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	Other books in this series:

	V: The V in Valor

	When one of the landlady's cats gets loose, Matt broaches the subject of getting a pet with his lover. Vic doesn't want the added responsibility, but the discussion raises questions of long-term commitment both men have been contemplating but neither is quite willing to address yet. Then Vic interrupts the bullying of a stray dog, and his perspective changes.

	V: The V in Vengeance

	Vic and Matt are slowly adjusting to life with a new addition to their little family--Sadie, the mutt Vic rescued from bullying kids. As they settle into a routine, Matt finds himself dwelling on a more tangible way to show his feeling for Vic. Though living with a superhero isn't always easy, Matt wouldn't trade his lover for the world. Especially when vandals strike.

	V: The V in Vigilant

	When Vic has a rough day at work, his lover Matt puts their telepathic connection to good use, tapping directly into Vic's needs to provide some relaxing downtime at home. However, their sensual message turns to serious talk, and Matt finally asks Vic the question he's been wrestling with for the past few months.

	V: The V in Vulnerable

	Matt stops by a local jewelry store to buy the perfect ring for Vic. But a trio of criminals strike the store while Matt and coworker Roxie are inside. When the police arrive, what started as a simple robbery turns into a hostage situation. With the cops at a stand-off, Officer Kendra Jones places a call to the one man she knows will be able to help. Vic.

	* * * *

	V: The V in Virtue

	By J.M. Snyder

	Despite his playboy good looks and fun-loving personality, Matt diLorenzo had never been the type who'd had a lot of boyfriends. Oh, there were plenty of guys interested in him, to be sure--all throughout his college years, Matt went on plenty of first dates and never spent a Friday night alone. But none of those transient relationships moved past the heavy petting stage, and when Matt grew reluctant to put out, most men's interest waned. They found other guys--maybe not as attractive as Matt was, or as great to talk to, perhaps, but between the sheets, it didn't matter. Without fail, Matt always ended up in his bed alone, and no amount of good friends or first dates seemed able to dull that sting. 

	When he finally found a man he loved, a man worth giving himself to body and soul, he didn't think it odd or strange that he wanted to spend every waking moment making love to Vic Braunson. Be it in the throes of physical passion or something worlds more intimate, Matt didn't intend to waste a single second they shared together. It was bad enough they had to be separated during the work day, when Vic drove a bus through the city streets of Richmond and Matt supervised the swimming pool at a local gymnasium, but outside of that, every other moment was theirs, and Matt would see to it no one else infringed upon that time. They only had so many hours in a day, so many days in a year, so many years in a lifetime, to love each other. It wasn't enough. It would never be enough. He wanted to rewind time, meet Vic sooner, love him forever. Was that too much to ask? 

	So, seriously, who's silly idea had it been to insist the two of them forego any sexual relations in the week separating Christmas from New Year's Day? 

	Because for the life of him Matt couldn't remember agreeing to such a stupid rule, and Vic claimed he had never thought it up, but still there it was--a seven-day sabbatical against all things sexual between the two winter holidays that chafed at Matt like a chastity belt. At the coldest damn time of the year, too, when Matt wanted nothing more than to snuggle up close to his lover beneath the sheets, he had to keep his hands to himself. Well, no, not quite. They could snuggle, and cuddle, and rub together all they wanted. But anything approaching intercourse was off-limits, and where was the fun in lying naked beside a man as sexy as Vic if Matt couldn't actually do anything with that hot body of his? Shit, if all he needed was warmth beside him while he slept, he might as well bed down with the dog. 

	As each year they spent together grew to a close, Matt dreaded the holidays more and more. Oh, he loved the festivities and the gifts and the food. But he hated that week without sex. It reminded him too much of his lonely college days when he had no one in his life and hadn't known someone as vibrant and as loving as Vic existed in the world, waiting just a few years down the road to step into his life. 

