you so much last week. I was a fucking mess.�
Tate winced at the thought of causing Logan pain. He needed him to know that it hadn�t been easy for him either.
�I had to delete your number just so I wouldn�t call.�
He heard a muffled, �Fuck,� at the other end of the phone.
Then Tate admitted in a low voice, �I hated not talking to you. Not seeing you. And I�ve discovered I need to be touched by you�daily.�
The groan that reverberated through the phone sounded anguished, part pleasure and part pain. He knew Logan had been worried that he�d changed his mind about them, but it was time to reiterate what the separation had meant to him.
�I needed to know that if I was doing this, it was my choice. I didn�t want to resent you later.�
The soft huffs of Logan�s breath were all that could be heard, and they had Tate eagerly touching himself, knowing that Logan was probably doing the same.
�And?� Logan asked.
Tate felt his mouth curl into a grin. He had him.
�And�this is definitely my choice. You might have done the chasing in the beginning, but Logan��
�Yeah?�
�I�ve never been happier than when you caught me.�
Tate heard nothing, and then Logan ordered, �Get rid of the covers.�
�Okay,� Tate managed, loving the weight of that command. �Hang on,� he murmured, placing the phone down to push the covers to his feet. He moved to the center of the bed and picked the phone back up. �Okay. Done.�
�Prove it,� Logan demanded roughly.
Tate looked at his white boxer briefs and clearly visible erection. He brought the phone away from his ear and angled it down his body, taking a shot that would rival a dirty magazine.
He couldn�t wait for the reaction to�
�Fucking hell, Tate,� Logan rasped through the phone.
Tate shoved his hand into his briefs and gripped the base of his cock to begin slow, torturous pulls of his shaft. �What about you? Let me guess. You�re naked, right?�
Logan�s heavy breathing was so familiar Tate imagined him hovering above him, right by his ear.
�Yes. Hate wearing shit to bed. Gets in my way.�
�I wanna see,� Tate pleaded as he bent his legs and arched up into his hand, continuing to jerk off.
His heart raced as Logan told him to give him a second. Then his phone lit up and there on the screen was a view of Logan from the chest down, his treasure trail clearly pointing the way to the very plump and shiny head of his cock.
�Ahh, Logan. God, I want you,� he moaned, bringing the phone back to his ear. He dipped his hand down to cup his balls and squeezed. Fuck, he wanted to come.
�You didn�t take care of yourself last night, did you?� Logan�s voice was hoarse, like he was holding back�and Tate knew the feeling.
�No�� he managed, though he had no idea how, when he just wanted to clench his jaw and come�hard. �I waited like you told me to.�
�Good, because Tate��
Tate�s breathing was now coming at a record pace. It was unbelievable how much he craved Logan. Just hearing his voice had him at a fever pitch, ready to fucking explode.
�Yes?�
�I want to hear you all the way down here in my room when you come.�
Fuck. Yes. He wanted to hear Logan too.
Tate brought his hand to his mouth, spat in his palm, and then began masturbating to the thought of Logan several doors away doing the exact same thing.
There was no more conversation between them as they each listened to the fervent sounds they were pulling from one another. The erotic sighs, groans, and throaty curses pushed them both closer to the release they�d been working toward.
Tate pulled up the photo of Logan to get another detailed look at what he wished his mouth was on, and then Logan�s voice cut through the line.
�The only thing that would be hotter than listening to you go fucking crazy right now would be listening and watching as I bury my cock inside you.�
That did it. The reminder of Logan taking him.
Tate came so fiercely that the harsh shout of Logan�s name echoed loudly in his room, and he knew Logan heard him through the house because the responding growl that reverberated up the hall splintered through the phone, making him shoot his load all over his stomach.
Holy shit, Tate thought as he finally calmed, and smiled up at the ceiling. The next time Logan shouted for him like that, he would make sure to be within touching distance.

20.

After a record-quick shower, Logan made his way down the hall to see an empty guest room. He then continued on and out into the living space, but even that was empty. It wasn�t until he walked around the large, brown sofa and across the plush rug that he spotted him.
Tate was standing in the sun on his porch, wearing nothing but a navy-blue towel, and damn if that wasn�t the best view he�d ever seen out his window.
His hair was slicked back, obviously still wet from his shower, and he was bent at the waist with his forearms resting on the railing, which caused the towel to stretch nice and tight across his ass.
Logan walked over to the door that led outside, and as he pushed it open, Tate glanced back at him. The thrill he got as Tate�s eyes moved over him was electric, and when he straightened and turned, placing his hands behind him on the railing, it was all Logan could do not to go to him and drag him inside.
�Good morning,� Tate greeted with a cocky grin.
Logan strolled over to where he was standing and made sure not to touch when he stopped beside him. Instead, he put his hands on the rails and looked out at the view in front of him�a view he loved.
When Tate turned back around and took up the same position as before, Logan chuckled.
�A very good morning.�
�Yeah?� Tate asked, tilting his face in his direction.
He couldn�t help himself then. He reached out and pushed a stray curl back from Tate�s face.
�Best I�ve had in a week.�
Logan felt his breath catch when Tate�s eyes closed and he leaned into his fingers. It was as if he were gaining so much pleasure from the way he was stroking his hair that he just had to get closer�Logan knew the feeling.
�You like it when I do this? Touch your hair?�
A rumble emerged from deep within Tate, and when his eyes opened, Logan noticed they were heavy and full of invitation as he admitted, �I love it.�
Logan speared his hand fully into his hair and brought Tate back up so they were face to face. He leaned in and pressed a kiss to Tate�s lips, and when he opened them, Logan slipped his tongue inside for a better taste.
Tate�s hands landed on his waist, urging him closer, and Logan tightened his fingers and pulled his head back so he could put his mouth at his jaw.
�I wanted to do this when you sent that first photo this morning. Taste you. Bite you.�
He felt Tate�s hips grind against him, and Logan brought his other hand around to his ass to hold him still. He opened his mouth, scraped his teeth along Tate�s jaw, and worked his way up the side of his neck. The heavy breathing he�d listened to earlier was back, but now it was right there by his ear.
�This is a very flimsy towel, Tate.�
Logan smiled against his ear as the fingers on his waist dug in harder. Tate angled his head away, giving him more access to his neck.
He nuzzled his nose into the wet curls, inhaling the shampoo, and had the sudden urge to mark him. With that goal in mind, Logan sucked Tate�s taut skin between his lips until he heard him curse at the sting of pain.
�Did you just give me a hickey?�
Logan raised his head and licked his lips as he fingered the towel that was barely keeping Tate decent. �I did.�
Tate brought a hand up to his neck and ran his fingers over the red mark. �I�ve never had one of these before.�
�Is that right? I do so love being your first.�
Tate lowered his arm and looked down at himself before glancing back at him. �Exactly how many days are we staying here? I kind of have a job I�d like to keep and�umm�what am I supposed to wear?�
Logan felt his mouth curve at the questions.
Tate didn�t seem overly worried by the prospect of being gone, even though he hadn�t preplanned. In fact, the way he was looking at him made Logan think he was pretty fucking excited to be there.
�I was thinking a week when I called Pete�� he trailed off, thinking that Tate might be mad at first, but he just placed a hand on his chest.
�You called my boss?�
�Yeah,� he admitted and then shrugged it off. �It�s no big deal. I just thought we could go away and let things settle a bit. You know, after last week. And plus, Pete likes me.�
�Thank you. No one�s ever called my boss to get me out of work so they could spend time with me.�
Logan swallowed and didn�t know what to say in the face of such gratitude. His biggest fear wasn�t that he wouldn�t love him. It was�what if he did? How would he ever survive if he lost that?
How do people so readily hand over their hearts when I�m absolutely terrified to?
�Logan?�
�Hmm?�
�Let me back in.�
Logan blinked him into focus and placed his hand on top of Tate�s. �I�m trying.�
Tate nodded. �Then I�ll wait.�
�For how long?�
Tate�s eyes softened and the smile that touched his lips was full of sincerity as he promised, �As long as it takes.�
* * *
It turned out that Logan had packed a week�s worth of clothes for the both of them before he�d tracked him down last night. As Tate changed into a pair of jeans and a shirt, he checked himself out in the mirror, and there on the left side of his neck was a small but clearly visible bruise.
He felt his cock twitch at the memory of Logan�s mouth when it had applied the perfect amount of pressure to mark him.
God, Logan�s possessive side was so damn sexy.
He�d never thought that would appeal to him, but when it came to that man, Tate wanted to be branded by him. He wanted everyone to know they were together, that he was his.
So this was perfect, like an erotic signature.
He turned and left the room to find Logan waiting for him by the front door.
�You ready?� he asked.
�For?�
�We need to go and get a few things from town. Food for one.�
Tate stuffed his wallet into his back pocket and watched as Logan�s eyes followed his movements.
�You don�t need that.�
�Need what?�
�Your wallet.�
Tate continued walking toward him. �I�m paying for half the food, Logan.�
�I brought you here, so I�ll pay for the damn food.�
Tate stopped between Logan and the door. �No. Now let�s go. I�m hungry.�
He walked down the stairs and was making his way toward Logan�s car when he heard his name. He turned to see Logan walking in the opposite direction.
�This way.�
Tate followed and jogged a little to catch up. The property Logan�s cabin was built on was gorgeous and had him wondering, �How big is this place?�
Logan looked his way and smiled. �Thirty acres, give or take.�
Tate stopped where he was and had Logan coming to a standstill also. �Thirty acres?�
�Yep.�
�Damn,� he muttered, shaking his head. Then he started walking again, thinking for the first time of how much he didn�t have.
He was only a few years Logan�s junior and what did he have to show for it? A crappy apartment and a motorcycle his ex-wife was trying to get in their divorce. Yeah, he had some savings, but Logan...Well, Logan�s wealth was a little intimidating.
�Hey?�
Tate looked back to where Logan was still standing but said nothing.
�You okay?�
He nodded, trying to push aside his moment of insecurity, and asked, �Where are we going?�
Logan walked forward and indicated a barn farther up the path they were on. �We�re going to get my truck.�
That brought Tate out of his dispirited thoughts as he laughed and fell back into step with Logan. �You own a truck?�
�Yes. I do. Got a problem with that?�
Tate grinned. �Nope. You just don�t strike me as the truck kind.�
They reached the barn and Logan walked them down the side to the door. He opened it and flicked on the light. In front of them was the oldest, most beaten-up truck Tate had ever seen.
�That�s your truck?�
�Yes.�
�It�s so��
�So what?� Logan challenged as he pulled his keys from his pocket.
�Old?�
�Excuse me. I�ll have you know I was driving this baby all through college and she still runs like a dream.�
Tate watched as Logan walked over to run his hand over the scratched-up tailgate, and he was amazed that he even made that look sexy. Like he was stroking a lover.
�And it�s a she, huh?�
Now around at the passenger�s side, Logan opened the door and looked at him over the bed of the truck. �Yeah. Jealous?�
Laughing, Tate walked over to where Logan stood with a hand on the door and kissed him slowly on the mouth.
�I�m jealous of anything you stroke like that.�
�Get in the truck, Tate.�
�Or else?�
Logan stepped forward, crowding him back against the inside frame of the vehicle. �You�re not ready for the or else��
Tate had a pretty good idea what it entailed, but the side of him that was always curious dared to say, �Tell me anyway.�
Logan lowered a hand between his legs, curled his fingers around his cock, and squeezed. �Get in, or I�ll turn you around and fuck you right here, bent over the front seat of my truck.�
The threat was real and the promise so fucking arousing that Tate felt his ass clench at the thought, but he also knew Logan was right. He wasn�t ready for something like that. He needed preparation before he took Logan inside him.
His hips bucked against Logan�s palm, and the desire in his eyes made Tate think he was about to get it whether he was ready or not, but Logan placed a kiss on his cheek and promised, �When I finally have you again, it�s not gonna be in a barn, Tate. I�ve been waiting for you.�
Tate groaned as Logan rubbed the heel of his hand up over him.
�I�ve been waiting and wanting, and when I�m finally back inside you, I�m not gonna leave until I�ve fucked you so hard and long that we can barely move. And we need to be inside for that.�
�Yes...goddamn, Logan,� he cursed, his breathing erratic, and then he was released.
�Now get in the fucking truck before I change my mind.�
Tate swallowed and scrambled up into the seat, waiting as Logan slammed the door shut and walked around the front to open the main door of the barn.
Once he got in the driver�s side and their belts were buckled, Logan looked his way and said, �I swear, you make me break all my rules. But you know what?�
�What?� he asked, curious as to what Logan was thinking.
�It�s time for some new rules.�
* * *
Ten minutes later, they were walking around the local grocery store, shopping for a week�s worth of food. Logan looked across the produce aisle to where Tate was picking out tomatoes, struck by how right it felt.
�Three?� he asked, holding one up.
�Yeah. Three�s good.�
It was interesting to him, learning what Tate liked and disliked other than on his pizza, and when they got to the seafood counter and he pointed at the lobster, the reaction was not what he�d expected.
Tate screwed his nose up and shook his head.
�You don�t like lobster?�
�Nope,� he replied, walking farther down the display to the shrimp and fish.
�Who doesn�t like lobster?� Logan asked and moved beside him.
�Me,� Tate reconfirmed, bumping their shoulders. �It just never appealed to me. I don�t see what all the fuss is about.�
�But what about when it�s soaked in all that juicy butter?�
�Still�no.� Tate shrugged with a smirk.
�You�re a strange, strange man, Tate Morrison.�
Tate pointed inside the case. �I do like oysters.�
�Did you know it was reported that Casanova used to breakfast on fifty raw oysters every morning?�
Tate turned to him and Logan could see the wheels spinning when he finally said, �I�m thinking you�re just fine eating your toast and coffee.�
Logan grabbed Tate�s shirt, pulling him closer. �So you don�t think I need to up my oyster intake?�
�No,� Tate murmured. �I think you�re potent enough.�
Logan stroked his fingers over the small bruise on Tate�s neck. �Good, because I have to say, I�m not really a fan. Especially when there are other, more appetizing things to eat instead.�
Tate stepped away and pointed at him accusingly. �I thought we were shopping.�
�We are. Okay, since we can�t decide on seafood, how about steak? I can grill and we could have a salad and potatoes.�
Tate agreed and then started walking towards the rows of wine, calling out, �And how about a nice bottle of red?�
Oh yeah. Wine worked for him. 
If they were going to have the talk he wanted, wine was definitely required.
�Make it two.�
* * *
When they returned home, they unloaded the groceries, filling the fridge.
Tate was seated on one of the two stools at the kitchen island watching Logan as he moved around in front of him. He�d been given a beer and told to sit his ass down, so that�s what he�d done.
Logan was currently getting the ingredients together to marinate their steaks, and as he bent down to look in a cupboard for a bowl, Tate was happy to inspect the way his khaki shorts stretched over his ass.
�I think this is the first time you�ve cooked for me. Should I be worried?�
Logan glanced up at him from where he was squatting and nodded. �Very.�
Tate chuckled and lifted the beer to his lips as Logan went back to fumbling his way through the pots and pans.
�Ah! Found it.�
He stood up and raised the bowl, triumphant, and Tate smiled.
�What?�
�You�re kind of cute when you�re being domestic. Who knew?�
The pan clanged down onto the counter and Logan placed his hands on the edge of the granite. �Did you just call me cute?�
Tongue-in-cheek, Tate replied, �Maybe. Is that a problem?�
�Yes, that�s a problem,� Logan informed him before he stalked around the counter.
Tate watched the way his fingers trailed over the surface. Then he raised his eyes and swiveled on the stool so Logan could step in between his legs.
�Puppies are cute. Babies are cute�� Logan took his hand off the counter to run his fingers over the top of Tate�s thigh and informed him, �I am not cute.�
Tate acted as if the fingers on his leg weren�t affecting him, but when they brushed over the bulge in his jeans, he knew that Logan knew better.
�Do you usually have this kind of reaction to puppies, Tate?�
Tate casually raised the beer from the counter and took a long sip. It was mind-blowing he had that kind of reaction to anything.
�Nope. But now that you mention it, you do have some similar qualities. Puppies also try to hide behind a loud bark.�
Logan�s eyes moved to the bruise on his neck and then back to his. �Are you saying my bark is much worse than my bite?�
Tate�s cock throbbed at the reminder.
�Mhmm.�
�I think you like it when I bite,� Logan guessed with unerring accuracy. Then he ran the tips of his fingers over the purplish mark on his neck. �Maybe you�d like another.�
Yes please, he thought as Logan stared down at him with a look that had Tate reaching for him. He slipped his hands under the hunter-green shirt Logan was wearing and traced his fingers along the top of his shorts.
�You aren�t always cute.�
�No?�
Tate shook his head and slid off the stool, coming to his feet. He looked Logan in the eye and admitted, �No. Most of the time you�re incredibly intimidating.�
He could tell his words blindsided Logan because he stopped what he was doing and took a step back. Before he was out of reach though, Tate hooked his finger into his shorts and drew him back.
