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Tai wishes Master Lucas wasn’t such an adamant Top, but he’s also crushing on the sweetly submissive Elliot. Could he have it both ways?

	Tai has hit a wall in life. From all outward appearances, he’s the guy who has everything—looks, personality and money. But the modeling gigs are drying up and he still hasn’t found that special someone to call his own. The part-time work at Kiss of Leather is quickly becoming full-time to prevent the drain on his dream-business savings.

	Elliot fell for the stunning Tai from almost the moment he met him. If he wasn’t so self-conscious about the weight he’s recently put on, maybe he could work up the nerve to make a move. However, not only is he a virgin who’s never done a scene before working in a BDSM club, but he’s also sure that Tai has a thing for Master Lucas. There’s no way he could ever compete with the handsome silver fox.

	When Master Lucas confesses to Tai that he doesn’t only see him as a hookup and offers him a contract, there are a ton of considerations. They both realize that serious compromises would have to be made for them to have a relationship. But what if they found a third, a sub who could bottom for Tai and also do TPE with Master Lucas? Once the idea takes hold, Tai knows just the perfect boy for them both. Even better? He’s right there at Kiss of Leather, and Tai can’t wait for Elliot to turn them all into a throuple. 

	 

	
Chapter One

	 

	 

	 

	Hunter stretched his limbs in his California king-sized bed, then kicked at the light blanket covering him, working the tangled fabric free until he’d pushed it onto the floor. He didn’t want anything in the way of ravishing Tobey once he’d returned from the bathroom. Tobey would likely want to stay up since he’d been stressing out over their housewarming party for days. However, Hunter had his own ideas on how to get his boy to relax.

	Tobey emerged from the en suite master bath, naked, gorgeous—and headed straight for the kitchen. 

	Oh no, I’ll have none of that.

	“Whoa, hey there.” Hunter propped himself up on his elbows. “Where do you think you’re going?”

	Tobey halted a few steps from the threshold of the bedroom then turned to him, his brow furrowed. “I was going to get the coffee started. I can bring yours in here if you’d like to relax while I get started on the preparations.”

	Hunter let out a snort. “The only thing I want you to bring me is your fine ass back to this bed.”

	Tobey chewed on his bottom lip. “Uh…” He chewed some more. “But the party…”

	“Is six hours from now and you’ve been cleaning all week, rearranging the furniture, and truthfully, I’m not sure what else. I can’t even find my coffee mug anymore.” Hunter sighed. “I’m a neglected boyfriend, partner and Master, so I need your body rubbing up against mine immediately. Possibly a few other things too, but we can get into that once you’re back in bed.”

	Tobey’s chin had been dipping lower as Hunter spoke, and he started to feel bad about his growly tone. He just wants everything to be nice. It would also be Tobey’s first time officially meeting his sister Alita, and since she was almost all the family either of them had left, it had to be important to him that their home be perfect.

	“Hey, baby. C’mere.” Hunter rolled onto his side to face Tobey and patted the mattress. “I didn’t mean to come off so harsh. I just need some alone time with you before things get crazy later, and you’ve done such a great job on the place that I can’t imagine what else you need to do.”

	Tobey gave a one-shouldered shrug. “I guess I’m just nervous. I know the place looks all right. I mean, your house was already spotless before I did anything to it.”

	Hunter gave a loud clear of his throat. “I think what you actually meant was our house.”

	Tobey still hadn’t lifted his head, but the corner of his mouth tugged into the beginnings of a smile. “Yeah. Our house.” He raised his eyes. “Thank you.”

	Hunter patted with more vigor. “Then your ass, in this bed, now.”

	Tobey giggled. “I still have to make the appetizers.”

	“I’ll show you some appetizers. Don’t make me come over there.”

	Tobey arched his eyebrows. “Oh yeah? What happens if you do?”

	“Cock cage for a week.”

	Tobey raced over, launching himself at Hunter and landing half on him and half on the mattress. They wrestled and rolled on the bed, laughing, until Hunter gained the advantage. He pushed Tobey onto his back and straddled him. They paused, both of them out of breath from their play. Hunter took a moment to gaze down at his beautiful sub, to appreciate how fortunate he was that Tobey hadn’t run away from him forever. His stomach clenched at the thought of how close he’d come to losing him because he’d been such a jerk.