	* * * *

	Christmas Eve found Vic lying nude on the sofa, on his back, his skin colored by the lights from the Christmas tree. Also naked, Matt had tucked himself into the space between Vic and the back of the couch, held in place by one of his lover's large arms around his waist. The heat in the small apartment they shared was cranked up pretty high to offset the winter chill outside because neither man wanted to dress just yet. It was late, almost midnight, and Matt couldn't keep his gaze from drifting to the clock on the DVD player above the TV as the minutes to his self-imposed week of chastity counted down. Absently he picked at the silver ring that pierced Vic's left nipple. "Let's do it again." 

	Vic didn't open his eyes. The hand on Matt's waist drifted up to rub along his ribs, a ticklish touch, then dropped to his hip. "Matty, it's late." 

	Matt didn't take that as a no, exactly. Rolling onto Vic, he straddled his lover's ample hips and rubbed up the length of Vic's thick cock. The muscle jerked in Matt's hand, interested no matter how tired Vic might be. Tenderly Matt lay the length out along Vic's lower belly, stretching it toward Vic's navel, then tracing the underside of it with one forefinger from head to base. 

	The limp member stiffened at Matt's touch. With a slight gasp, Vic moaned his name. "Matty." 

	"Whenever you say my name, it sounds like yes," Matt joked. 

	One of Vic's strong hands gripped Matt's knee. When he spoke, he used the mental connection they shared--he was too tired to vocalize the words. ::Funny, when you say my name, it sounds like please.:: 

	Just for that, Matt squeezed Vic's cock, wrapping his hand around the shaft and pinching it enough to elicit another gasp from his lover. At the sound, Matt rubbed Vic's dick, smoothing away any discomfort--he leaned down, kissed the reddening spot, then licked the hardening length, as well. He liked Vic's taste, the slightly salty skin, the smell of manly musk that clung to the flesh, the lingering scent of sex and spunk that drifted up from between his lover's legs. He liked the way his lips and tongue could turn something soft so hard so quickly--a few well-placed nips, a kiss here, a humming massage there, and suddenly what had been pliant beneath him now felt like velvet-sheathed steel between his lips. Feeling his lover get aroused beneath him turned Matt on, as well, and his own hard cock pressed alongside Vic's inner thigh, eager for a repeat performance. They'd made love after dinner, then again later in the evening after Vic had taken the dog out for her evening stroll. Matt thought perhaps one more tryst before he had to swear off his man for a whole damn week wasn't asking much, was it? 

	He sat up and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand as he looked down at his lover with what he hoped was a smoldering look in his eyes. 

	Too bad Vic didn't see it--he still had his eyes closed. 

	Matt felt a pout pull at his lips, and he poked at his lover's navel. "Vic," he whined. Damn his lover--it really did sound like please. "Come on. Don't hold out on me. I need you." 

	A faint smile toyed at the edges of Vic's mouth. When Matt prodded him again, Vic caught Matt's hand in both of his. "What time is it?" 

	Turning, Matt glanced at the DVD player. Quarter to midnight. Fifteen minutes wouldn't exactly allow for the most romantic of evenings, but at least they'd both get off. And from the way Vic was pulling on Matt's hand, dragging him toward the couch, he seemed just as eager as Matt was himself. With a laugh, Matt told him, "We have plenty of time. Don't pull so hard! I'm going to fall right on top of you." 

	Only when Matt turned back around, Vic was no longer beneath him. He caught a glimpse of his lover disappearing through the cushions of the couch, both hands still firmly gripping Matt's, and then Vic was gone. The body beneath Matt seemed to sink into the sofa and he was left straddling nothing but the cushions themselves. Then the hands on his slipped away, and Matt fell face forward into the warm space where his lover had lain moments before. "Vic!" 

	From her spot near the balcony doors, their dog Sadie looked up and woofed loudly. Matt glanced over, eyes wild, and hollered again. "Vic!" The sofa beneath him was solid--Matt punched the cushions, then pulled them aside and looked beneath them, then tried to pull the couch out but couldn't budge it. He called out again, despite the hour. "Vic! Where--" 

	Far below him in the downstairs apartment, he heard a loud thud! "Asshole," he muttered. The neighbor down there was always complaining about how noisy he and Vic were. Fuck that. So what if it was almost midnight? Where the hell did Vic go? 
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