�Where you going?�
�Tate�� he muttered softly.
Tate ran his hand up to Logan�s neck and cupped the back of it, bringing his face close enough that their noses touched. �Yes?�
�I��
Now this is a first. Logan�s at a loss for words.
Tate ran his fingers through Logan�s hair and kissed the corner of his mouth. �What? Tell me.�
Logan�s arms encircled his waist and pulled him in until he had both arms banded around him. Tate wrapped his arms around Logan�s neck and held on.
How is this the first time we�ve shared a simple hug? 
But there was nothing simple about it.
He nuzzled his face into Logan�s neck and pressed his lips there in a soft kiss, and Logan�s arms tightened.
�I don�t ever want to intimidate you. Not ever.�
The way Logan said it, and the way he gripped him as though he were an anchor, led Tate to believe that there was much more being said here�more than the two of them in the room.
He pulled away slightly and studied the serious expression now reflected on Logan�s face.
�Hey. I didn�t mean it the way it sounded.�
�It�s fine,� Logan said as he rubbed a hand over his face. He stepped away and made a move to walk back into the kitchen, but Tate grabbed his arm.
�It�s not fine.� He stubbornly faced off with Logan, and then dropped his arm. �I just want to understand.�
He heard Logan sigh and then say, �You will. Just let me finish this so we can eat tonight, okay?�
Tate nodded, but could tell Logan was shaken.
He wanted to know what was going on there. He rarely saw Logan rattled, but as he picked up the pan and turned his back on him, Tate knew that, in his own way, Logan was hiding.
Tate understood that feeling, so he would give him what he needed and be there when he was ready, just as he had been for him.
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Logan heard the door behind him shut and let out a sigh of relief.
Tate had given him some room, a second to breathe on his own, and in that moment, he couldn�t have loved him more.
Yes, I love him. Recklessly and without caution.
He was all in, and he wanted Tate more than his next breath.
He reached for the salt and, seeing the way his hand shook, clenched his fist. There was no way he was going to let that asshole fuck this up for him all these years later. Not with Tate.
He finished up the steaks, placed them back in the fridge to soak, and suddenly felt the need to shower. He�d taken one earlier this morning, but now he just felt dirty.
Thinking about his past did that to him, and he wondered if Tate would want him after everything he had to say. He hoped so, because he honestly couldn�t imagine his life without him.
Walking down to his bedroom, he removed his shirt and shorts and then wandered into the large bathroom to step in the shower. Turning on the spray, he sighed as the warm water hit him and he stuck his head under.
Yes. This is what I need. 
If he could cleanse his mind, maybe he could then try and unburden his soul. Shifting so his back was under the faucet, he ran his hands up into his hair and closed his eyes.
He wanted to talk to Tate about this past week. Ask if he�d tried to get in touch with his parents, but instead, he was standing in the shower, shaking like a lost fucking cause.
For the first time in years, he really hated his inability to move forward and deal with the past, and he hated that Chris was still winning.
He tipped his head back under the water and tried to let the thoughts be washed from his mind. Maybe, if he was lucky, they�d get chased down the drain, never to be seen again. It wasn�t until he heard the shower door open that he wiped a hand over his face and saw Tate step inside, gloriously naked.
He was about to speak when Tate reached out and placed a finger against his lips.
�Shh��
Logan licked the water off his top lip, and when his tongue touched Tate�s finger, he shook his head. �I don�t want silence ever again. Not with you.�
�What do you want?� Tate whispered over the running water. �Be honest.�
When he stepped closer and cupped either side of his neck, Logan�s heart ached as it pounded in his chest. Then he raised his hands to circle Tate�s wrists.
�I want to know where you are when you aren�t with me, and I�ll wish I�m there.�
Can�t get more honest than that.
He waited to see if Tate would go running, but instead, he licked the condensation from his lips and started to walk him backwards until his ass and shoulder blades were up against the glass wall of the shower.
Logan released his hold on Tate�s wrists and reached for his hips when he shook his head and gave him a cheeky grin.
�Put your hands on the glass, Mr. Mitchell.�
Fuck.
The order, the name�Tate was in full take mode, and Logan was ready.
He swallowed and flattened his palms on the glass by either side of his legs just as he�d been told.
�Very good,� Tate praised. �Now, about what you said. How about we make it a rule in this new rule book of ours? I�ll tell you where I am if you show me the same courtesy. I hated not knowing.�
Logan felt a little less idiotic after that confession and felt his lips twitch. �Yeah?�
Tate pressed his wet mouth to his and smiled against his lips. �Yeah.�
Logan almost whimpered as Tate sank his teeth into his bottom lip just the way he liked it.
�You don�t get it, do you? It wasn�t that I didn�t want you,� Tate confessed. �It was because I wanted you so much. I needed space to be able to think. Because around you, all I want to do is fall without thought.�
Before Logan could speak and tell him he felt the same, Tate took his lips in a kiss that just about blew the top of his fucking head off.
Jesus, Tate could kiss. He dove in and rubbed his tongue over the top of his, and Logan groaned when their bodies finally met. It had been way too long since he�d had Tate in front of him like this, and not touching him was going to be a fucking challenge.
Logan pushed his head forward, wanting more, but Tate pulled away just enough to inform him, �This time I�ve thought it all through, and I�m exactly where I want to be.�
The water pounded straight down the drain and steamed up the stall as Logan stood against the wall and gave himself over�which was exactly Tate�s goal.
He trailed his mouth down his neck and circled his nipple with his finger.
Tate then raised his eyes, and Logan almost lost the ability to stand upright when he licked his shiny lips and continued to draw a line down the center of his body until he was fingering the trimmed hair at the root of his cock.
�I wanted to touch you so bad when you sent me that photo this morning.�
Logan swallowed as his eyes closed against the pleasure of Tate circling him with his fist. �Yes,� he hissed out as Tate�s warm breath floated over his lips.
�But you know what I wanted more?�
�Tell me,� he demanded, hoping for�
�I wanted to taste you.�
Exactly that.
Logan grit his teeth as Tate ran his fist up his turgid length.
�This,� Tate told him, swiping his thumb over the head of his cock, �was all shiny and wet, and I wanted to lick it clean. I�ve become hooked on everything when it comes to you. Everything, Logan.�
Logan could see his chest rising and falling as he watched Tate lower down in front of him to his knees.
Oh, fuck yes. Please. Please do it. And he did.
Tate opened his mouth, took him between his lips, and sucked the tip of his cock. Logan felt his knees tremble and thought they were close to buckling, but he was determined to stay on his feet if it fucking killed him.
He pressed his fingers hard against the glass wall and thanked God no one else was in the house, because if they walked in, they�d get one hell of a view.
His ass pressed against the glass. Tate kneeling at his feet.
He looked down to Tate, who was running his tongue from the root of his shaft to the tip, and let out a long throaty sound as he lost the battle to keep his hands in place.
One of them found Tate�s hair, and he saw a small grin curve his mouth.
�Logan?� Tate asked.
Logan said nothing, just peered down at him.
�Give it to me this time. Don�t hold back. Let me have all of you.�
Logan closed his eyes and reminded himself to breathe.
Breathe and give him what he wants. He�s right there asking for you. So reach out and fucking take him.
Logan raised his other hand to Tate�s head and jutted his hips forward as he directed that sinful mouth over his cock. He bit back a curse at the euphoric feeling of making Tate suck him and enjoyed the blissful slide into ecstasy.
He held Tate�s head in place and began to move his hips, rolling them forward and pushing between those clever and wet lips. As they sucked on him, Logan continued to watch himself time and time again disappear inside Tate�s mouth.
He drew his fingers down Tate�s cheek, and when his eyes opened and looked up at him, Logan felt practically paralyzed from the adoration he could see there. He stumbled slightly and once again found his backside against the glass as Tate got up onto his knees to take him deeper.
How he�d gotten so damn lucky, he had no idea, but if it took slicing open his wounds to keep Tate, then he was willing to rip them open and bleed all over himself.
* * *
Tate was so incredibly turned on he wanted to reach down and jack himself off, but that wasn�t the purpose or goal here�giving Logan his undivided attention was.
He�d left him in the kitchen to finish up getting things ready for dinner, but when he hadn�t joined him out on the porch, Tate had gone searching.
When he�d heard the shower in the master bedroom running, he�d stepped inside to see a bed the same size as the one he�d slept in, all neatly made with Logan�s clothes folded on the end.
He hadn�t gone into the bathroom with the intention of joining Logan, but maybe cornering him and making him talk. However, the second he�d stepped inside the steamy room and saw the shower, his mouth had fallen open. There, in the center of the bathroom, was a rain showerhead hanging down over a large open-roof shower made completely out of glass, and Logan was visible from every angle.
Tate�s intentions had taken a dramatic turn at that point, and now, as he placed his palms on Logan�s spread thighs and opened his mouth, he was more than happy with the way things had turned out.
Positioned at Logan�s feet, he waited for him to slide back inside along his tongue, and when he did, Tate tightened his lips around his thick length. The, �Ahh,� that hit his ears over the fall of water made him feel like the most powerful person on the planet, and the fingers that twisted in his hair made his own cock ache.
He hadn�t been lying. He loved Logan�s hands in his hair. And right now, he was using them to control what pace he wanted to fuck his mouth with.
The salty drops of pre-come coating his tongue had him eager for more, and at the same time, he was aware that he�d never wanted the taste of someone as much as he did Logan.
When did I get so greedy?
He felt insatiable, as if he couldn�t get enough�couldn�t get close enough.
�Fuck,� he heard above him, and Logan pulled him forward as he jammed his hips out, pushing deeper�giving it to him the way he�d asked. Not holding back.
Yes, Tate thought, on my tongue. I want to taste you on my tongue.
The way Logan was moving against him was so fucking hot there was no way he could stop his own climax from building inside of him. Tate knew it wouldn�t be long before he exploded, and he was ready.
Ready to release everything that Logan had built in him.
�So fucking close, Tate. I�m so close...�
Tate grabbed his own cock and started stroking. He closed his eyes and relaxed his jaw while Logan�s fingers clenched and he used him as he never had before.
Gone was the careful, tentative man who�d taught him what to do, and in his place was a man out of control�a man taking his pleasure.
A man he loved.
Tate smoothed his other hand over Logan�s thigh and up to cradle his balls before he pushed a finger back between his cheeks. The slight stimulation was all that was needed.
Logan exploded on his tongue with a shout so loud that Tate�s ears rang, and as he swallowed the creamy fluid down, he gave several hard pulls of his own flesh and felt his orgasm hit. Then he shot his load all over the shower floor.
Tate looked up to where Logan had slumped back against the glass and closed his eyes. He drew his mouth off him, and when he felt the fingers in his hair loosen and stroke the back of his head, he didn�t get up. He rested on his heels, placed his cheek against Logan�s thigh, and once again stared up at him.
This time when Logan glanced down, his eyes seemed to be thanking him, but no words were exchanged. Instead, Tate gave a silent wink, leaned in, and kissed his thigh. No words were needed.
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Dinner went by quickly enough, and once they were done, they ended up in the living room.
It�s so unusual to be sharing this space with someone, Logan thought as he sat in his favored recliner and watched Tate grab a cushion off the couch so he could lie on the floor.
�You can lie up there, you know.�
Tate shook his head and leaned the cushion back against the leather. �No way. And this rug is comfy anyway.�
Logan picked up the wine he�d poured and looked down at Tate, who was laid out on his sheepskin rug. �Okay. But just know, when your ass goes numb, you�re more than welcome to move it to the soft Italian leather couch.�
�Are you showing off or just concerned for the welfare of my ass?�
�If I were concerned for its welfare, I wouldn�t be thinking about all the ways I�m going to devour it later,� he told him with a wink.
Tate stretched his arms over his head, making the red T-shirt he was wearing ride up. �So sure of yourself.�
�Is there a reason I shouldn�t be?�
Tate gave him a look so hot it would melt fucking steel. �Not at all. You can have anything you want.�
Logan crossed his legs out in front of himself and took another sip of his drink. �Anything, huh?�
�Within reason, of course.�
�Now I�m trying to think of something that would be out of reason,� Logan mused.
�Oh, I�m sure you could come up with something, and even then, you�d dress it up in a way that would probably make me want it.�
�Now what makes you say that?�
�Did you forget how we met?�
Swallowing another sip of wine, Logan lowered his arm to the side of the chair. �I remember everything from the first time I saw you.�
�Do you?�
�Yes. You tried to hook me up with a woman,� Logan reminded him dryly.
Tate started laughing then asked, �Well, how was I supposed to know that you��
�Were imagining you kneeling at my feet in your work clothes?� Logan shrugged. �You weren�t�until I told you.�
Tate calmed and then crossed his legs at the ankles. �Yeah. I�m really not sure how I worked that out since you�re so subtle and all.�
�Aren�t you hilarious tonight.�
�I�m relaxed. Probably for the first time in two weeks. Ever since my sis�Jill�found us, I�ve been a fucking basket case. Then Sunday happened and everything that came after that.�
Logan shared the sentiment, but there were still things they needed to discuss. �About that��
�Logan��
�No, let me say this. I�m not mad. Not anymore.� He paused, trying to decide the best way to say what he was thinking. �I wanted to be there for you after Sunday with your family. I wanted to prove to you that I wouldn�t just up and leave because things got hard. But that was what I wanted. What I needed. Not what you did, and I understand that now.�
He watched Tate�s face, trying to gauge what he was thinking from his expression, but he was giving nothing away, just quiet contemplation, so he continued.
�If you want to talk about what happened last week, I want you to know that I�m here to listen. That�s all. I don�t think I actually got to say that.�
Having said what he wanted, Logan waited to see if Tate had anything to add. He didn�t immediately talk, but then he said softly, �Last week was rough.�
Logan figured as much. If it�d been rough on him, he couldn�t imagine how Tate had felt.
�I switched up my shifts with Amelia just to take some time, and��
�To make sure I didn�t track you down?�
Tate gave him an apologetic shrug. �Maybe a little. Like it mattered in the scheme of things. You know where I live.�
�Yeah. But you knew I wouldn�t go there. You told me not to.�
Tate scratched his stomach and asked, �Is it fucked up that I kind of wanted you to?�
Logan felt his chest tighten as he made himself answer. �No. You�ll never know how much I wanted to.�
Tate sighed, and rubbed his eyes. �I called my mom on Monday. She didn�t answer. I left her a message that I wanted to talk, and she never called back.�
Hearing that made Logan�s blood boil. Nothing pissed him off more than closed-minded bigots, but he kept his mouth shut. This was, after all, Tate�s family.
�I called again Tuesday, and still nothing. No answer, no reply to my voicemail. So I decided to try Jill. Her phone didn�t even ring. It just went straight to voicemail as if she�d just ignored me. Ignored her brother after knowing what happened. Who does that?� Tate�s voice slowly rose as his disgust took ahold of him, and then he placed an arm over his eyes.
Sometimes it was easier to say the hard things when you pretended no one was listening.
�Wednesday, I called again, and�� Tate paused and Logan waited�for what, he wasn�t sure. �I called�and my mom�s phone has been disconnected.�
Oh fuck. How can someone�no, not someone, Tate�s parents�just fucking cut him off?
It was infuriating, sickening, and Logan had no clue how Tate seemed so put together. But he kept his mouth shut and waited to see what else he had to say.
�That was a pretty shitty night,� Tate admitted and removed his arm to look at him. His brown eyes were full of turmoil from the inner conflict he was still dealing with, but they were also full of something else�conviction. �I knew they were going to be mad, but I never thought for a second they would disown me. Their own son. So I made a decision.�
Logan didn�t realize he was holding his breath until Tate sat up and clasped his arms around his knees.
�I was going to live for me,� he announced. �For what makes me happy. And you make me happy, Logan.�
Logan exhaled as Tate pinned him with serious eyes.
�You make me crazy and furious and out of my mind with need, but in the end, you make me so fucking happy. I can�t ever remember feeling this way. And no one is going to tell me it�s wrong. No one.�
* * *
Logan looked across the room to the man he thought he�d lost and said exactly what he was feeling.
�I love you.�
Tate didn�t move except to smile as he replied, �I love you too.�
Logan had never believed words more as they lingered between them.
The only thing he still needed to know was if Tate accepted them as a couple�together. If, when it really came down to being out in public, being associated with him as his other half, Tate was ready for that.
Would he ever be?
Logan wondered the best way to approach his concern and stated softly, �A lot happened this past week, and a lot was said. I need to know what you mean when you say those words to me, Tate. And if it�s the same as what I mean.�
Tate looked at him over his knees and then frowned. �I don�t understand. I told you how I feel.�
�I know.�
�Then what are you talking about? Do you still not believe me?�
�No, that�s not it.�
�Then what? Because that�s what it sounds like.�
Logan raised his glass and finished his drink before placing it down on the side table. �It�s easy to say words, but sometimes following them through is harder. That�s all.�
�Are you serious right now?� Tate demanded, quickly getting to his feet. �I�m pretty sure I followed through, Logan.�
Logan could tell he�d once again said the wrong thing, and he scrambled to get it right. �Don�t be mad. I�m saying this all wrong.�
�Then start saying it right.� Tate glared at him.