	Hunter brushed back some of Tobey’s long hair that had gotten tangled, then had stuck to Tobey’s lips and brow while they’d tumbled on the bed. He leaned down to give him a leisurely kiss before straightening again. “I love you more than you know. I’m so thrilled that we’ve made our own family, that we can build our lives together with love and leave the bullshit behind.” 

	Tobey reached up, running his thumb along Hunter’s jawline, against the scruff decorating his skin. He couldn’t help but smile as he recalled how adamant Tobey had been that he grow it again. In his bid to clean himself up to win Tobey back, he’d miscalculated his boy’s preference for the rougher look.

	“And you’re sure Alita’s okay with all this?” Tobey had let his hand fall to Hunter’s shoulder, but kept rubbing his fingers over his skin in light circles. 

	Hmm. Much more concerned than I’d realized. Hunter placed small kisses on Tobey’s forehead, nibbling his way down his face until he reached his mouth, pressing one last peck to his lips before straightening. “What is it that has you worried when you say ‘all of this’?”

	Tobey averted his eyes but kept running his palm up and down Hunter’s arm. “Well, obviously she knows we’re gay and living together as boyfriends. And you said she knows you’re in the lifestyle…” Tobey lifted his gaze. “I guess I’m so used to judgment after judgment from my family with every single thing I did being another reason why I was wrong or shameful or an embarrassment. I can’t remember if I told you or not, but I never said a word about being into BDSM. Just being gay made me not worth being their son anymore.” Tobey rolled his eyes. “Oh my God. My dad would’ve probably beaten the shit out of me had he known about my love of the lifestyle. At least I knew better than to open up my big mouth about that.”

	Hunter bit back the angry words that wanted to fly free. He hoped he never met Mr. Chen. After hearing about how he’d given Tobey a concussion when he’d come out to his family, he didn’t need his restraint to be tested.

	“Babe, look at me. I want you to really hear the truth of what I’m saying.” Hunter adjusted his frame, stretching his body over Tobey. He cupped Tobey’s cheek as he locked onto his eyes. “Alita is not like your father. She’s not like my father or my brothers or any of our family who’ve shit on us. She’s already told me how happy she is I’ve found such a wonderful person to spend my life with.” Hunter snorted. “Now she can finally quit busting my chops about it. She’s been on me for years.”

	Tobey pulled his eyebrows together. “She’s never met me, though.”

	“Well, she did point out that you had to be a saint to put up with me at all, but beyond that, you guys have talked on the phone.” Hunter grinned. “She already gave me her stamp of approval.”

	“Really?” Tobey worried his bottom lip. “I hope I live up to her expectations then.”

	Hunter groaned. “That’s it.” He rolled off Tobey. “Turn over. I need to spank your cute little butt before I fill it.”

	“Wha…?”

	“Now, boy.” Hunter gave Tobey’s hip a few light smacks to get him moving. “The more you dawdle, the less time you’ll have to prepare your botanas.”

	“My what?” He frowned at Hunter.

	“The little snacks, you know, the appetizers. Quit stalling.”

	Tobey moved onto his stomach then lay his head across his folded arms. “Huh. I’ll have to remember that. Can you teach me Spanish?”

	Hunter rubbed his eyes as he counted to three. “Clearly, my promises of kinky sex aren’t having the effect on you I’d hoped for.”

	Tobey’s eyes widened. “I’m sorry, Sir. For real. I love you and your big dick.”

	Hunter sputtered out a laugh. “Nice one. Keep calling me Sir for our romp, and we’re good.” Hunter leaned down to give Tobey’s ear a sharp nip. “And I’ll make it really good for your ass.”

	Tobey’s soft moan let Hunter know that he finally had his boy on the same page. “That’s it. Let me turn you inside out.” Hunter let his hand fall on Tobey’s rear with a loud smack and Tobey yelped. “On your back, raise your arms above your head and grab onto the headboard.”