Logan scooted forward on the seat. �Please sit back down,� he implored.
Tate took a seat, this time on the couch, and waited.
Shit. This is not how I imagined telling him. Not while he�s pissed off at me.
But then again, when it came to spilling his guts, he was fantastic at putting his foot in his mouth. Around Tate, he seemed like a fucking professional.
�I want to tell you something about me. The reason I don�t�didn�t date up until now.� He swallowed and looked Tate in the eye. �Until you.�
Tate remained silent, and then he finally uncrossed his arms. �I thought it was because of Chris.�
�It was��
As his voice trailed off, Tate said quietly, �So tell me then.�
Thinking about it and actually saying it were totally different. So he decided why not start with the biggest shock first.
�I didn�t just date Chris in college.�
Tate didn�t say anything, just sat staring at him as if he hadn�t even spoken.
�I also dated him for two years once I was out.�
That got a response.
�Wait. What? I thought you two ended things after Cole kicked his ass.�
Logan raised a shaky hand and rubbed his fingers across his lips. He�d never told anyone what he was about to say. Not even Cole.
�We did end our relationship in college. After months of spending all my spare time with him, thinking we had something real, it ended rather publicly in his dorm hall by him punching me in the face. He pretty much told me to fuck off, and luckily for me, Cole happened to see and broke it up.�
Tate tilted his head to the side, confused. �Right, and then you said you slept with all his girlfriends.�
Did I? Shit. He didn�t even remember telling Tate that part.
�Yeah, I kind of made it my mission to prove I was better off without him.� He laughed self-deprecatingly. �Guess I really failed making that point.�
�You�re telling me that you started dating again, out of college? When? Where did you even see him?� Tate paused and then asked, �Is he a lawyer too?�
Logan shook his head.
Fuck. He really didn�t want to get into all of this, but he knew it needed to be said.
�I ran into him at a club.�
�A club? Like a dance club?�
�No,� he said, keeping his voice calm as he explained, �A sex club.�
Tate�s eyebrows nearly hit the top of his hairline as his jaw fell open.
�It was my first time there. And my last. I was young and heard about this private club that had the most beautiful men who would do whatever you wanted�if you paid the price. I was curious and�I had the money.�
�So that�s what you spent it on?�
�Hey. It was one time, and I didn�t actually do anything because I walked in the door, saw him in the foyer, and turned around to get the hell out of there.�
Tate looked as if he were trying to catch up. �Then how��
�He recognized me.�
�Oh.�
�Yeah,� he agreed. �He followed me outside and caught up to me.�
�Did he look the same?� Tate asked as if he didn�t really want to know but couldn�t help himself.
He wasn�t about to lie, so he answered honestly. �He looked better.�
�Of course he did,� Tate mumbled.
Logan waited until Tate turned to him, and then he gave a half smile. �You�re a million times sexier than he could ever hope to be.�
Tate rolled his eyes. �Keep going.�
Logan smirked and then got back on track.
�At first, he was��he thought back to that night and could clearly remember the panic on Chris�s face��freaked out. It was gay night at the club, and he didn�t think he�d run into anyone he knew due to the high price tag. The last fucking person I�m sure he expected to see was me.�
�So what�d he do?� Tate asked, seeming genuinely curious.
�He asked me what I was doing there. I told him I was there to fuck as many guys as I could for the price of admission. Then he grabbed my shirt, pulled me close, and whispered in my ear�� Logan stopped.
�What?� Tate demanded, pulling him from the past. �What did he say to you, Logan?�
Logan blinked away the memory and focused again on the man encouraging him to open up and trust him.
�He whispered, �Pity you already paid. I would�ve fucked you for free.��
Tate�s eyes widened. He stood and started pacing the length of the living room before stopping in front of the fireplace and reaching out to put a hand on the stone mantel. He then turned to face Logan where he was still seated.
�I really hate this fucker.�
I do too.
�Just finish the story, would you? So I never have to hear it again.�
Logan stood, walked over to where Tate was standing, and did as requested.
�I loved the fact that he wanted me again, and even though I knew I shouldn�t, I wanted him too. So I let him fuck me behind the club that night, and I loved it. It wasn�t gentle. It was brutal and hard, and a small part of me believed I deserved it since I was the sick fuck who was still hard for a guy who�d used me. But that wasn�t the end of it. He took me back to his house and spent the entire night inside me. He told me how much he�d missed me. How he regretted what happened back then and the way he�d treated me. That maybe this was a sign, a second chance�I was stupid enough to believe him.� Logan paused and shook his head. �For the next two years, I was at his beck and call. In private, he was everything I wanted, just like when we were in school. He was attentive, smart, and funny, but just like in college, he made sure to keep me a secret and made me very aware that if I told anyone, it would be over. So no one knew I was seeing him. I wasn�t allowed to call him ever, and I knew nothing about him other than what he told me. When Cole asked who I was seeing, I would lie and tell him no one. Because that�s what Chris wanted, what he asked of me�if I loved him.�
Tate finally turned his head to face him, and Logan could see the question in his eyes.
�Did you love him?�
He�d asked himself that question many times, and all he could come up with was, �When it came to Chris, I was weak, and he knew it. He was my first, and he knew exactly what buttons to push to get to me. I was a fucking hazard to myself back then. You wouldn�t have even recognized me.�
�How�d it finally end?� Tate�s voice was low, and Logan knew he was pissed. Possibly disgusted at the fact he was with a person who�d had such low self-esteem that he�d stayed with someone who wouldn�t acknowledge his existence for years.
Not months�fucking years.
�I broke it off,� Logan said, shoving his hands into his pockets.
�Why?�
He didn�t answer right away.
How to say the words? How to admit�
�Why, Logan?� Tate cut in as he angled his face to see him.
�Because I went to work one day and Cole introduced me to his wife. He was so damn happy it was sickening. But at the same time, I realized what I would never have.�
Tate didn�t say anything, so he just continued on.
�They got married two weeks after knowing each other. Did she tell you that? One day I was meeting Rachel, his girlfriend, the next I met Mrs. Madison.�
Tate dropped his hands and turned to face him, shaking his head. �No, she didn�t.�
�Yep. They met months back, briefly. Then Cole chased her down, and two weeks later, they were hitched. Crazy fools. Crazy fools who were in love.�
Logan cupped the back of his neck and grimaced.
�I tried to justify the way Chris treated me. That the more I suffered, the more it proved to him I cared. I held on to the misguided belief that he would eventually introduce me to his family and I�d be able to introduce him to mine. But I knew that would never happen. I knew nothing about him, but he always knew what to say, how to keep me coming back. Just when I would be determined to leave, he�d do something kind or say something right to make me think he cared. He was a master manipulator. But nothing would ever change the fact that he was ashamed to be with me. That�s not love, and eventually, the kindest words twisted and turned into the cruelest ones. So I finally decided to tell him it was over, that I was done.�
Tate looked as if he wanted to say something but instead held his tongue.
�He didn�t take it well, and we got into an argument. I said some horrible things. Things I�m not proud of. But then he tried something he had once before. He went to punch me, but I�d learned that lesson. I was bigger than I was back in college, and stronger...�
Logan swallowed, feeling nauseated. He knew he did a good job of presenting to the world a loud and confident man, but deep down, he was still that college kid�that man who�d let himself believe in forevers�
�He swung his fist�but I beat him to the punch. I landed several to his face and stomach, and he hit the floor at my feet. Just lay there like a fucking sack. But I couldn�t stop. I was so fucking angry I kept going. I�d never wanted to physically hurt someone the way I did him. I wanted him to suffer. Suffer the same way I had for years because of him. For all the times he�d intimidated me, denied me, made me deny myself�made me feel ashamed of who I was.� Logan stopped talking and took several heaving breaths. �If it hadn�t been for Cole once again saving the day by calling my cell phone, I�m not sure I would�ve stopped.� He ceased talking. He didn�t know what else to say.
He�d never told anyone what had happened with Chris, the fact that he�d put the guy in a hospital. He disgusted himself, and when Tate�s hand brushed his shoulder, he wondered how he could bear to touch him.
Logan glanced up to see that his eyes were full of compassion and full of pity.
Pity for me.
�You would�ve stopped,� he whispered.
Logan looked away. He�d never been more ashamed of himself than he was standing there before this man�this honest and decent man.
�You don�t know that.�
�Yes, I do.�
Logan brought his face up so they were eye to eye, and Tate slid his hand up to grip the back of his neck.
�I know you, and Logan�you would�ve stopped.�
Logan clenched his hands inside his pockets, and when Tate took a step closer, he had to steel himself from moving away.
�You were in an abusive relationship, and you finally stood up for yourself. Just because he didn�t beat you daily doesn�t mean he wasn�t abusing you. He was a bully. He made you afraid to be who you were.�
Logan blinked, trying to fight back tears as Tate continued talking. The relief of unburdening himself had now been replaced with the fear of what Tate would think.
�He took advantage of your feelings.� Tate paused and then whispered, �Logan?� He refocused on Tate and felt his heart just about stop when he said, �I will never take advantage of you. Not ever. Thank you for trusting me enough to tell me.�
That right there was what the words �I love you� meant to him�trust�and he had entrusted Tate with every secret he had, even the one he was most ashamed of.
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Tate ran his hand down Logan�s shoulder and arm until he could pull his free of his pocket. He interlaced their fingers and drew him toward the center of the living room.
�Lie down with me.�
Logan frowned at him but moved slowly in the direction he was leading him. When they stopped, Tate kissed the corner of his mouth and then slowly knelt at his feet. Once he was there, he watched Logan run a hand back through his hair. The expression on his face was one Tate had never seen before.
He looked lost�and Tate was determined to bring him back.
�Tate, I��
�Lie down with me,� he asked again, insistent on bringing Logan out of the headspace he was currently in.
Logan didn�t argue this time. Instead, he knelt opposite him and gazed off over his shoulder.
�Be with me,� Tate invited, reaching out to run his fingers along the short hair covering Logan�s jawline. �Put your hands on me, and take me.�
When Logan turned his face back toward him, Tate�s breath caught in his throat. The lost look from moments earlier was gone, replaced with one full of wonderment.
�God, you�re amazing. How�d I get so lucky?�
Tate ran his thumb over Logan�s chin and answered, �Because you�re persistent and pretty damn amazing yourself.�
Logan kissed the thumb stroking him, and then Tate leaned forward and pressed his lips to Logan�s.
A promise�I�m yours. If you want to be mine.
He felt Logan�s hands under the back of his shirt and warm fingers stroked their way up his spine. Goose bumps rose over his skin as Tate lifted his arms and whispered to Logan, �Take it off.�
Logan moved back a little and drew the shirt off him, dropping it to the floor beside them.
Tate leaned forward, recaptured Logan�s mouth in a heated kiss, and started to undo the buttons of his shirt from the bottom up. As Logan�s tongue entered his mouth, Tate groaned and managed two more buttons.
Damn, the taste of him. I can�t get enough.
When he reached the top button, he pushed the shirt apart and drew it off Logan�s shoulders. He pulled his mouth away but didn�t go far as he dropped it on his own discarded shirt. He traced a line to the center of Logan�s sternum and twirled his finger through the short hair smattering his chest, so unlike his own hairless torso.
�I like this.�
Logan placed a hand over his, stilling it. �So do I.�
�I meant the hair.�
Tate watched as Logan smoothed his hands down his shoulders and chest to his nipples, which he lightly circled.
�You�re so smooth. I always think like honey.�
�Honey, huh?� Tate chuckled and then flinched slightly when a finger pinched his nipple.
�Yes. Sweet,� Logan told him, leaning in to trace his tongue over his lip, �and sticky.�
He sighed as Logan lowered his mouth to his shoulder and kissed a path over to his neck, where he licked the bruise he�d made that morning. He shivered at the reminder.
�I want to make another one of these.�
He felt Logan�s hands at the button of his jeans.
�Right. Here,� Logan decided as he unbuttoned and unzipped him, touching the tight skin of his lower abdomen.
�I think you need to be a little more specific.�
�You do, do you?�
Tate nodded as Logan�s hands slipped into the seat of his jeans and pushed them down his hips to pool at his knees. �Yes. I think you need to check up close and personal. Find exactly the right spot.�
Logan squeezed his ass cheeks and quietly ordered, �Lie down for me, Tate.�
He did as requested, lying down on the sheepskin rug and resting his head back against the pillow he�d put there earlier. He reached down to remove his jeans, and Logan placed a hand on his thigh.
�No.�
�No?�
Logan stood up beside him, took off his own jeans, and grabbed a second pillow before he came back down next to him. �Let me.� He gripped both sides of the denim and peeled them down his legs. Then he tugged them free from his ankles and threw them behind him.
Tate took a quick breath as Logan trailed his fingertips up his shin and knee, making his cock ache even more than it already was.
When those taunting fingers reached his hips, Logan murmured, �Lift.�
Tate lifted up, and Logan placed the pillow under him.
�Perfect.� Then Logan knelt between his thighs and demanded gently, �Bend your legs.�
The order was so similar to the one he�d given only a week ago that Tate felt a small smile tug at his lips. Oh, how the tables had turned, and he loved that about them. Each was willing to give themselves over to the other.
As he bent his legs so his feet were flat on the floor, Logan circled his erection and began to masturbate.
�I love watching you,� Tate spoke up so Logan would hear.
Logan�s eyes found his, then his tongue swiped a wet path over his top lip. �I love it when you watch me.�
Tate moved his own hand down to start stroking his cock in response.
Logan�s eyes followed and his mouth parted around a soft grunt of pleasure as he continued to work himself over.
Logan taking his pleasure was like watching the sexiest porn video Tate could imagine. It got him hard, horny, and so fucking ready to explode that nothing else was needed, and when Logan turned it all on him, Tate knew he better be ready because he was coming for him�or more likely, he�d be coming for Logan.
They watched one another for several minutes, and then Logan finally gave a smile that made Tate�s heart thump.
It wasn�t charming, and it wasn�t cocky. It was sensual, a true representation of Logan�s carnal side. He was like a sleek, sensual animal, and when he released his shaft and crawled his way up so their faces were inches apart, Tate was once again happy to be his prey.
�I�m going to spend all night inside you. Just like I said I would. But I think I�ll take my time getting there. Slow and steady,� he promised, and Tate couldn�t resist raising his head to kiss him.
He stroked the backs of his fingers down Logan�s sides, and when he shuddered, Tate realized he�d just discovered something new. �Ticklish?�
* * *
Logan didn�t answer. There was no way he was giving that information to a tease like Tate. Instead, he kissed him hard and then pulled away. When he got to his feet, Tate moved up to his elbows and Logan could see the confusion on his face.
�Where are you��
�Condoms, lube. We need them.�
�Oh.� Tate lay back and settled his head against the pillow. �I was hoping you�d�� he trailed off and had Logan instantly curious.
�That I�d�?�
�You know��
Logan wondered what he was trying to say. Yeah, they�d definitely come a long way in the past few days, but they still needed to be�
�Use your tongue.�
Oh, that�s what he wants. Dirty, dirty Tate. 
Logan grinned thinking about what Tate wanted and then promised, �I�m going to put my tongue in every part of you. But after that,� he stroked his cock and Tate�s hips arched, shoving his own up through his fist, �I�m going to stretch you nice and slow so I can finally have you flat on your back, watching. Watching me take you.�
Tate nodded, clearly loving that idea, and when Logan spun on his toes to go and get what he needed, he heard his name. He turned back, and Tate�s heavy-lidded eyes were focused directly on him as he pleaded, �Hurry.�
Fuck. You don�t have to tell me twice. Logan practically sprinted to the bathroom. He got what they needed, and when he came back out into the living room, the sight that greeted him just about destroyed him.
Tate was still working his cock, but his eyes were closed and he had a second hand down between his legs, under his balls, rubbing the taut strip of skin that led to his hole.
Logan walked over to stand between his ankles and dropped what was in his hands on the couch, alerting Tate to his presence. When Tate�s eyes opened and spotted him, he started to remove his hand, but Logan did not want that.
�No. Don�t stop,� he told him, his voice low and strained as he watched Tate move his hand back to where it had been.
Logan got to his knees and smoothed both of his palms down the top of Tate�s bent legs from his knees to the V of his groin. He continued to stroke Tate�s thighs, first along the top, then down the outside, and finally up the inside as Tate pushed his hips up off the pillow.
�God, Logan. Do something.�
Logan curled his hands under Tate�s legs. Then, with his hands firmly behind Tate�s knees, he added enough pressure until his legs were bent back by his chest.
Tate�s eyes were wide. So was the rest of him as Logan lowered his head and swiped his tongue up the length of his cock.
�Ahh,� left Tate�s mouth, and Logan repeated the move, nosing his balls before dragging his tongue down his perineum. It wasn�t until one of Tate�s hands clamped onto the back of his head that Logan really let loose.