	Tobey narrowed his eyes. “You’re not going to tie me to the bed until the guests arrive, are you? I’d freak out.”

	Hunter sat up and perched on his heels, but kept running his palms down Tobey’s delicious torso. “If I were to do such a thing, you have a safeword, right?”

	“Well yeah…”

	“I understand this party has gotten you unusually stressed, but I’m still your lover, your partner and Dom, and not only would I honor that, I’d also like to believe you trust me enough to follow my orders.”

	Tobey’s hands shot up and he grasped the slats. “Yes, Sir.”

	Hunter chuckled as he leaned over to plant a soft kiss on Tobey’s lips. “Nicely done, boy.” He straightened again, but this time, he climbed off the bed to retrieve the soft, black ropes he liked to use when they played at home. 

	While he gathered the restraints from the cabinet that held all their toys and implements, he also brought along the new toy Tobey knew nothing about. Hunter had been saving it for an occasion such as this, when he needed to distract the hell out of Tobey and take him out of his head. When he turned to approach the bed, he made certain to conceal the object behind his back. He sat on the mattress and placed it on the bottom shelf of their nightstand.

	Tobey watched him, his gaze uncertain. “Why are you grinning at me like that?”

	“Just because you’re no longer a meticulously trained house sub—if I do say so myself—doesn’t mean you get to turn into a mouthy brat when you’re with your Dom.”

	A flash of worry sparked in Tobey’s eyes, and Hunter hoped his tone hadn’t been too harsh. They were still figuring out their new dynamic together, since the dominance and submission they shared was private, to be experienced between them only, and only in the bedroom or in a scene. Things like strict obedience or deep submission were no longer a part of their relationship.

	“I didn’t mean it that way, Sir. You don’t really think I’m a brat, do you? I’m not trying to be, I promise.”

	Hunter angled his body so he could cover Tobey’s chest with his own, pet the errant long hairs back from his forehead. “No, I don’t. I apologize for teasing you so hard when I already know you’re especially tense right now.”

	A smile pulled at the corners of Tobey’s lips. “Okay, that’s good. I’ve just never seen myself that way and I didn’t want you to think of me like that either.”

	“I love you, Tobey. You don’t have to worry that there’s anything about you I find unappealing, okay?” Hunter pressed a kiss to his mouth for emphasis. “You have me no matter what.”

	Tobey let out a deep sigh. “Same here. I feel that way about you too.”

	“Good. I was hoping you’d say that.” Hunter waggled his eyebrows, eliciting a light laugh from Tobey.

	Hunter went about securing Tobey’s wrists to the headboard, wrapping the thick rope in a figure eight a few times then circling it in even layers, one stacked on the next and the next, then finishing the knot at the back. Once he’d checked that he wasn’t cutting off Tobey’s circulation, he took the ends trailing from his handiwork, and completed tying him to the bed.

	He retrieved their lube from the nightstand drawer and left it on the table top. Since they no longer used condoms, Tobey would likely assume that Hunter was getting ready to fuck him. Well, I suppose I technically am, but not until we’ve done something else first.

	“Are you ready to try something new?”

	Tobey licked his lips and Hunter took that as a good sign.

	“I… I trust you.”

	Hunter caressed Tobey’s cheek. “That’s the sexiest thing I’ve heard from you all day.”

	Hunter slid his hand down Tobey’s long, lean body until he reached his straining erection. As soon as he’d wrapped his fingers around the heated length, Tobey’s eyes closed and he arched his head back, his heels slipping on the sheets. Hunter stroked him from base to tip, his movements slow and languid. He then fondled the smoothly shaved balls before reaching behind his full sac to tease the soft strip of skin that led to his hole.

	“Lift your knees up and back.”

	Hunter took the remaining lengths of the rope and hooked one piece behind Tobey’s first knee, then attached it to the post of the bed before repeating the same action with the other. Tobey would remain exposed and open, available for him to do whatever he’d like to him, but without Tobey having to strain by holding up his legs. He couldn’t leave him in that position for too long, but long enough to achieve what he had in mind.

	“Comfortable?”

	“Yes, Sir. Anxious.”

	“Could you elaborate?” Hunter busied himself by squeezing a generous amount of lube on his fingers.

	“Very turned on, very curious.”

	Hunter nodded. “Quite understandable. I’m about to help you with at least one of those things, then eventually the other.”

	“I can’t wait.” Tobey offered him an easy smile.

	“You will if I decide you will.”

	Tobey snorted. “I never doubted it for a second.”

	Hunter reached for the vibrating plug. “Then we’re on the same page. Perfect.”

	The moment the toy came into view, Tobey gasped. Hunter held it between his thumb and forefinger and turned it back and forth to let the reality of the object’s use settle in Tobey’s mind. The silicone plug with three graduating sections wasn’t the biggest one he’d ever used with Tobey, but the vibrating feature was. It was clear that Tobey was familiar with the particular one that Hunter held. After all, he’d once commented on it when they’d been perusing an online sex shop.

	“Brace yourself. I’m not sure who’s going to enjoy this more, me or you.”

	Tobey couldn’t seem to take his eyes off the toy. “Oh boy.”

	“That’s right, you’re my boy. Mine to play with however I want.” Hunter grinned. “And I really want.”

	Hunter set the plug on the bed while he set to work opening Tobey up. Even if it wasn’t the biggest thing he’d had in his ass, it was still large enough that he’d have to be extra diligent while prepping him. First, he circled Tobey’s wrinkled entrance with two fingers, bringing the nerves to life and nothing more. He added more slick right as he dipped one of the digits into his passage, spreading the sweet little hole, the tight muscle gripping him as if guarding against the intrusion.

	“Relax, babe. Let me in. You’ve taken much larger plugs before, I know you’re gonna love this. You’ll be begging me for it again soon enough.”

	Tobey’s one response was to blink several times then inhale a deep breath before slowly letting it out. As he exhaled, Hunter added a second finger and slid farther inside Tobey’s passage. He twisted his hand, spreading his fingers as much apart as Tobey’s rim would allow. Hunter fucked him gently, probing deeper into the tight, soft heat, searching for the flat gland that would light him up.

	Tobey cried out, and Hunter smiled. Got it. He massaged his prostate, keeping his touch light. He’d save the intensity for the plug. Hunter pulled out, then quickly pushed back in, adding a third finger. He stretched Tobey some more, while murmuring to him what a good job he was doing, to keep letting it happen.

	Hunter removed his hand then turned his attention to the plug. He added a generous amount of lube, then positioned the head of the toy at Tobey’s hole. After placing his other hand on Tobey’s belly, stroking it in a calming gesture, he pressed against the resistant opening until the toy breached him.

	“Fucking beautiful.” Hunter had whispered it, all his focus on how erotic the picture before him was. His own cock jerked against his stomach, leaving wet kisses behind. Tobey might have to wait, but so would he. He wouldn’t rush him through the experience just because he wanted to be inside his boy immediately. 

	“You’re doing great. Second section.”

	Tobey whimpered, but he accepted the hefty object filling him even more. Hunter drizzled more lube on the edges of the hot, stretched skin surrounding the toy. He massaged the rim to soften it more in order to allow the final bulbous portion of the plug.

	“You’re almost there.” He continued rubbing Tobey’s belly with his other hand. “This will be the last section, then you’ll be done.”

	Tobey exhaled a rush of air. “Thank God.”

	“You can’t hold your breath, babe. If it gets to be too tough, then push out.”

	Hunter pressed against the hard object, careful not to be too forceful, and Tobey’s hole snapped around the base of the plug as it slid the rest of the way in.

	“Very nice. But now the real fun can begin.”

	“Um… I might need—” Tobey’s body jerked in the restraints the moment Hunter hit the lowest setting on the controller for the plug. “Insane! This is going to make me insane!”

	Hunter tried not to laugh, but it was impossible. Tobey was too hot, too adorable and too wanton for him to hold back. He switched the plug off and Tobey went limp in the ropes, his chest rising and falling with frantic breaths.

	“That was so intense, I can’t believe it.”

	“Oh?” He was having too much fun. “Can you believe this?”