He stiffened his tongue and pushed it directly inside Tate�s hole, which was clenching with each wet pass. When he lifted his head to gain a position so he could use his fingers, Tate moaned as if he were disappointed that he�d stopped.
�Don�t worry. I�m not done with you yet,� he assured him. �Just getting a better position.� Logan shifted until he was stretched out on his stomach with his dick pressed against the sheepskin wool. �Keep your legs bent back in the air, just like that, okay?�
Tate said nothing as he lay on his back and grabbed his knees, holding them wide apart, just as he�d been told.
Logan kept his palms on the backs of Tate�s thighs, holding him in place, and then lowered his head back down, sucking the skin of his scrotum.
From this angle, Logan could see it all and he could get his mouth on everything. He kissed and sucked the underside of Tate�s cock down to his tightly scrunched balls. Then he raised his head to bring his fingers into play.
Tate held his legs out of the way as Logan rubbed two fingers over his pucker, and the sounds coming out of him were fucking unreal. Between the low moan and the panting breaths, Tate had him a hair trigger away from coming before he even got inside. Logan heard his own muffled growl when Tate�s fingers slid into the back of his hair to encourage him to keep going.
He moved his mouth back down between Tate�s cheeks and tongued his hole before he slowly pressed a finger inside.
Tate�s curse ricocheted around the high-vaulted ceiling and had Logan moving his finger in and out of him. He raised his eyes to see Tate frantically jerking himself, and when he added a second finger and dragged it over his prostate, stretching him, it was his name Tate chanted in a voice that was thick and full of desire.
When he was satisfied with the way Tate was responding, Logan removed his fingers, shoved Tate�s thighs high against his chest, and used his tongue to bring Tate to the brink of release�over and over.
�Logan, fuck�I can�t...please,� he heard from above and lifted his head.
That was when he felt his heart lift of the burden he�d laid out tonight.
The man looking at him had nothing but love and trust in his eyes, and Logan knew they were all right�even after everything he�d confessed tonight.
He lowered Tate�s legs to the rug and leaned over to grab the condom and lube. He was quick with both, making sure to thoroughly slick his cock and Tate�s waiting body. Then he was back between Tate�s legs, lining himself up.
He�d dreamt about this moment.
The moment he�d be making love with someone.
As Tate stared up at him, Logan knew that this was that moment.
He moved over him, positioned his cock, and slid home.
* * *
Tate was ready. God, was he fucking ready.
Logan had worked him into a frenzied state of all-consuming lust.
He felt the wide head of Logan�s cock push against him, and he waited for the sharp bite of pain. He must have been too far gone though, because when Logan came down over him and his hips thrust forward, Tate could only groan from the sensation of having him deep inside. Filling him.
No pain. Just intense pleasure.
He wrapped his legs around Logan�s hips, and held on as he started to move. He could feel Logan�s lips on his neck and ear as his hips began a slow, torturous roll, rocking their groins together. Tate could hear Logan�s breathing as he pushed his cock in and out of him, causing a beautiful friction.
Tate brought his hands to Logan�s hair and held on when he braced his hands on either side of him to get more leverage. He angled his hips up and watched Logan�s face as he continued to slide in and out of him and whispered, �I love you.�
It was clear that this time was different. Each of them looked into the other�s eyes, and Tate could see all that he felt reflected back at him. He arched his neck and felt a hand at the side of his face as Logan brushed a sweaty curl from his cheek.
He blinked and smiled up at him. Logan closed his eyes as if he couldn�t stand to witness any more emotion, but then Tate realized that wasn�t the case at all.
Logan�s hips had sped up, his fingers were clutching the rug beneath them, and as he threw his head back, he clenched his teeth and came with fury.
My emotions aren�t scaring him�they�re sending him over the edge. That revelation was both powerful and so fucking sexy. Tate watched and waited with his legs wrapped around Logan�s waist and his hands on his shoulders.
Logan opened his amazing blue eyes and smiled down at him. �Want to come? I believe it�s your turn.�
Tate nodded and was shocked as hell when Logan pulled out, grabbed a second condom, and then slid back inside. He was still fucking erect.
�But you just��
Logan rested his forearms on either side of his head and kissed his shoulder. �Mhmm,� he agreed. �What can I say? You inspire me.�
Tate cursed as Logan rubbed the entire length of his body over his. Then he moved to the side and reached down to take his cock into his hand. Logan�s palm was slick with lube, and with that added stimulation, Tate was there. His orgasm hit him like a Mack truck and he came all over his stomach and Logan�s hand, with Logan�s cock buried deep inside him.
His man was something else, and as he opened his eyes and saw Logan smiling down at him, Tate wondered how anyone could be ashamed of being with him.
He wanted everyone to know�Logan was his.
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The following morning, Logan suggested they pack a lunch and go for a walk around his property. Tate liked the idea because he got the feeling this was a part of Logan that he rarely, if ever, shared with anyone. It made him feel special to think he�d share it with him.
They made some sandwiches, and Logan grabbed a bottle of wine, which Tate laughed at. �Sandwiches and wine?�
�Yeah. So?�
Tate held his hands up. �Nothing.�
Logan opened the fridge and checked out the contents. �Well, I have beer, wine, and bottled water.�
�Let�s go with the water. If you�re lucky, I�ll let you get me drunk later and take advantage.�
Logan grabbed several bottles and put them in the backpack. �If I�m lucky, huh? Maybe you�ll be the lucky one.�
Tate knew Logan was joking but couldn�t help from telling him seriously, �I�m already the lucky one.�
He saw Logan stop what he was doing and grip the handles of the bag. When he walked around the kitchen counter, he stopped beside him and placed a kiss on his cheek.
�See? You are sweet.�
Tate turned his head and returned the kiss before lightly nipping Logan�s bottom lip. �Not always.�
Logan�s eyes sparkled at him, and when he pulled away and walked toward the door, Tate heard, �Thank God.�
When they got outside, Tate put his sunglasses on and reached for Logan�s hand. Funny that, even dressed in shorts and a shirt, Logan still looked like he was ready for a runway. Always so put together. The only difference was the short beard he was now sporting.
�You going to keep that?� he asked, pointing to the scruff.
Logan reached up to stroke the hair on his face and shrugged. �I don�t know. Do you like it?�
�I do. But I like you clean-shaven too.�
Logan seemed to contemplate that for a moment as they walked down the road leading away from the house and toward the back pond. �The beard was my second act of rebellion.�
Tate stepped a little ahead of him, and turned so he was walking backwards. �What was the first?�
�I smashed my fucking coffee table.�
Tate stopped. �You did not.�
�I did.�
�When?�
Logan stepped forward, took his chin between his thumb and forefinger, and tilted his face up. �The night you told me to fuck off.�
�I never said, �Fuck off,�� Tate reminded him. �I said I needed space.�
Logan�s eyes flickered over his face and he growled, �Never again, Tate. I said we were making new rules. One of them is no fucking silence. If you need space, you can have it...maybe. But you don�t get to ignore me for a week.�
Tate touched a hand to Logan�s chest and dug his fingers in. �Agreed. Do I get to add to this rule book?�
�Depends if I like the rule or not. Plus, you added one yesterday. I think that�s enough out of you. Best to leave it to the professionals.�
�What?� Tate scoffed and pulled away. �That�s not fair.�
They both started walking again, and Logan said, �Don�t care.�
�Is that how you win in court? Someone presents evidence you don�t like and you shrug and say, �I don�t care, Your Honor.��
Tate saw Logan shake his head. Then he turned to look at him.
�No. I win because I�m the best.�
�And modest too,� Tate added tongue-in-cheek.
�No time for modesty when you�re out to win.�
�Ahh, and you�re always out to win.�
�Well, who wants to lose?�
Tate chuckled as they made a turn along the path, and he kicked the leaves on the ground. �Well you lost pretty spectacularly at game night.�
�Did I say you were sweet earlier? I think I was in a sex coma. You are not sweet.�
�No?� Tate asked.
Logan let go of his hand and wrapped an arm around his neck, pulling him close. �No. You�re trouble.�
Tate shoved away from him and laughed. �I�m trouble? Yeah, right.�
Logan put his hands in his pockets and nodded. �Yep. Trouble from the second I saw you.�
�The second you saw me, you were trying to fuck me.�
�That�s true,� Logan agreed.
�So that would mean you were��
�Focused?�
�No.�
�Determined?�
Tate rolled his eyes. �Can I��
�Smart. That makes me the smartest fucker around.�
�You�re unbelievable.�
Logan grabbed his hand and winked. �Yeah, but you love me anyway.�
Tate found the smile Logan was aiming his way so damn contagious that he left their conversation right there. There was nothing more he needed to add to make that moment sheer perfection.
* * *
�Sit down, would you? Damn, you�re fidgety.�
Logan looked up at Tate from where he was seated on the blanket. They�d made their way around to the back end of the grounds to one of the spring-fed ponds.
�Well, I quit smoking,� Tate told him, shaking his hands out by his sides.
Logan said nothing for a moment, but he discovered that this revelation made him really fucking happy.
�Did you now?�
�Yep. Last week. I was halfway through a pack, looked at it, and decided I wasn�t going to do it anymore.�
�Just like that?�
Tate nodded. �Yep. Just like that.�
�No cravings?�
Tate�s mouth quirked at the side as he ran his gaze down over him. �Not for a cigarette.�
�Swapping one addiction for another?�
�Maybe. Are you complaining?�
Logan gave a wolfish grin. �Definitely not.�
�Didn�t think so. Plus, I don�t know�I just have a lot of energy today.�
�Have you always been like that? Full of energy?�
�Pretty much. As a kid, I never sat still. My mom always��
Tate stopped talking and frowned, then he turned away. He started walking down to the edge of the water, and Logan stood to follow. Stopping behind him, he reached out to offer a comforting hand, hesitated for just a second, and then gripped each of Tate�s biceps.
He felt him tense. Then he leaned back into him, and Logan wrapped an arm around his chest.
�You okay?� he asked as he rested his chin on Tate�s shoulder.
Tate angled his head to the side so their hair was touching and then reached up to hold his hand where it rested on his chest.
�Yeah. I just�� Tate paused as if he were trying to think of the words to say. �I just can�t believe she could be this cruel. To talk about you��
�Me?� Logan asked. �No, Tate. Don�t you even think about me. This is about you. What she did to you was...I couldn�t even imagine how you felt then or are feeling right now.�
�I feel confused.�
That wasn�t the word Logan had expected to hear.
�I�m confused because the woman I grew up with, my mother, taught me to love everyone.� Tate stopped and turned to face him.
Logan could see the pain in his eyes. He would have done anything to take that from him, but there wasn�t anything he could do except listen.
�I guess she meant everyone like her.�
Logan took Tate�s face in his hands and leaned in so their noses touched. �I�m sorry they hurt you. That they don�t understand.�
�She didn�t even try to understand.�
Logan stroked a hand over his hair. �Many won�t.�
�I don�t care.�
�You don�t?�
Tate shook his head and kissed him lightly. �No. I�m done pretending I don�t understand what�s going on here. It�s crazy and intense, but Logan, it�s real. Every time I�m near you, I feel alive.� He closed his eyes and whispered, �What they did and what they said...that�s their choice, and you are mine.�
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By the end of the week, Tate knew they needed to go home. Logan�s phone had been buzzing for the last two days, and his still held the heavy weight of silence. They both had to return and face reality, no matter how unwelcome it might be.
As Logan zipped his bag, Tate could feel his eyes on him from across the bed they�d shared for the last half of the week.
He was no longer a guest in this house.
In fact, Logan had welcomed him in every room.
�You ready?�
Tate acted as though he had to think about it. �Well, I don�t know. I had so much to pack.�
Logan picked his bag up and threw it at him across the bed. With an oomph, he caught it and slung it over his shoulder.
�Are you ready?�
Logan came around the end of the huge king-sized frame and kissed him. �Never more so.�
�Okay then. Let�s go home.�
* * *
Ten minutes on the road and Logan knew that something was on Tate�s mind. Their time away had been incredible. The more he�d let down his walls, the more connected he�d felt with Tate. But as they sat there heading back to the reality that awaited them, his guy was deep in thought.
�Want to talk about it?�
He looked over to see Tate give a half smile.
�About what?�
�Whatever�s on your mind.�
Tate reached across the console and placed a hand on his thigh. Logan covered it and tightened his fingers.
�What is it?�
�I�ve been wondering about something.�
Tate looked so serious Logan swore his heart actually skipped. 
�Okay. Then ask.� He concentrated on driving, and when Tate said nothing, he quickly glanced back at him. �Ask, Tate. You�re making me nervous as fuck.�
�I�m sorry. I just wanted to know. Whatever happened to Chris? Did you see him again?�
That, he hadn�t expected. After the night he�d told Tate what happened between him and Chris, they hadn�t spoken of him again.
�I don�t know,� he answered honestly. �I never saw him again. I called for the ambulance that night, and as I walked out the door, he told me he wished he�d never run into me again, and that hit harder than any punch he could have landed. Because it really did mean that everything he�d said to me over the last two years was a fucking lie. He didn�t press charges. I figured he wouldn�t. Otherwise, he�d have to explain who I was. And there were too many questions there that he didn�t want to answer. I did check the hospital the next day to make sure he was okay. They�d released him.�
�God,� Tate whispered.
Logan concentrated on the road and managed, �Yeah.�
There was a short silence before Tate said, �Hey?�
Logan looked at his passenger to see he was turned toward him.
�One more thing.�
What else is left to say?
�What�s that?�
�Do you still need a date to your work function?�
Logan was sure he�d misheard. �What did you say?�
�Your work function. Is the offer still��
�Yes,� Logan answered before he�d even finished.
Tate chuckled and settled back into the leather seat. �Okay then. Would you please focus on the road? I have this sudden need to see you in a tuxedo.�
Logan�s fingers tightened around the steering wheel, and before he let slip the ridiculous grin he wanted to, he pulled it together and told Tate, �I have the sudden urge to peel you out of one.�
�That can definitely be arranged�as long as you promise not to rip it. I only have the one.�
Logan switched lanes and imagined Tate in a tux.
Jesus, I really want to see that.
�A challenge. I do love a good challenge.�
�Yes, I know,� Tate answered. �I found out the hard way.�
Logan laughed at that. �There is so much that could be said right now, but yes, Tate, you were my hardest challenge yet.�
Tate reached across the car and took his hand, bringing his palm over to the zipper of his jeans, proving just how hard he was. �Apparently, I still am.�
Logan could see Tate out of the corner of his eye as he took their exit. He was looking at him and applying a real nice squeeze. Shit.
�What the hell are you trying to do to me?�
Tate shifted closer when they pulled up to a red light and told him, �I�m challenging you. My place is closer. Get us there in one piece and I�ll take you upstairs and do all kinds of things to you with my mouth.�
�Fuck, Tate.�
Logan turned his head and took Tate�s lips in a bruising kiss. He curled his fingers around Tate�s growing erection, and it wasn�t until a horn blasted behind them that he pulled his mouth away. He put his foot on the accelerator and took off down the road.
�Be ready. And remember, you started this.�
Logan felt Tate push against his palm.
�I know. And I plan to finish it�and you�as soon as you get us home.�
Logan was done chatting.
Somewhere between New Buffalo and downtown Chicago, Tate had managed to not only make him achingly hard, he now had Logan shaking he wanted him so badly.
Sitting beside Tate was torture. Add in Tate grinding against his hand and hell yes, Tate was about to see a less-than-civilized lawyer in around ten minutes.
He turned his car down all the correct streets as if he were on autopilot until he finally made a right onto Tate�s. He drove into the parking garage and Tate told him in a voice full of gravel where his parking space was. Since his bike was currently parked over at his house, Logan could use that for the moment.
He slowed the vehicle down to a crawl and then turned the ignition off. He looked over to where Tate had his head resting against the seat with his eyes focused on him.
Goddamn it. The man is insanely gorgeous.
His messy hair was all over the place, but it somehow suited him. One of his curls was brushing against his cheek in the exact spot Logan wanted to kiss. He had a cocky smile on his face, and Logan knew his heart was sunk.
�Tate?� he rasped across the car.
Tate�s eyes locked on his, full of desire.
�Hmm?�
Logan quickly unbuckled his seatbelt and waited for a minute. The silence that stretched between them hummed with the sexual tension inside the car. Or maybe that was the blood rushing from his head to his cock. Then he heard a sigh from Tate, and that was all it took.
Logan lunged across the center console. Taking ahold of Tate�s shirt, he yanked him close and sealed their lips. Christ, it had only been a little over forty minutes, but he hadn�t tasted Tate since this afternoon and he was hungry.
Tate�s lips parted instantly for him, and Logan wasted no time pushing his tongue inside. He groaned deep in his throat, and Logan�s cock pounded in time with his heart as Tate�s hand left his lap and speared through his hair. The erotic sounds inside the car were just a prelude to the act Logan knew would come.
Then Tate pulled away and whispered, �Upstairs. Now.�
* * *
An aroused Logan plus an elevator equaled one hell of a ride. As Tate stood with his back against the wall and Logan against his front, he wondered if they would make it to his apartment.
The second the doors had shut, Logan pinned him to the wall and moved a leg between his own. Tate grabbed his ass and pulled him forward, rubbing his body against the hard one in front of him, and when Logan�s lips found his neck, Tate hissed out, �Yes.�
Logan sucked the tender skin there, and Tate jammed his hips forward.
Holy hell, I�m burning up.
�I think you really get off on me marking you.�
Tate couldn�t think to talk, so he ran his fingers through Logan�s hair and brought his mouth back to his own.
When the elevator dinged, they didn�t bother stopping. Hell, at this stage, it was a miracle they weren�t undressed. But when a shocked gasp penetrated Tate�s sex-hazed mind, he pulled his mouth away and looked beyond Logan to the person standing in his hallway.
As his eyes collided with wide green ones, not one word came to mind.
But when Logan turned around and saw Diana, he managed to locate one quite easily.
�Motherfucker.�
* * *
Well, Logan had to give the bitch credit. She was the first woman who�d made him thankful that he liked cock.
�Oh my God,� she finally spoke.
Tate stepped around him and raised his arm on the elevator doors, which were shutting. �What are you doing here?� he demanded as Logan moved up behind him.
Diana pulled the strap of her purse up her arm, and Logan noticed a large manila envelope in her hand.
Ahh, divorce papers. Hand-delivered, no less. Maybe she�d been hoping to change Tate�s mind�too late for that.
�Get out of my way, Tate. I came to talk to you. Not to see you and him making out in the elevator.�
Tate stepped into the hall and backed Diana up. �You are at my place,� Tate reminded her in a voice Logan knew well.
They�d had enough arguments that he knew Tate�s warning signs, and this was the calm before the storm. He was also aware that this woman knew Tate just as well, and he fucking hated that.
�And now I wish I were anywhere else.�
�So do I,� Logan muttered, which had Tate looking at him over his shoulder. �What? It�s the fucking truth. She has been nothing but a nightmare ever since I met her. Which was before I met you, I might add.�
He saw Diana peer around Tate�s shoulder and try and glare him to death.
�Is that look supposed to hurt my feelings?� Logan asked.
�Fuck off,� she spat out, and that had Tate turning back to face her.
�Don�t you talk to him like that. He�s welcome here. You are not.�
The satisfaction Logan got from Tate�s words was short-lived as Diana reached out and placed her hand on his arm.
�I just wanted to talk to you,� she said, trying to appeal to Tate�s gentler side, but Logan was fairly certain that side had left the fucking building.
He noticed her eyes kept shifting over Tate�s shoulder, monitoring where he was, and as she started to run that hand up Tate�s arm, Logan decided that it was best to stand still. Otherwise, he might just get close enough to rip her hand off.
�It�s too late to talk, Diana. You gave up that right the second you went to my parents about this.�
�That was when?� she asked incredulously. �Oh come on. Don�t act like he didn�t brainwash you before that.�
Tate put his hand over the one she still had on his arm and brushed it off as if it were an annoyance. �He is Logan. And he didn�t do anything to me that I didn�t want him to.�
Diana�s face had taken on a pinched look, and she had her hands clenched by her sides.
�That�s not true,� she stated in a voice that was barely audible.
Logan watched as Tate took a step away, almost as if he too could feel a storm brewing.
Then Diana exploded. �It�s not true!�
Tate nodded and merely answered, �It is.�
Diana raised her arms, and just as she was about to land her small fists against Tate�s chest, he captured her wrists.
�Think about what you�re doing right now.�
�I hate you. How could you do this to me?�
�To you? What have I done to you? You�re with someone new, and so am I. You destroyed my family. You went and told my mother information she should�ve heard from me.�
Diana struggled and tried to pull free, her fury now grabbing a tight hold of her. �It wouldn�t have made a difference,� she sneered, looking past Tate to him. �The second she knew her precious boy was sucking cock, she would have kicked you out.�
Tate released her arms as if she�d burned him, and Logan bit his tongue hard. He knew now wasn�t the time to say what he really wanted, which was something along the lines of�
�I was about to suck it right now, but you interrupted me.�
Yes, that was it.
�You make me sick.�
�Why? Because I fell in love with a man? You make me sick. Because you�re spiteful, vindictive, and conniving, and you have been for a long time.�
Her mouth clamped shut and she started to shake her head. �Move, Tate. I want to leave.�
�Too bad. I�m not done. You wanted to see me, here�s your chance, because after this, I never want to see your face again.�
Diana�s head snapped up at that, and Logan saw a flash of pain filter in through all the ugly. �You don�t mean that.�
�Yes. I do. Week after week, you�ve insisted on going to my family�s house with the sole purpose of making me uncomfortable. You didn�t care that I didn�t want you there. You just cared about yourself as usual.�
�That�s not true��
�It is true,� Tate thundered. �And I�m done. You were the one who went elsewhere, not me. But I�ve found someone who�s smart, sexy, and makes me incredibly happy.�
While trying to keep a watchful eye on the volatile woman in the hall, Logan was also keeping track of the irregular beat of his heart. Tate kept giving it shock after shock�in the best way imaginable.
�Well, I sure hope he makes you happy enough to fill in all the missing people in your life.�
That was when he finally lost his cool and stepped up beside Tate.
�You vicious little bitch.�
�Logan�� Tate tried, but he wasn�t listening.
�How can you be so callous? To someone you say you loved.�
Diana slapped the manila envelope in her hand against Tate�s chest and pushed past them both to march over to the elevator. She jabbed the down button with her perfectly manicured nail and stood there with her arms crossed, but Logan was far from done.
�His family won�t talk to him because of you. Because you didn�t give him the time or the courtesy to tell them on his own.�
That was when all of the poison and all of the hate oozed to the surface and Diana Cline turned on them both. She pinned him with a look that was so nasty it made his skin crawl.
�Oh, no, Mr. Mitchell. You have it all wrong. It�s not because of me that they won�t talk to him. It�s because of you.�
Logan�s jaw clenched as her words slipped behind his defenses to the part of him that knew she was right, but the other part of him, the part of him he�d honed to keep him safe and protected, would not let her leave without getting in the final blow.
He walked forward just as the elevator dinged and whispered, �And it�s also because of me that you will never have him again.�
Her expression flashed from cruel intent to pitiful regret as she stepped back into the elevator and turned her eyes to Tate.
�I mean it, Diana. Don�t come back here again.�
And before she could respond, the doors slid shut and she was gone.
* * *
Logan was quiet. Too quiet in Tate�s opinion.
After Diana left, they made their way down to his apartment and no words were exchanged. They got to his door and Tate unlocked it before pushing it open. He dropped the envelope on the side table, not caring about the contents right this second. He would deal with her in his own damn time. Right now, he wanted to deal with Logan.
Logan stepped past him and Tate followed as they made their way farther inside.
�What�s going on here?�
Logan turned to stare at him, those blue eyes full of...doubt.
Doubt in me? Or himself?
�Nothing.�
�Bullshit,� Tate said, calling his bluff. �Tell me what�s wrong.�
Logan licked his top lip and then shrugged. �She isn�t wrong, you know.�
Tate narrowed his eyes and walked over so they were standing face to face. �She isn�t wrong about what?�
Logan spun away from him, but Tate wasn�t about to have that. He reached out and grabbed his arm, pulling him back around to face him.
�She isn�t wrong about what, Logan?�
He could feel the tension rolling off Logan in waves, but not like it�d been in the elevator. He was now irritated and apprehensive, and Tate couldn�t tell where it was directed.
Diana? His family? Himself?
�That I�m the reason your family won�t talk to you.�
Tate dropped his hand and took a deep breath then started moving. He took several steps forward until he had Logan�s back up against the wall of his foyer.
�No. You listen to me. They are the reason they won�t talk to me. Not you.�
Logan grimaced. �Tate��
�Logan. Shut up.� He placed his hands on the wall on either side of his head. �I know I need to deal with them, and I will, but not right now.�
Logan closed his eyes as if trying to block out everything that had happened.
�I�m sorry...I just can�t think about anything else.�
Tate dropped his hands and took a step away. �Fucking Diana��
�Is enough to ruin any good hard-on. Even mine,� Logan pointed out and kissed his lips. �You have papers to sign, and I need to��
�What?�
�Punch something?� Logan suggested.
Tate shook his head, frustrated that they�d even had to deal with her. �I�m sorry she was here.�
�So am I. But maybe she was exactly what we needed.�
�How do you figure that?� Tate asked as Logan walked toward the front door.
When he got to it, he looked back and said, �She made us realize what we do and don�t want.�
Tate glanced in Logan�s direction, but he just opened the front door.
�Logan?� Tate waited until Logan stopped and faced him. �I want you. Seeing her doesn�t change that.�
The smile that split Logan�s full lips was worth a million run-ins with Diana, because right there, Tate knew that Logan really believed him.
�I know.�

26.

By midmorning on Sunday, Tate was slowing his bike to a crawl and making his way down his childhood street.
After Logan had left the night before, he�d had a lot of time to think. He�d signed the papers Diana had once again issued through her new lawyer, and then he�d come to the conclusion he needed to try and see his family.
It�d been a week since he�d seen or heard from them and he still couldn�t bring himself to believe that his own parents, the people who�d raised him, had actually...disowned him.
Maybe they�d just been angry.
He swallowed as he stopped by the curb of the house next door. Best not to pull into the drive, just in case they heard.
Fuck. What am I planning? A sneak attack?
Turning off the ignition, Tate removed his helmet and sat there for a few minutes staring at the familiar double-story house. He could remember running around the yard with Jill playing hide-and-seek, and the large tree in the back still had the fort their father had built for them both. Now, the one place that used to be his sanctuary, a place that was full of good memories, just reminded him of last weekend and all of the hateful words that had been spewed at him.
Getting off the bike, he took a deep breath and closed his eyes for a second.
You can do this.
He�d been miserable for years, and now that he was finally happy, it was time to let his parents know that this was his choice�his decision to really be free. This was his life, after all, and if they didn�t understand that, then it was time to say goodbye.
Walking up the drive, he felt the gravel crunch beneath his boots. With every step he took, he felt as if he were walking toward his execution. He kept remembering the revulsion on his mother�s face and the waves of nausea would hit. But he was determined to do this�he needed to.
Turning onto the small path that led to the front steps, Tate stopped when he saw his father crouched down in the garden surrounding the porch. He still hadn�t heard him, so Tate watched as he worked.
As a child, he�d idolized his father. He was the man he�d wanted to be when he grew up. Tall, his father stood around six foot, and for as long as Tate could remember, he�d always been compared to him.
�You get more and more like your father every day. Such a fine young man. And those curls...You�re the spitting image of him, Tate.�
His father had always been proud of that comparison. He�d clap a hand on his shoulder and tell them, �That�s my boy, all right.� Tate wondered if he�d still feel that way now.
As he took a step closer, his feet crunched on the gravel again, this time alerting his father that he was there. Tate watched as he spotted him and slowly stood. Dusting the dirt off his hands, he then stepped out of the garden bed he�d been working in.
�Hey, Dad.�
�William.� His voice was steady and detached, and Tate could feel his palms grow clammy at the way he was looking at him, inspecting him as if he were somehow...different.
�I wanted to come by��
�Why?� his father interrupted, which had Tate stumbling over his words. �Has anything changed?�
Tate knew what he was really asking. Have you realized you were wrong? But he wasn�t there to apologize for his choices.
�No. Nothing has changed.�
His father gave a decisive nod and then gazed off beyond his shoulder. �Then I�m not sure why you�re here.�
Tate flinched as if his father had struck him and then took a step forward. �Really? You don�t know why I�m here? This is my home, Dad.�
His father continued to ignore him, and the indifference infuriated him.
�Look at me,� Tate demanded, and his father turned steady eyes on him�his own eyes. �You�re willing to let me go, never hear from me again, just like that? Because of who I�m dating?�
�You�re dating a man, William. What did you expect? It goes against everything we believe.�
Tate balled his fists by his sides and tried his hardest to remain calm in spite of the turmoil brewing inside of him. �I was taught to love my fellow man. Guess I just took it a step further.�
His father�s eyes focused on him intently, and the repugnance made Tate wonder where his actual father was. Just like last week with his mother, the person in front of him was a complete stranger. They�d both mutated into vile, disapproving creatures.
�Your lack of subtlety just proves what a bad influence this man has been on you. Your behavior last week was unforgivable. You were rude, inappropriate, and impudent.�
Tate shook his head, disbelieving of what he was hearing. �I was rude and inappropriate? You�re kicking me out of your lives because of who I love.�
His father�s entire body tensed at his final word, and he looked him over slowly, as if he were seeing him for the first time. Then he told him in a voice Tate didn�t even recognize, �This conversation is over. Your mother was very clear last week. You�re no longer welcome here.�
The shock and the heartache was gone. Tate could feel his rage threatening to overwhelm him. He was now full of anger.
Anger at such rejection from his own flesh and blood.
�If I leave, I�m not coming back,� he stated, surprised his voice was stable when he felt like his insides were crumbling apart. �I�ve tried to talk to you, to make you understand, but I�m an adult. I�m going to do what makes me happy, and if that means no longer being your son, then so be it.�
Tate turned away and was about to leave when he heard his father�s final words.
�You�re no longer my son anyway.�
Tate was determined not to let his foot falter after that blow, and without turning back, he made his way along the path of what was once his home�his safe place.
He made it down the drive and heard his name as he climbed on his bike. He looked up to the porch and saw that his father had gone inside, but Jill was standing there. She was too late.
It was time to move on, time to go to his new safe place.
It was time to go to Logan�s.
* * *
Logan stood in the center of his living room and realized for the first time how large and empty the space was without the coffee table.
Maybe it�s time to fill it with things other than my furniture.
Last night, when he�d gotten home, he�d crawled into bed and lain there, wide awake. He�d been replaying the past few weeks over and over in his mind. His family, Diana, Tate�s family, Tate disappearing for a week, and then their time away.
It felt like it had been years instead of weeks, but it had made them both more than aware of what was important, what they each wanted, and Logan was just as shocked as Tate that it was bordering on that word he usually avoided�relationship.
He�d been cleaning up his place for the last few hours, ever since Tate had called to tell him he was on his way to his parents� place. That thought made him feel ill.
The last time Tate had dealt with his parents was a disaster. Logan couldn�t even imagine how it would go this time, and he had to admit the fact that he wasn�t there made him slightly nervous.
What if they get to him? Will he change his mind?
No. Logan had to believe that what they shared was stronger than that, and he knew Tate. Tate was honest to the core, and there was no way he would have lied about his feelings�not after everything they�d gone through.
He�d just finished throwing the last of the broken glass away and was ready to sit down with a beer when the knocking on his front door began. After placing the bottle on the counter, he walked down the hall and opened it.
There, standing in front of him, was a dejected-looking Tate. He was staring back at him, and his eyes were those of someone who was grieving a loss.
�Come in.�
Logan stepped aside, and as Tate went to walk past, he took his fingers. Tate turned to him, and Logan didn�t ask. He knew he wasn�t okay.
�Why don�t you take your jacket off and have a seat. I was just about to grab a beer and watch some TV.�
Tate nodded and moved into the living room.
It hadn�t been that long ago that Tate had first walked into his condo, and now, as he removed his jacket and shoes and sat on the far corner of the sofa, Logan realized he looked right at home there.
He went into the kitchen and grabbed a second beer for Tate before making his way to the seat beside him. When he was settled, he placed his arm along the back of the couch. Automatically, Tate moved in and leaned against his side.
�Didn�t go so good, huh?�
Tate didn�t say anything, just shook his head.
�Wanna talk about it?�
Tate looked up at him and gave a smile so sad that it broke Logan�s heart.
�There�s nothing left to say. They both said their piece, and I said mine. It�s done. Over.�
Logan frowned down at him. �Is it?�
�Yes, it is. But it still hurts like hell.�
Logan went to put the bottle on his coffee table. Then he remembered that he didn�t have one and placed it by his feet.
�You really did break the thing,� Tate murmured.
�Yeah. Bad temper I suppose.�
Tate reached up to touch his chin. �No. I hurt you.�
�Nah.�
�Yes,� Tate said again and sat up to place a soft kiss on his mouth. �I hurt you, and I�m sorry.�
�Don�t apologize to me. You needed space. We worked it out in our own ways and found our way back, didn�t we?�
Tate grinned at him, and every worry Logan had vanished under the power of it.
�Sometimes you�re very sweet, Logan Mitchell.�
Logan ran a hand down Tate�s cheek and cupped his chin. �Shh. No one can ever know.�
�Don�t worry. I won�t tell a soul.�
�You better not. My reputation�s already compromised.�
Tate took the hand on his cheek and entwined their fingers. �It is?�
�You mean you haven�t heard?�
Shaking his head, Tate looked up at him, and Logan winked.