	Hunter pressed the medium setting and Tobey shrieked. He wiggled in the bonds, as if he could somehow escape the buzzing intruder in his ass. Right as drops of sweat had begun to form at Tobey’s hairline, Hunter gave him some relief and turned the controller off again.

	“Sir…” Tobey seemed to be struggling to take in air. “Please…”

	Hunter swept his hand up Tobey’s frame so he could lightly stroke his chest, gentling him. “Shh, you’re okay.” It was time to let his boy out of the restraints anyway. But not until he gets some relief. “You can come this time.”

	“This—?”

	Tobey shouted, a noise so loud that it shocked Hunter. He hadn’t realized Tobey had it in him. Maybe it was the higher setting I used.

	Almost right away, Tobey shot in long pulsing arcs, his cum landing on his chest and neck, with a dollop splashing onto his cheek. Hunter shut off the plug, then leaned over to lick the seed that had landed on Tobey’s face, rubbing the rest of it into his skin. He captured Tobey’s lips, thrusting his tongue into his mouth and sharing his own flavor with him.

	“Do you need me?” Hunter had barely been able to rasp it out, Tobey had him so hot. “I want to fill you with my spunk, make you scream some more, but this time it’ll be from my cock.”

	Tobey’s response came out garbled, but Hunter got the gist of it. His boy seemed just as anxious for a good fucking as he was.

	“I’m going to begin removing the plug now. Like usual, bear down just a little, just enough to help it along.”

	Tobey’s eyes remained closed, his features the picture of relaxation, but he managed a few words. “Yeah. I’ve got it.”

	Before Hunter plunged into Tobey’s willing body, he removed the ropes holding up Tobey’s legs, allowing him to drape them over Hunter’s arms instead. Hunter glided into Tobey’s passage in one fluid move. He gave himself a moment to catch his breath, dropping light kisses over Tobey’s face, then licking at his lips until Tobey parted them. Hunter tasted his mouth, delved in with a new angle each time as if he was afraid he might miss some part of him.

	Once he was sure he wouldn’t come after three strokes, Hunter began to thrust into his boy, into the man he loved more than he’d ever loved anyone in his life. He picked up the pace of his fucking, never allowing the kiss to stop, fusing them as one. He shoved his hands beneath Tobey’s shoulders and gathered him close, their chests pressed together as Hunter’s hips slammed against Tobey’s ass. After one deep thrust, he froze, growling through his climax, the noise muffled by Tobey’s mouth.

	He collapsed against Tobey with his arms still wrapped around him, his dick still buried deep inside Tobey. Once his breathing had slowed to the point that he was no longer dizzy, he rolled to the side, his softened shaft slipping from Tobey’s body. He was about to ask him if he was feeling better, but he was met with a light snore. He pressed his lips together to keep from laughing and disturbing him, and carefully removed the rest of the ties imprisoning Tobey.

	Tobey snuffled as he rolled onto his side, bringing his folded hands beneath his chin on the pillow. Hunter smiled down at him as he brought the comforter over his body, and gently massaged his shoulders and neck, allowing him to rest for a while.

	That’s not a bad idea.

	Hunter settled against his own pillow, facing Tobey so he could watch him sleep while he drifted off. It was a beautiful sight and one he would cherish every day.

	
Chapter Two

	 

	 

	 

	Tobey retrieved the appetizers that Elliot had helped him prepare the night before, taking them from the shelves he’d cleared in the large chrome refrigerator. A green and turquoise pottery serving bowl that he and Hunter had picked out the previous week was already on the counter, ready for the fresh mango and papaya salsa. Radish, jicama and baby carrots had been artfully cut and assembled on a decorative stoneware platter that was already a part of Hunter’s hodge-podge of kitchen items. There had been some scrounging through the cupboards to verify he’d have everything that was needed for the party. Hunter had offered to buy him all brand-new cooking and serving pieces, but the reality was that his culinary knowledge was pretty limited, and Tobey wasn’t that interested in getting too caught up in learning any more than the basics.