�Yeah. Apparently, I tried something a little while back, and now, I just can�t seem to get enough. I�ve become�addicted.�
Tate chuckled and rolled to his side so he was lying stretched out along the couch with his head on Logan�s thigh, watching him. �That sounds terrible.�
�It is. People are talking��
�I�m sure they are.�
�Complaining that I�m no longer available for�debriefings.�
Tate totally lost it then and started laughing.
�This is serious stuff,� Logan told him, face somber, mouth pulled tight. He was having trouble not laughing himself. �I don�t think you should be laughing about it.�
�Then what should I be doing? You want me to be upset that you�re no longer out sleeping with half of Chicago?�
�I�ll have you know...�
The sides of Tate�s eyes crinkled as he asked, �Yes?�
Logan lowered his head and captured Tate�s mouth in a kiss then told him, �It was only some of Chicago. And maybe a few outside of it. I told you. I�m selective.�
�And now?� Tate asked.
�Now I�m really fucking selective. As in, there�s only one choice, one option, and one person I even think about.�
�Oh yeah?�
Logan nodded. �Yeah. Ever since he served me a gin and tonic and told me he was straight.�
Tate pretended to be shocked. �He told you he was straight and you went after him anyway?�
�Mhmm. He was adamant.� He kissed Tate again. �Told me there was no way in hell he�d ever kiss me.�
�But you changed his mind, huh?�
�Of course,� he said, full of arrogance. �I argue for a living. He stood no chance.�
Tate�s mouth moved under his in a grin. �You weren�t doing much talking the day you pushed your agenda in the conference room.�
�Well, sometimes you have to prove a point with physical evidence.�
Tate put his hands on Logan�s shoulders and pushed him away slightly. �Oh is that what that was?�
�Yes, and I find that a lot of oral presentations are helpful also.�
Tate shook his head from side to side, still smiling. �You�re something else, you know that? Thank you.�
�For?�
�Always making it better,� Tate laughed.
�Pretty sure I usually suck at this part in relationships.�
Tate sat up this time and straddled his lap.
�I�m pretty sure you don�t. But you�re good at sucking in other parts.� Tate ran his hands over his shoulders and then said, �I want to do something fun. Something that�ll make us forget these last two shitty days.� He paused, closed his eyes, and whispered, �I want to lose myself for a while.�
Logan thought about it for a moment and then asked, �How about Whipped?�
Tate�s eyes opened and he looked slightly shocked. �I know I�ve been up for a lot lately, and yeah, I�ll try most things��
�Tate?� Logan laughed.
�Yeah?�
�It�s a nightclub. But please feel free to finish that thought. You say you�ll try most things?�
�Asshole,� Tate mumbled.
�You say the nicest things to me.� Logan winked. �Let�s go dancing.�
* * *
The music was thumping, the club dimly lit, and as Logan made his way through couples gyrating, he felt Tate�s fingers tightening around his. He�d picked a place he knew fairly well, Whipped.
It was a place where there was a little bit of everything, including men dancing with women, women dancing with women, and�he stopped on the corner of the dance floor and pulled Tate into his body�men dancing with men.
He�d figured Tate would be a little more comfortable around a mix of people, and as his arms came around his neck and he closed his eyes, Logan knew he�d been right until�
�Ah, my favorite lawyer and his �friend.� I swear you two get hotter every time I see you. So it�s a damn shame I don�t see more of you.�
Tate froze in front of him, and Logan closed his eyes, hoping that the voice that just shouted over the music wasn�t�
�Robbie,� Tate answered for him as he greeted the intruder.
Logan turned around to see Robbie step closer to them both.
�I thought it was you. It�s hard to ignore someone like Logan. Or you for that matter,� he added, winking at Tate.
Fucking flirt. 
�In fact, I think I saw you smile at Logan when you walked in. Granted, I could be wrong since it�s such a rare event, but when it appeared, it was fabulous.�
Logan turned to Tate, and instead of finding him fuming, he was grinning down at Robbie�amused. He then looked back to see Robbie�s eyes close to fucking sparkling up at Tate, and he couldn�t help but shake his head at the guy�s antics.
As usual, Robbie was dressed much the same as he had been the night they�d hooked up. Loose, black cargos that rode his skinny hips, and a bright-pink mesh tank top that was cut to expose from his navel down. His eyes were enhanced by black eyeliner, and his blond hair was spiked with enough hair gel that not even the busiest hands in it would mess it up.
He was cute and knew it. There was a time that had really worked for him, but when Logan felt Tate�s body brush the side of his, he knew that time had long passed.
Tate, in his leather pants, tight, white T-shirt, and the leather jacket he�d checked at the door, was the guy who could give as much as he dished out, and Logan hadn�t realized how much he craved that until now.
�Did you know this is where I met Logan? And we danced the night away,� Robbie reminisced over the music.
�Really,� Tate responded, secure enough that he didn�t make it a question. It was more like a perfunctory answer, and with his arm looped around Logan�s waist, it was obvious he was in no way threatened by Robbie.
And fuck me, that�s hot. 
�It was one dance and then we left. Let�s not get carried away, Cinderella. It wasn�t your ball,� Logan interjected.
�No,� Robbie agreed, grinning like an imp, �it was yours. Both of them. That was a good night.�
Logan groaned and Tate�s body vibrated with laughter.
�What was a good night?�
Both he and Tate looked over Robbie�s shoulder to the man who�d stopped behind him. He was a tall, muscular guy in jeans and a white button-down. He was familiar, but Logan couldn�t quite place him. The man seemed to exude carefree and relaxed with the longer blond hair that was pushed behind his ears and hit the collar of his shirt, but the shrewd eyes and serious line of his mouth screamed of confidence and control.
�The night I met Logan,� Robbie stated, gesturing in his direction before adding an introduction. �This is Daniel.�
The man�s eyes found both him and Tate, and as he sized them up, Logan caught a flash of heat...and interest.
�Yes, I can see that would be a night worth remembering. And you?� Daniel asked as his eyes shifted to Tate. �What�s your name?�
For the first time since he�d met Tate, Logan felt the intense need to make it known who he belonged to and wrapped a proprietary arm around his waist.
�Tate.�
�So, Logan and Tate. Nice. Very nice. Evening, boys.�
His voice was smooth like whiskey, and Logan felt Tate shift beside him and knew he was feeling the same sexual appraisal from the man.
�Hey,� Logan responded. Then he turned his eyes to Robbie, who was looking between him and Daniel.
�I noticed you both as soon as you came in, and Robbie said he knew you.�
Logan�s eyes narrowed on the blond, and then he focused once again on the man who seemed to be wanting something. Two somethings to be exact.
�Did he now?�
�Yes,� Daniel answered, eyes locked with his in a stalemate. �He did.�
Tate�s fingers were now stroking over his ass, and Logan had to really hold back a laugh at the fact that he didn�t seem bothered at all that the guy in front of them was eye-fucking them both.
�Are you two free later?�
Logan was about to answer when Tate finally decided to speak up, and as always, he didn�t disappoint.
�No, we aren�t. We don�t play well with others.�
Logan turned to look him in the eye and the expression in Tate�s was, �But I�m going to play with you.�
�I told you,� Robbie stated, and Daniel gave them both a smug smile and tilt of the head as he wrapped an arm around Robbie�s shoulder.
�So you did.�
Robbie leaned into Daniel�s side before giving him a thorough once over and Tate, a full-on cheeky grin. �What? Can�t blame a guy for trying. You two��
�Aren�t interested,� Logan ended for him. �But you have fun tonight.�
Robbie looked over at Tate and then back to him before grumbling, �You too.�
Logan felt Tate�s hand squeeze his ass, and before he could speak, Tate did. �Oh he will.�
Then Tate stepped in front of him and wound his arms around his neck, making it more than obvious he was done with the conversation, done with the intrusion, and ready to dance to the heavy throb of the pulsating music.
Logan placed his hands on Tate�s back and ran them up to his shoulder blades, and he couldn�t help putting his mouth on him.
Love that I can do this, he thought, punctuating it with a kiss to his neck. Love that you�re here, with me.
Tate�s head lolled to the side, and when the salty sweat on his smooth skin hit Logan�s tongue, it was hard to remind himself they were in public.
Tate widened his legs, and Logan pressed one of his between his thighs. He could feel Tate�s fingers twisting through the back of his hair as their hips rocked against each other, and the thought of concentrating on anyone or anything other than running his hands all over Tate�s body left his mind.
He dragged his fingers back down Tate�s spine to the leather pants covering his ass. He loved the feel of them, and when Tate�s mouth found his ear and he said, �Harder,� Logan�s cock stiffened as if he�d physically stroked him.
Logan shut his eyes, and when Tate�s lips moved over his ear, he dug his fingers in. Tate�s hips thrust forward like he was inside him. Then he hissed, �Yes,� and Logan groaned.
Jesus. I�ll be lucky if I make it home without attacking him.
Tate was writhing against his leg and body as if they were already somewhere dark and private, which made Logan want...
He brought his mouth to Tate�s ear and whispered, �Turn around.�
Tate took a small step back and, without question, turned. Logan didn�t wait a second before he plastered himself against the sexy length of his body. He placed his splayed hands on Tate�s hips and pulled him back until his ass was cradling his aching cock.
�Fuck yes,� Logan growled, gyrating against the rounded curves filling out Tate�s leather. �I don�t blame him for wanting you, but he can�t fucking have you.�
Tate raised his arms to loop them behind his neck and looked over his shoulder with sex-hazed eyes. �He wanted you too, but��
�We don�t fucking share,� Logan ended and then thought, One night�and soon�I�m going to fuck him just like this. Naked and in front of a mirror, so I can see every goddamn inch of him.
* * *
Tate totally surrendered to Logan and the music as it pounded out a seductive rhythm. Logan�s mouth was by his ear and Tate could hear his heavy breathing as he moved against him�living out the fantasy he�d had the last time he�d been in a club.
He could feel Logan�s hands holding him in place as he bumped his erection against the crack of his ass. Tate wished like hell they were alone, but they were in the corner of a room full of strangers who were also busy bumping and grinding.
He closed his eyes when one of Logan�s hands slid farther around his front and�ahh yeah�flattened against his hard-on. Then he turned his head and Logan�s lips were on his.
�Open your mouth.�
Tate�s lips parted immediately and Logan dove inside to taste. Tate sucked eagerly on Logan�s tongue as his hand curled around the leather covering his cock.
Being kissed by Logan was like an out-of-body experience. It felt as if every part of his body were being stimulated at once, and as he continued to stroke his aching sex, Tate figured he was close to right.
He wanted to be alone with him, and he wanted it now.
Tate turned and brushed a kiss against Logan�s cheek. �Take me somewhere. Just you and me.�
Quicker than Tate thought possible, Logan took him by the hand and directed him past the bar and into a hall that had several different doors and alcoves. Without a word, Logan pulled him into one of the dark side nooks and had his back up against the wall.
�Will this do?�
Tate licked his lips as Logan planted his hands by his head. �Yes. I wanted��
His words were cut off when Logan lowered a hand and stroked his fingers up his rigid cock. �What do you want?�
Tate�s head rested back on the wall as he moved against the hand massaging him through his pants. He�d thought he wanted Logan to run the show tonight, but now he found himself saying, �You.�
Tate pushed off the wall and muscled Logan back until he was the one against it. Then he took Logan�s mouth in an explosive kiss.
Tongues, hands, and sweat all combined together as he started grinding against Logan�s body, and he accomplished what he�d set out to�he forgot everything except for the man against him.
�I need you,� he panted against Logan�s lips. �I�ve never needed you more. Let�s go home.

27.

They only just made it inside the door to his condo when Logan found himself turned to face the wall. He barely had a chance to brace himself before Tate was crushed up against his back.
Tate rubbed his erection against his ass, and Logan grunted as he closed his eyes and rested his cheek against the cool wall.
�I had this fantasy about dancing with you that night you found me at HAZE.�
Tate�s hand snaked around his hips to the front of his pants, and Logan bucked his hips against the fingers kneading him.
�And how was the reality?�
He felt Tate�s lips on his neck as he placed kisses along it.
�Fucking incredible. I�ve never been big on dancing, but Jesus, the way you do it is like having sex on my feet. Which made me think��
Logan turned, and Tate�s lips found his. He kissed him hard, and when he pulled away, his mouth tipped into a suggestive smile.
�What would it be like to have sex with you, on your feet, just like this? Eyes forward. Hands on the wall, Logan.�
Logan�s cock hardened at the instruction, and he brought his hands up to place his palms on the wall and angled the lower half of his body out slightly.
�Like this, you say?�
Tate�s body left his, and Logan felt a hand run down his back.
�Exactly like that.�
He could hear movement behind him and tried to get control of himself, to do as he�d been told, but he was so fucking excited that he could barely stand the suspense.
�I was just taking my clothes off. Making myself more at home. You don�t mind, do you?�
Logan grit his teeth and then felt Tate�s hands on his hips.
�That�s what you told me the first time I ever came here. �Take off all your fucking clothes if it makes you more comfortable.� And tonight��Logan closed his eyes as Tate�s lips brushed his ear��it does.�
�You�re such a damn tease,� he rasped.
Tate moved his hands around his waist and unbuttoned the top of his pants. �I�m not teasing, and you want this, don�t you? Right here against the wall, with your pants around your ankles.�
�Yes,� he hissed, and his hips thrust back towards Tate.
�I thought so.�
Logan sucked in a breath when Tate�s hand unzipped his pants and shoved them to his feet. He went to move out of them and got one foot free when Tate opened his mouth and stopped him.
�Leave them there. The thought of seeing your clothes half on while I slide my cock inside you is hot as hell. Like you didn�t give a fuck about getting them off, and I couldn�t wait to have you.�
Then he was against him, and Tate�s naked cock was nestled between his ass cheeks.
�And Logan? I can�t fucking wait to have you.�
* * *
Tate stared at the white shirt covering Logan�s back and pushed it up with his hands until it was scrunched above his shoulder blades. Logan�s arms were stretched out, bracing himself against the wall, and the muscles in his back were tense as he stood there�hips and ass pointed in his direction.
Tate bent his knees slightly, dragged his cock through Logan�s tight cheeks, and closed his eyes for a second. He was practically vibrating with his own energy, a mix of arousal and power, and he needed to get ahold of himself.
He brought two of his fingers to his mouth and sucked them between his lips, making sure he was loud enough that Logan heard the sound in the quiet condominium. He knew it had reached him when a throaty moan left the man in front of him and Logan pushed back against him.
Pulling his fingers free, Tate taunted him, �You want that, huh?�
�Fuck you, Tate.�
Tate used all of his strength and pushed against Logan until his arms gave way and he had him back with his cheek against the wall.
�Actually, I�m gonna fuck you if you don�t mind.�
Logan tried to move against him, but Tate was determined and held him in place.
�You sure about that? All I hear is a lot of talk.�
Tate chuckled in his ear and brought his wet finger down to the line of Logan�s ass. With unerring accuracy, he found his hole. Logan�s ass cheeks tensed, and Tate bit his ear.
�I�m sure. And you�re gonna love every fucking second.�
He felt Logan�s entire body tremble against him.
�Want it hard, Logan? Or want me to��
�Hard.�
Tate felt a thrill race up his spine as he pushed his finger inside Logan with no more warning.
�Christ,� Logan hissed, and Tate rubbed his dripping cock over Logan�s rounded ass cheek.
�You�re so fucking tight.�
�So are you,� Logan told him, his voice ragged.
�Only you would know,� Tate murmured and pulled his finger out.
�I love that you let me in�all of you.�
He could hear Logan�s breathing get faster as he told him, �Don�t move.�
Then he disappeared out of sight.
* * *
Like he was going any-fucking-where.
Logan watched out of the corner of his eye as Tate disappeared from sight, and when he felt two hands on his ass pulling him apart, he couldn�t believe what was about to happen.
He closed his eyes when he felt first Tate�s hair on the skin of his cheek, then his nose, right before�hell fucking yes�a warm, wet tongue moving across his eager hole. Logan grunted and pushed his hips back, and Tate dug his fingers in and once again widened him to lap at the shadowy cleft with the tip of his tongue.
Tate had played around with him a couple of times when it came to rimming. A few quick flicks of his tongue here and there, but right now, as he knelt behind him and spread him apart, Tate was not playing around.
When the tip of his tongue entered him, Logan had to reach down and clench a tight fist around his cock. He was so close to coming from the feel of Tate�s tongue in his ass, but he knew there was more to come, so there was no way he was going to ruin that by exploding all over the wall early.
Tate�s mouth left him, and a low cry escaped him until the fingers from earlier were back and sliding inside him.
�Ahh.�
A low fucking growl came out of Tate and just about had him begging until strong teeth found his ass cheek and were sinking in. Logan tried to catch his breath, but it was coming in rapid pants now as Tate soothed the bite with kisses and scissored his fingers inside of him. Tate had been paying attention, and hell if that didn�t turn him on even more.
When that dexterous tongue tickled the top of his crack, Logan reached back with one hand and held himself open for him.
There is that fucking sound again.
It was somewhere between a hum and a groan, and coming from Tate, it was sexy as hell. It sounded like he was about to attack at any moment, and he did. His mouth moved closer, and as he pulled his fingers free, he leaned forward and tongued the spot before he pushed them back inside.
Logan felt his eyes roll to the back of his head, and he couldn�t take it anymore.
�Now, Tate. Now.�
Fingers and tongue left his body, and as he stood there with one arm braced against the wall, the other wrapped firmly around the base of his cock. He heard some tearing sounds and a bottle and knew Tate was rolling on the condom and lubing up.
He counted back from fifty, trying to get ahold of himself. Then Tate was behind him and the head of his cock was pushing for entry. Again, he felt Tate push his shirt up to his shoulders, and then warm lips touched the top of his spine as his voice filled the air.
�You�re unbelievably sexy, and I�m so fucking lucky to be the one who has you.�
Before Logan could respond, Tate drove his cock inside him in one hard thrust.
* * *
The sound that left Logan as he penetrated him made Tate crazy.
It was a hoarse cry of fulfillment, and as Tate stilled inside him, he felt one of Logan�s hands come down to grab the side of his thigh. He let go of Logan�s shirt and gripped his shoulder, pulling him up straight and pushing even deeper.
�Yeah�Tate. Damn.�
Tate could feel the back of Logan�s thighs against the front of his own, and his ass was now firmly seated against his groin. Wrapping an arm around Logan�s neck, he kissed his ear and whispered, �You like that?�
He didn�t wait for an answer as Logan�s fingers gripped his thigh harder. He just pulled slowly out and then powered home again.
Logan�s head fell back onto his shoulder, and he reached down to grip his cock. Tate kissed the side of his neck and smiled against the curve where it met his shoulder, exactly where his work shirt would cover. Then he started to suck.
He felt Logan�s hips begin to move and pull off his cock, and when he slammed back, taking him inside again, Tate held his hips and let him go.
Oh hell yes. Fuck yourself on me while I leave my mark.
He stumbled slightly from the strength of Logan�s thrusts, and suddenly Tate had a thought. �Stop.�
Instantly, Logan�s entire body froze.
Tate slowly pulled free of him and moved to the opposite wall. When Logan looked over his shoulder, Tate raised an arm and crooked a finger. He smirked as Logan kicked the pants off his ankle and walked across the space.
When he stopped in front of him, Tate instructed, �Turn around.�
Logan narrowed his eyes at the bossy command but did it anyway. Without waiting, Tate grabbed his hips and pulled him back.
�Now you can fuck my cock like you can�t get enough and I won�t fall over.�
�Your mouth is filthy tonight.�
Tate penetrated him with one smooth thrust and bit his shoulder. �Yes it is, and you fucking love it.�
�God, that�s the truth.�
Tate splayed his hands on either side of Logan�s hips and rocked forward off the wall.
�Yes��
�So come on, Logan. Use me to get off.�
* * *
Logan braced his legs and twisted his upper body to put a hand on the wall behind Tate.
Tate had a firm hold on his hips and was pistoning his cock in and out of him with more speed now that he had the support of the wall behind him. His brown eyes were locked on him, and every time he bottomed out, he grunted in a way that made Logan want to come.
Logan raised his hand and spat in it so he could madly continue stroking his cock as he fucked himself on Tate�s stiff erection.
�Jesus.�
Nothing felt as good as when Tate took him over. It was like he always knew what he needed, and right now, he needed hard and brain numbing.
He had to turn away from the gorgeous face staring back at him because it was all becoming too much, and when Tate�s lips landed on his back and his hand came around to help him stroke his cock, Logan shut his eyes and shouted out his name.
The climax raced down and grabbed a tight hold of his balls as he came in a fury. But Tate wasn�t done with him, and as he rubbed their sticky hands together, he pulled out of him, turned him around, and slammed his back up against the wall.
�Fuck, Logan,� he growled in that same voice from earlier. �Get on your knees and take your shirt off. I want to look at you when I come.�
No problem, he thought and took off his shirt while Tate removed the condom. He was having trouble staying on his feet anyway, and as Tate started masturbating with a slick handful of his come, Logan watched mesmerized.
He had his head tipped forward, looking down at him where he knelt naked at his feet, and the veins of his neck were corded. Tate�s entire body flexed and tensed with every thrust and fuck of his hips as he feverishly worked his cock.
�Oh hell yes. Come on, Tate.�
Tate widened his stance, reached forward with his free hand, and grabbed a handful of his hair, tilting his head back. But it wasn�t until Logan lifted a hand and touched his fingers to Tate�s balls that a shout tore out of him and he came magnificently all over Logan�s chest and neck.
�Ahh, fucking hell,� Tate cursed, and as his hand loosened in his hair, Logan reached up and ran his finger through the sticky liquid that had hit his nipple.
He looked right at Tate as he brought his finger to his mouth and sucked it inside.
Tate gave a throaty laugh and slid down the wall opposite him.
�Not so sweet after all,� Logan commented with a wink.
�No?�
Logan shook his head. �There�s a hint of sweet with a full helping of stubborn and dirty as fuck.�
Tate raised a brow as if to say, �And?�
�In other words, just right.�

28.

Logan got to work early Monday morning, and as he was drinking his coffee at his desk, he started thinking back to last night.
After the incredibly intense coupling in his hall, they�d crawled into bed and Tate had placed his head on his shoulder and fallen asleep. He�d been tired, no doubt exhausted from the week before. Logan wondered if Tate would ever be as carefree as he had been before all of this with his family.
He�d grown up with a somewhat flaky mother, and his father hadn�t even cared to have him around in the first place, no matter whom he liked�girls or boys.
Tate was the opposite.
He�d grown up with a family that loved him, a sister who�d probably idolized him, and they�d all gone to church and had family lunches on Sundays.
Now, that was no longer an option. They�d disowned him.
Cut him off and pushed him aside because of me.
A knock on his door disrupted him, and when he looked up, he saw Cole stick his head in.
�Can I come in?�
Logan sat back in his seat. �Since when have you ever asked?�
Cole didn�t bother with an answer. He just opened the door and wandered inside. After making his way over to the chair opposite Logan�s desk, he took a seat.
�So how�d the trip go?�
�What? No small talk?�
�I�m sorry, are we on a date?�
Logan rolled his eyes and rubbed his fingers across his lips. �The trip went well. Very well.� He paused for a moment and then smiled. �But unlike you and Rachel, we didn�t come back married.�
The droll look Cole gave him made Logan chuckle.
�You�re here early.�
�So are you,� he pointed out, and Cole agreed.
�Yeah. I need to take Rachel to her doctor�s appointment this afternoon, so I shuffled a few things around.�
�Ahh, I see. And how is the mother-to-be?�
�Incredibly�sexy.�
Not really what he�d expected.
�Sexy?�
�Yes. Rachel�s always been, well...�
�I remember,� Logan supplied when it seemed Cole was stuck in his head fantasizing. �I caught you on your desk once upon a time. Or have you forgotten?�
�No. You were a pain in the ass that day�as usual. But ever since she�s been pregnant, it�s like her sex drive has gone off the fucking charts.�
Logan started laughing at the incredulous look on Cole�s face. �And that�s a problem?�
�Fuck no,� Cole assured him, and Logan waited. �But I�m worried about hurting her. She�s so small and wants it so�� Cole cut himself off, seeming to realize what he�d been about to say. His brother was not the type to discuss his extracurricular activities.
�Rachel�s not the kind to keep something like that to herself. If it hurt, she�d tell you to stop.�
�I know. You�re right. I just worry about her and the baby.�
�I can�t even imagine,� Logan said as he leaned forward and put his arms on the desk.
Cole nodded. �Yeah. It�s a whole new level, you know?�
There was a short stretch of silence, and then Logan gave him a smart-ass smirk. �Not really.�
The comment was enough to break the tension and had Cole chuckling.
Logan then picked up the papers in front of him. �I came in early to look over the guest list for Friday�s dinner. These last two business clients�they�re new.�
Cole stood and took the list off him. �Ahh yes. They were last-minute additions.�
Logan opened his laptop and powered it up. �Okay. I�m gonna check it out so I know who to charm, and then we should be good to go.� Cole turned to leave, and just before he got through the door, Logan called out, �I�ll have a plus-one for Friday night.�
Cole glanced over his shoulder and gave him a smug look. �I know. I already told Jane. Tell Tate that Rachel can�t wait to see him.�
Logan sighed and then felt a grin tug his lips as his brother shut the door. �Presumptuous bastard.�
He lowered his eyes to the computer screen in front of him and typed in: LPCW Architecture. He waited for the screen to pull up, and when it did, he saw a beautiful webpage. It was set up to show some of the buildings the company had restored and designed in and around downtown Chicago.
This would be good for us. An important client to add to the firm.
Logan scrolled along the bar at the top and searched the drop-down menus for the owners. When he found it, he clicked and waited. Then the photos started to appear.
�AIA/LEED AP PARTNER - Lance Powell and his image.
The guy was attractive enough. He was in his mid-forties with dark hair and eyes, but nothing remarkable that stood out. He appeared all business, and Logan did like that. The shrewd eyes of someone who liked to make money and keep it.
He then scrolled to the second image and felt his mouth fall open. There, looking back at him, was AIA/LEED AP PARTNER - Christopher Walker. 
Oh shit.
Logan�s heart started hammering in his chest as the blond-haired guy with the blue eyes and charming smile continued to stare right at him. After dredging up his past with Tate, Logan suddenly felt as though karma were coming around to fuck with him somehow.
But for what?
Focusing on the image again, he quickly picked up his phone and dialed his PA.
�Sherry?� he barked out.
�Well, it�s lovely to have you back,� she replied with a voice so full of sarcasm that Logan winced. �Good morning to you too, Mr. Mitchell.�
Hell. He was so fucking psyched out he hadn�t even realized it had just turned eight a.m.
Fully chastised, Logan apologized. �I�m sorry. Good morning.�
�Good morning. Now, is there something I can do for you?�
Logan once again returned his attention to the screen and asked, �Can you pull up the names of the guests who RSVP�d to the function this Friday?�
�I thought Mr. Madison put a list on your desk this morning.�
�Yes. He gave me a list of the companies, but not the actual names. I wanted to see who was attending from LPCW Architecture.�
He heard some papers being shuffled around and then Sherry�s voice came back over the line.
�Okay, it says Mr. Lance Powell plus one and��Logan closed his eyes and held his breath, thinking, Please no, please no, please��Mr. Christopher Walker plus one.�
�Fuck.�
The line went silent, and then Sherry coughed as if clearing her throat. That was when Logan realized he�d said it out loud.
�Sorry.�
�Not a problem, Mr. Mitchell. Will there be anything else?�
Just a gun so I can shoot myself.
�No, Sherry. That�ll be all.�
Logan hung up the phone and glared at it. Then he looked back at the screen. He could feel his hands shaking as his mind raced at a million miles an hour.
How can this be happening right now?
He stood up and turned away from the glaring reminder of his past. It was like some twisted fucking joke. Just when he�d confessed his worse nightmare, it came back to haunt him. He rubbed his fingers against his forehead.
How the fuck was he going to tell Tate?
�Oh, by the way, remember Chris? Yeah, he�s going to be at the work function. You know, the one where I�m supposed to introduce you to everyone as my partner.�
Logan kicked his foot against the wall and then cursed at the pain that shot up his leg.
Goddamn it. Yeah, break your foot, moron.
He pulled out his cell and pressed it to his chest, thinking about every possible scenario. There was no way he couldn�t tell Tate, and the thought of telling him terrified him.
They�d just gotten to a good place�and now this.
Bringing his phone up, he hit Tate�s number and placed a hand on the metal divider of the windows, waiting for him to answer.
Logan almost wished for a moment that he�d get Tate�s voicemail, but then what the fuck would he say?
�Mornin�.�
Logan closed his eyes and pictured Tate exactly how he�d left him�lying on his back, the sheet down by his hips, and one leg out over the top. He�d noticed that about Tate. It was almost as if he couldn�t decide if he were hot or cold, so he always gave himself the option.
That made him smile.
�You sound half-asleep.�
�It�s only eight a.m. Not everyone has a nine-to-five job, you know.� Tate�s voice was teasing and relaxed, and Logan hated that he would be the one to make that change.
�Have you worked a nine-to-five before?�
�Nope. Probably never will either. I like playing at night.�
Logan heard the invitation in Tate�s voice, and he wanted to take it, but�
�Hey? I need to talk to you about something today. Do you think you�d be able to meet me for lunch?� Logan closed his eyes and tried to get his heart to slow the fuck down.
�Logan?�
He heard the sheets rustle and knew Tate had just sat up.
�Yeah?�
�What�s going on?�
Logan heard the confusion in Tate�s voice and knew he wanted to be there to gauge his reaction when he told him this.
�I�d rather talk in person.�
�Oh sure, �cause that�s not gonna freak me out all morning.�
Logan knew he was saying this all wrong. He was never any good at getting the right words out when it came to Tate.
�No. It has nothing to do with you.�
The line went silent and all Logan could hear at the other end was Tate�s breathing.
�Nothing to do with me? So what does it have to do with, Logan? You?�
Logan winced at Tate�s tone. He was pissed, and Logan couldn�t really blame him.
�Yes. This is to do with me.� Suddenly, he realized how that sounded and added, �To do with us.�
�Logan, what the fuck is going on? It�s only been a couple of hours since you left.�
He turned around and stared at the computer screen that still had Chris�s photograph centered and tried to reassure Tate. �It�s not us. It�s just something that happened here at work. And I�d like to talk to you in person about it.�
He heard Tate sigh and could actually see him in his mind running a frustrated hand through his hair.
�Okay. Where do you want me to meet you?�
Logan thought about it for a second then suggested, �The Daily Grind?�
�Fine. What time?�
Yeah. Tate was good and pissed. Logan checked his watch.
�How about noon?�
�Fine.�
The one-word answer was as telling as the tone.
�Tate?�
�What?�
�I can�t wait to see you.�
Logan waited as his heart thumped in his chest. Then he heard Tate reply, �Me too.�
And he breathed a little easier.
* * *
Tate arrived at the coffee shop a little earlier than they�d agreed on and found a booth in the back corner.
He�d been a mess all fucking morning.
After Logan hung up, there�d been no way he could get back to sleep, and he�d just lain there and run through everything that had happened the night before.
Did I do something to upset him? Offend him?
No, he didn�t think so. They�d gone dancing, and when they�d gotten home...he knew he hadn�t offended Logan then.
Maybe the stress of his family had finally gotten to Logan.
Fuck him for being so damn evasive. I�m driving myself crazy.
Tate watched the front door. When it opened and Logan stepped inside, he felt his heart skip. He looked like he had the first time Tate had ever seen him.
Logan was dressed in a grey three-piece suit and vest, with a crisp, white shirt and perfectly tied, navy-blue tie. Tate watched him scan the coffee shop from behind his black hipster glasses, and when he spotted him, Logan started his way.
Tate tried to decide what was different about him as he walked through the people milling around the counters. As he got closer, he realized that Logan was rubbing his hands together in front of him.
He�s nervous.
Tate watched him come to a stop by the booth he was at and ask, �Did you already get something?�
�I�m not hungry,� he told him, shaking his head.
�Okay then.�
�You go ahead and grab lunch if you like. I�ll wait here.�
Logan looked to the counter and then turned back to him. �Give me one sec. I�m just going to order a coffee.�
Sure, it�s not like I�ve been waiting all morning for you to tell me what the hell is going on.
�Fine.�
Logan leaned down to kiss his cheek and said, �If you tell me fine one more time, I�m gonna kick your ass.�
As he pulled away, Tate gave a fake grin full of teeth and answered, �Fine.�
Logan took his chin between his thumb and forefinger and held him in place as he lowered his mouth so their lips were touching. �Smartass,� he whispered, and Tate�s eyes closed as Logan pressed a kiss to his mouth.
He lost himself right there in the booth as Logan�s tongue flicked over his lips, and it wasn�t until he heard a cough from the other side of the table that Tate realized someone had sat down.
Robbie.
�This is almost as hot as you two grinding on the dance floor last night.�
Logan lifted his head, and Tate looked across to see the mischievous barista smiling at him like a cat that got the cream.
�Okay, Robbie. Move out, would you?�
�Oh, come on, Logan. It was just getting good,� he whined. Then he lowered his voice as if imparting a secret. �And he obviously doesn�t mind an audience.�
�He can hear you,� Tate reminded the little shit. �Don�t you have a job to do?�
Robbie chewed on a piece of bright green gum and nodded. �Yep. I�m doing it. I came over to��
�Take our order? So thoughtful,� Logan ended for him even though it was obvious by Robbie�s expression that that was not what he�d been about to say. �Want to get out of my seat?�
�How about you sit down beside me?� he invited as if Tate weren�t even there. Robbie�s habit of zeroing in on Logan and choosing to forget the rest of the world existed was surfacing yet again.
Tate watched Logan unbutton his jacket and noticed he held both his and Robbie�s attention as he peeled it off and then threw it across Robbie�s lap.