	The crab and artichoke dip—along with the baked feta cheese tartlets—had to be done right after the first guests arrived so they would be warm and wouldn’t get all dried out, but Elliot had helped him get everything together ahead of time as well as giving him some prep tips. The guy’s a genius at this sort of stuff. Elliot had once told Tobey that when he’d gone to the Kiss of Leather interview for head bartender, he’d shown up with the ingredients to make three virgin cocktails he’d created. Apparently, he’d spent almost down to his last dollar for the makings. Elliot was fortunate the gamble had paid off so well.

	Elliot had also offered to show up early to assist, but Tobey wanted to impress Hunter’s sister. I hope. He wouldn’t take credit for Elliot’s recipes, but he at least wanted the satisfaction of having done them on his own. For the most part. Despite Hunter’s repeated assurances that his sister wouldn’t judge Tobey’s worth based on his hosting capabilities, he couldn’t help it. 

	This is a real home. My home now. He’d never had people over before, had never entertained. The day was a landmark occasion for many reasons.

	“Ooh, what’s that?” Hunter breezed into the kitchen from the backyard where he’d been setting out more of the lawn chairs he’d retrieved from the garage. “Wow. Impressive.” Hunter snatched up a piece of jicama cut in the shape of a flower and popped it in his mouth.

	Tobey’s jaw went slack. “Hey! A lot of work went into that.”

	Hunter froze, a crease forming between his eyebrows, and his lip turned down as if in apology. He kept chewing, however. After swallowing he put an arm around Tobey’s shoulders then tugged him close. 

	“I’m sorry. I know you’ve been busting ass to make everything nice. I had no idea you could be so artistic with the veggies.”

	Tobey pouted. “I can’t. Elliot did all that. I was referring to the way they were arranged on the tray.”

	“Oh, uh…” Hunter cleared his throat. “Well, they’re displayed very nicely too. I’m sorry I ruined it.” He pressed his lips to Tobey’s temple. “I’ll behave myself until after everyone gets here.”

	Tobey wrapped an arm around Hunter’s waist. “You didn’t ruin anything. I’m being a dork. I can’t believe how nervous I am.”

	After taking a quick kiss, his palms framed around Tobey’s jaw, Hunter stayed close, his gaze locking on Tobey’s. “Next time I’ll fuck you twice.”

	Right as Tobey barked out a laugh, the doorbell rang. He gasped. “Oh shit! It’s still early and I haven’t changed yet.”

	Hunter regarded him with a frown. “Language. Bear in mind the nieces and nephews are all under the age of ten.”

	Tobey slapped a hand over his mouth, cringing. “Sorry.” The bell sounded again. “Oh God. Do you think it’s your sister already?”

	“I doubt it.” Hunter was checking his phone. “She said she’d message once she got off the freeway, and I’m sure the traffic coming up from San Diego is horrific. It’s so hot today, everyone will be out, going to the beach and so on.” He grinned at Tobey. “Go on and change. I’ll get the door.”

	“Okay, thanks. So, all the party cups are on the side bar, the ice bucket is in the freezer, the soda on the top shelf in the fridge and—” 

	Hunter whacked him on his butt. “Go already. I have had people over before.”

	I could use a beer. They drank at home as long as they didn’t have a scene planned, but he didn’t want to get sloshed before anyone had even set foot in the place. Or before I’ve met Alita.

	“Okay, going.”

	As he scurried down the hall, he heard Hunter call after him, “Love you!” He grinned to himself. His life was turning out so amazing. 

	Once he reached their bedroom, he shut the door behind him then yanked off his T-shirt that had dried bits of cheese, a mystery stain from one of the liquid recipe ingredients and some pastry flakes from the filo dough. As he wriggled out of his sweats, he determined that his food preparation skills should be confined to special occasions only. And when Elliot’s around to help stave off certain kitchen disaster. 

	After he’d put on a pair of jeans sans the artfully placed rips he usually sported, and donned a plain black tee, he reassembled his ponytail to catch the stray bits of hair that had escaped. He regarded his reflection then scrunched up his nose. Blah. He didn’t wear short-sleeved button-downs and it was too hot for long sleeves. Tobey sighed. 

	A knock sounded at the bedroom door and he assumed that Hunter was letting him know who’d arrived.