Logan then turned and looked at him. �Mind scooting over?�
Tate went to move over in the booth, and Logan sat beside him, placing a hand on his thigh under the table.
�Not too far.�
Tate swallowed slowly when he felt Logan�s hand squeeze his thigh. Then he turned back to Robbie, who was watching the both of them with an expression halfway between jealousy and arousal.
�Robbie?� Logan said.
Robbie�s eyes found Logan�s, and Tate knew what he was feeling. Poor kid. Logan was�potent.
�Can we have a double espresso and an extra nutty hazelnut latte?�
Tate turned his head in Logan�s direction, surprised that he remembered his drink. Then he saw a smirk hit his lips.
�My guy likes nuts.�
I�m going to kill him, Tate thought right before Robbie opened his mouth and made his murderous intentions shift to him.
�Then he�s got the perfect set to play with.�
Tate faced the punk who was laughing at him across the table. Then, calm as you please, Logan announced, �All right, Robbie. Time to leave.�
He got out of the booth and placed Logan�s jacket across the seat, but before he left, he looked them over once more. With the way Tate was glowering at him, he was surprised Robbie was still upright.
�It�s both, right? I can�t imagine someone as grumpy as you always receiving.�
�Robbie,� Logan growled.
Then Tate shocked the hell out of himself. �With Logan, I�d take it any way he wanted.�
�Holy shit, Tate,� Logan muttered, and Tate was more than satisfied with the longing look that came over Robbie�s face.
That�s right, Tate thought. No one will ever doubt who Logan is to me.
�Coffee would be great right about now,� Tate told him, feeling quite satisfied with himself. �Thanks.�
Robbie huffed and then walked away.
Tate believed that ninety percent of the guy was fun and games and the other ten percent had a massive crush on Logan.
He turned in the booth and realized that he couldn�t really blame Robbie. Logan was�Logan. If he�d had him once and then never again, he�d probably act the same way Robbie did.
Then Tate remembered why he was there, and suddenly, his confidence took a nosedive. He frowned when Logan turned to him, and when he placed an arm along the back of the booth, Tate told him, �Spit it out.�
Logan blinked at the command. Then his fingers touched the collar of his T-shirt.
�Logan, spit it out. I�ve been a fucking nutcase all morning.�
The slight quirk of Logan�s mouth irritated him.
�Do not joke about nuts again or I will kick you in your �perfect� ones.�
When he added the air quotes, Logan started laughing. �You really do get kind of grumpy.�
�With you? Who wouldn�t? You woke me up then told me we needed to talk. Today. But not over the phone. In person.� Tate paused and then shoved his face in close to Logan�s. �You�re enough to make anyone grumpy.�
Logan�s blue gaze remained on his as he said softly, �That�s not very nice.�
�I�m not feeling very nice. I�m feeling fucking paranoid, and I hate that. What�s going on?�
Logan reached up and touched his fingers to his cheek before he pulled him in and kissed him hard on the mouth.
�It�s about the function on Friday.�
Tate�s mind starting racing. �Okay. Did you need me to stay home?�
�No,� Logan said quickly and then sighed. �There�s no easy way to say this.�
�Then just fucking say it,� Tate finally demanded, his patience gone, and Logan did as he�d asked�and said it.
�Chris will be there.�

29.

Logan sat in Tate�s living room and waited.
He couldn't have said why his palms were sweaty, but they were.
Tonight was a big deal in the course of their future and relationship�and fucking Chris Walker is going to be there. He needed to stop thinking of it like that.
Tonight, he was introducing Tate to his world. To his clients and business associates as his partner, the man in his life. That was how he had to think of it.
As the thought settled, he was brought out of his head by the bedroom door opening and Tate stepping into view. And holy shit what a view it is.
Dressed in a perfectly pressed shirt with a black bow tie hanging loosely around his neck, Tate rendered him absolutely speechless. He was playing with his cuff link under the tailored black jacket that was hugging his shoulders, and as Logan stood to go to him, he knew he�d never seen anyone more breathtaking in his life.
He walked over to where Tate had stopped. When he reached him, Tate let go of his wrist and looked up, and that sexy fucking smile of his curled his mouth�the same one that had caught Logan�s eye the first night they�d met.
�You like?� he asked with a glint in his eyes.
Oh, yes�I definitely like. But Logan said nothing as he raised a hand and gestured for Tate to turn. Tate�s brow rose, but then he slowly began to pivot.
The flawless cut of the jacket fit Tate�s lean body to perfection, and his pants were so closely fitted that they made Logan want to touch him�all over.
When he finally completed a full three-sixty, he asked again, �You like?�
�Very much,� Logan told him. His voice was low and full of reverence as he reached out and took either end of the bow tie. He crossed one side over the other and concentrated on the task at hand.
�So I won�t embarrass you tonight?� Tate asked.
Even though he masked it with a chuckle, Logan knew that, somewhere underneath the humor, Tate was genuinely concerned about that.
He tucked one end of the material under the bow he�d formed, and then took either side and tightened it. Once it was straightened, he said with the utmost sincerity, �I will never be prouder than I will be tonight with you.�
* * *
Tate looked into Logan�s eyes, which were free of his glasses, and saw that he was telling the truth. He really was proud to have him by his side, and that made Tate�s heart do some somersaults, because Logan was just�wow.
Logan always looked sophisticated. He oozed charm. But tonight, he�d taken it to a whole new level. He too was dressed in a tux, but his white shirt was punctuated with black buttons down the center and at the cuffs, which he could see peeking out from under his tailored jacket. He had at least a three-day stubble that was perfectly trimmed along his jawline and around his full lips, and as he ran a hand over Logan�s lapel, Tate realized he�d never felt prouder himself.
�You look unbelievable.�
Logan�s mouth quirked at the side and he asked, �In a good way, right?�
Tate did another once over muttering, �In an out-of-this-world kind of way. Jesus, Logan.�
Logan brought a hand up to his shoulder. Tate turned his head to see him brush a piece of lint from his jacket and then turned back to find eyes full of desire and admiration.
�There,� Logan told him. �Now you�re perfect.�
Tate smiled right before Logan cupped the back of his neck and brought their mouths together. He moaned at the contact and tried to keep himself from sliding his hands into Logan�s styled hair.
In the end, he grabbed either side of his suit jacket and opened his mouth. As soon as Logan�s tongue touched his, Tate�s temperature spiked. It was as if touching Logan heated him from the inside out, not to mention started his blood humming through his veins until it pooled in his cock and made it hard as a steel fucking rod.
Holy shit. The power vibrating from Logan�s body excited every part of him.
Gathering some kind of control, Tate pulled his mouth free and shook his head. �We have somewhere to go, and you have to be someone important, Mr. Mitchell.�
Logan took a step back and agreed, �Yes, we do.� He held his hand out, and Tate took it as they walked to his front door.
�Logan?�
Logan turned his head toward him. �Hmm?�
�I�m also very proud to be with you tonight.�
* * *
Logan pulled his Audi up to the valet of the Waldorf Astoria, and as he stepped out of the car and saw Tate climb out the passenger�s side, he wondered in the back of his mind how tonight was going to play out.
After he�d told Tate about Chris, he�d expected him to be pissed off about it, but all he�d said was, �That�s what you were worried about? If you ever make me wait and worry like that again, I�m going to fucking hurt you.� Then Tate had sat there, drank his coffee, and asked if he was okay with the thought of seeing Chris.
Logan thought about his own answer of, �I�m not sure,� and he still felt that way. He wasn�t sure if he was okay with it, but it wasn�t like he had a choice. He just hoped that Cole didn�t recognize his old �study partner.�
Buttoning his suit jacket, he watched Tate do the same and then made his way around the front of the car. Ahh, who knew Tate could pull off a tux so well? He looked like he was born to wear one.
When Logan stopped beside him, Tate asked, �Ready?�
The moment felt full circle for him.
It had only been weeks ago that he�d been asking the same thing of Tate as he�d faced his fears, and now here Tate was, helping him face his own.
Logan winked, and when Tate held his hand out to him, all of his worries disappeared.
He slipped his palm into Tate�s and moved in closer to whisper, �In case I get busy in there and don�t say it, thank you.�
�For?� Tate asked as his eyes softened.
Logan squeezed his fingers, and as they started walking inside, he answered, �Always being willing to try.�
* * *
Tate scanned the opulent room and tried not to feel overwhelmed.
As soon as they�d stepped inside the banquet hall, Logan had been pulled away by his paralegal Sherry, and he�d told him that he�d be back as soon as possible. He�d known he would more than likely spend the night in the corner on his own, so it wasn�t like it was a surprise, but at the same time, it left him standing in a room full of�
�Tate!�
Strangers?
He turned in the direction of his name and was more than relieved to see Rachel Madison waving her arm and making her way through several people in his direction.
She was stunning, draped in a bright-red dress that plunged low at the neckline and then fell away to her knees. With the slight baby bump, she was radiant.
�Hello,� she beamed, and as Tate smiled at her, she opened her arms and embraced him in a warm hug.
�Hey.�
�I thought you might like to see a friendly face. I remember my first function with Cole down at the Shedd Aquarium, and it was��
�Intimidating?� Tate suggested.
�Yes. And overwhelming,� she sighed and stepped back. �I spent the whole night talking to a complete stranger. Well, not the whole night.�
The grin that came across Rachel�s face was deviant, and it almost reminded him of the way Logan looked when he was thinking of something particularly�sinful.
�Lovely lady though,� she finally finished.
Tate winked down at her and nodded. �I�m sure.�
�You look hot by the way. Seriously�smokin� hot. I think I�m probably the luckiest female on the planet tonight. I�ve got Cole, and I saw Logan walk in with you. Don�t tell him this, but I�ve never seen him look more handsome than he does tonight, and then you? Yep,� she said, popping the �p� and making Tate laugh. �Pretty sure everyone in here is gonna think I�m one lucky lady.�
�Well, we�re all very lucky to be seen with such a beautiful woman as yourself.�
Rachel practically glowed as she giggled. �Ahh, flattery. It will get you everywhere.�
�Yeah, it�s how I put up with Logan. Tell him he�s hot and he rolls right over.�
�Does he now?� Rachel taunted as she leaned in and bumped Tate�s shoulder.
Laughing, Tate shrugged. �Get your mind out of the gutter.�
�Oh, but it�s so fun down there.�
�How about you point out our table and then I�ll get us a drink from the bar.�
Rachel turned around and pointed over to where Cole was standing at the other end of the room, and then he saw Logan walk up and stand next to his brother.
One was light, the other dark, but both men were equally commanding.
It was easy to see how their practice was so successful. They were intelligent and charming, and as Tate stood there sizing them up, he also realized they were both ridiculously attractive men.
They shared a father, Tate knew that, but the man must have had some seriously strong genes, because these two men were something else.
�They�re impressive, aren�t they?�
Tate looked down at Rachel to see that she too was staring over at her husband and brother-in-law.
�Logan�s never looked more attractive. It�s all in his smile. This is the first time I�ve ever seen him really happy.�
Tate touched a hand to Rachel�s lower back and felt his heart warm at her words. �He makes me happy too.� She looked as if she may tear up, so Tate gestured behind him. �I�m gonna go get those drinks. What can I get you?�
�Hmm�A virgin strawberry daiquiri please.�
Tate gave her arm a squeeze and then turned around to make his way toward the bar. He needed something to kick these nerves down a notch, and one quick shot of something would do the trick.
* * *
Logan stood beside Cole, drink in hand, as a long-standing client of theirs walked away to their table.
�You arrived on time tonight,� Cole joked as he turned his way. �Should I thank Tate for that?�
�Definitely not. He�s late for everything.�
�Well in that case, I�m happy to see you both here and on time.�
Logan raised his glass of champagne and took a sip. �Yeah, about tonight. I need to tell you something.�
�What did you do?�
�Nothing.�
�Does this have something to do with Tate�s ex? Because I sent off everything we needed to. If you did anything��
�Would you stop? It�s nothing to do with that lunatic.�
Cole sighed and rolled his shoulders as if he were relieving himself of that burden. �Okay�then what is it?�
�The new client you met with last week�LPCW Architecture. Did you meet both partners?�
Cole frowned at him. Logan knew his brother was getting annoyed�more so over the fact that he was questioning him than anything else.
�No. I only met Lance Powell. His partner, Christopher, was out of town.�
Logan said nothing, just stared at Cole for a moment, and that was all it took.
Cole was nobody�s fool, and when he felt as though he�d been played, you better get the fuck out of his way.
�Are you trying to tell me that the Christopher Walker who owns half of the biggest architecture firm in Chicago is algebra Chris?�
Logan brought his glass to his lips and nodded as he drained it and then placed it on the tray of a waiter walking by.
�Yeah, pretty much.�
�Fuck, Logan.�
Logan grabbed ahold of Cole�s arm and steered him over to the side, since he looked like his head was going to explode.
�You think you might have said something, oh, I don�t know�this week?�
Logan sighed and reached up to fiddle with his tie. �I�ve kind of been trying to deal with making Tate feel comfortable, and then I found this out, and just�Well, fuck. I don�t know what to tell you.�
Cole looked like he was grinding his teeth, and Logan wasn�t surprised. He was also more than aware that, if Cole found out the entire truth about Chris, he would likely go postal.
�How long have you known?�
�Since Monday.�
�Of course. This is great. Just fucking great.� Cole�s eyes scanned the room, and Logan knew he was searching for him.
�He�s not here yet.�
�How do you know? We probably won�t even recognize him. It�s been years since college.�
Yeah, Logan thought, but not since I last saw him.
* * *
Tate stood at the far end of the bar and waited as the other guests were served. He�d been keeping an eye on Logan throughout and just saw him walk off to the side with Cole, where they were now standing in the midst of what seemed like a very heated debate.
Oh shit. Probably smart to wait until that simmers down.
�Good evening.�
Tate turned to his right and saw a blond-haired man stop beside him.
�Hi,� he offered, figuring it�d be rude of him not to try and at least make small talk with Logan�s associates.
�This is some function they�ve thrown tonight.�
Tate looked around at the tables all set for fine dining, the low lights, and the band playing. Then he turned back to the open bar.
�Yeah, you�re right. It�s fairly impressive.�
He felt the man beside him shift a little closer, and Tate turned to see if someone had maybe moved on the other side of the guy. When it was clear there was no one there, Tate then focused on the man again. He was smiling at him in a way he�d only ever had one man smile at him before, and that was Logan.
Clearing his throat, Tate moved as discreetly as he could, adding a small space between them. �So have you been to one of their events before?�
�No,� the man told him, shaking his head. �But you always remember your first.�
Okay, Tate thought, turning to the bartender, who finally stopped in front of him. �Can I get a shot of tequila, a gin and tonic, and a virgin strawberry daiquiri?�
As the guy went off to fill his order, blond guy once again shifted closer and, this time, touched his arm. Tate looked down at the fingers on his sleeve and saw a wedding band on the man�s left finger. Then he brought his eyes up to blue ones focused on him.
But unlike Logan�s heated stares, this man did nothing for him�except perhaps make his skin crawl.
�You�re very attractive.�
Right, okay...Guy obviously saw me with Logan and is what, hitting on me?
�Thank you,� Tate said, trying to be gracious as he pulled his arm away.
�You must hear that all the time though. What�s your name?�
Wow.
Logan had come on strong when they�d first met, no doubt about it, but it was interesting to Tate that he�d had such a different reaction to him than he was having to this man. To this married man.
�My name�s Tate.� And I don�t care who you are.
Again, the man�s hand found his arm, and this time, he added a healthy dose of pressure.
�Well, it�s nice to meet you, Tate. Has anyone ever told you that you have incredibly sexy hair?�
It was obvious the guy wasn�t taking a hint, so Tate leaned over and said softly as to not embarrass him if his wife were around, �I�m sorry, but I�m taken.�
He was about to back away when the hand on his arm moved up to his bicep, keeping him put. Then the guy told him, �I don�t care.�
�Well I do.�
Logan�s voice was low, but it was clear as fucking day as it cut through the air and had Tate looking over his shoulder.
Logan was livid. Tate had never seen the look that was on his face as he glared at the man who was still holding his arm. His blue eyes narrowed and focused in on the hand touching him. Then he took a step closer and said in a voice that was dripping with rage, �Take. Your. Hand. Off. Him.�
It took Tate about one second to work out exactly who was touching him.
Chris.
He finally removed his hand, and Tate stepped away to stand beside Logan, who promptly took his.
Tate made sure to interlace their fingers as he held on tight.
His silent acceptance.
His silent support.
Logan looked at him, and the rage from seconds ago had been replaced with love and pride. Everything they�d been through over the last few weeks was worth that look.
Tate nodded, and as Logan turned back to face his fear, he knew it was going to be okay.
�Mr. Walker, you�re new to Mitchell & Madison and a guest here tonight, so maybe you didn�t know, but please allow me to introduce myself. I�m Logan Mitchell, and this is Tate Morrison, and he is my partner.�
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