	“It’s okay to come in, you don’t have to kn—” Tobey halted mid-sentence at the sight of Elliot’s reflection in the mirror. “Oh hey, thought it was Hunter. Was that you who rang the bell just now?”

	Elliot nodded. “Sorry I got here so early. I was just…” His shoulders sagged. “I was bored. Thought maybe you could use my help after all, or I could at least cheer from the sidelines.”

	Tobey shook his head while he waved him inside. “All you had to do was tell me you wanted to get here earlier. I would’ve understood.”

	Elliot shoved his hands in his pockets as he gazed around the room. “Yeah, well. I didn’t want to intrude. You know, get in the way.”

	“First off, you let me live with you for free, so the only one who could ever be considered being in the way would be me. Then there’s the fact that you encouraged me to give Hunter a second chance, you gave me the recipes for my party and sliced up dozens of vegetables into festive shapes. Why on earth would I think you’re intruding?” Tobey snorted. “And what sort of asshole friend would I be if I did?”

	Elliot gave a half-hearted shrug. “I dunno. I just didn’t want to bother you and Hunter while you were getting ready for your special day. Be like, you know, the third wheel.”

	Is this why he always makes sure Hunter is at the club before he comes over to hang out? “I realize I’ve been coming unglued over this get-together, but at the same time it’s not like we’re getting married or something. You wouldn’t be ‘in the way’. You’re one of my best friends.” Another thought struck him. “Are you scared of Hunter, or don’t like him or something?”

	Elliot’s eyes rounded. “No! I don’t want you to think that. I mean, I get nervous around all the Masters and he’s pretty intense, but I know he’s a good guy. I never would’ve said you should give him a second chance if I didn’t believe that.”

	Phew. “Well, I’m glad to hear it. Because he’s actually a great guy. He was a bit communication challenged there for a while, but he’s been making up for it ever since. He goes out of his way to show me how much I mean to him.” Tobey couldn’t help grinning. “Living with Hunter is more incredible than I could’ve wished for.”

	Finally, Elliot seemed to relax, and he smiled back at Tobey. “That’s really cool. I figured it would be since I know how crazy in love he is with you. And man, the night of the auction? Wow.” Elliot snickered. “He was so worked up over the bidding I thought he was gonna pass out if he didn’t win you.”

	Aww. “Seriously?” Tobey’s heart swelled. The moments when he saw the other part of Hunter that he tried so hard to conceal, the softer part—that was what would make him fall in love with him all over again. 

	“So, that’s why I haven’t wanted to intrude on you guys. You know, stay out of your way so you can enjoy being together.”

	Tobey let out an aggravated sigh. “And that’s why you always ask if Hunter is at work before you come over.”

	“Well…maybe.” Elliot ducked his head.

	“Me and Hunter have our entire lives to be together.” He crossed his arms. “And if I wanted alone time with him or he wanted alone time with me, I wouldn’t invite you over in the first place, got it?”

	Elliot nodded then peered up at him. “Sorry.”

	Tobey chuckled while grabbing Elliot around the neck in a one-armed hug. “Goofball.” He let Elliot go. “Okay, I need your opinion. If I wear my black, silver-studded belt with this plain tee, should I add my silver moon necklace or is that too much?”

	A crease formed between Elliot’s eyebrows. “Are there any children under three going to be here?”

	Tobey frowned in return. “You mean Hunter’s nieces and nephews?”

	“Yeah.”

	“They’re all pretty young and I think he said there’s one who’s still a baby.”

	Elliot shook his head. “Then no on the necklace. It won’t last ten seconds once one of them gets a hold of it.”

	“Oh damn, hadn’t thought of that. Good call.” Tobey viewed his reflection again. “Belt okay though, or should I stick with this boring one?”

	Elliot chuckled. “Go with the studded one.”

	Tobey pawed through his clothes in his closet, which now included the club ones Hunter had insisted on buying him on a huge shopping spree, and found the belt he wanted still hanging between two pairs of his new pants. He pulled it free from the hanger then went back to getting ready. When he checked on Elliot, he noted that he was leaning against the wall by the door, hands stuffed back into his pockets while he stared at the carpet. 
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