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	When Dylan Mitchell hires the indecently beautiful part-time fidelity tester and full-time cynic Cole Peckham to find out how loyal his boyfriend Seth Knowles really is, he is ready to expect the worst. What he doesn't expect is the immense temptation Cole presents to him—and to Seth. Or the instant attraction Cole feels for both of them.


	 


	Deeply disappointed by Dylan's lack of trust, Seth leaves Dylan both single and heartbroken, but free to turn to Cole for comfort.


	A cruel twist of fate soon requires Cole to put much more into this fresh relationship than he'd bargained for. While he is determined to give his best, it looks like Dylan might need more than Cole can give him—especially since Dylan is still in love with Seth. But when two can't make it work, three might be just what it takes to create the perfect relationship…
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Chapter 1


	 


	 


	 


	Seth Knowles stifled a yawn as he gave the already immaculately gleaming wooden surface of the twenty-foot long counter surrounding him yet another careful wipe. His shift that night seemed to be passing on extra-slow motion, and he could have counted the drinks he’d prepared on the fingers of one hand. There was hardly anyone around, only some of the regulars mixing with a few new players, but nothing exciting. Not that Seth was looking for something exciting. Well, admittedly, he was looking, just not...looking for something. Someone. He had stopped doing that a while ago. There was no need for that anymore because he had everything he wanted at home, by now probably already tucked into bed, snuggled up to his pillow, and snoring softly. 


	A warm, loving sensation tingled in the pit of his stomach, as always when he thought of Dylan. Dylan with his chocolate-brown eyes, quiet voice, and gentle manners. Sweet, shy Dylan who had never come to recognise what a gorgeous guy he was because he still thought of himself as the slightly overweight and somewhat clumsy kid with the thick glasses he had once been. That had been a long time ago, years before Seth had even known him, but pathologically curious, Seth had made Dylan tell him a lot about that time—probably more than Dylan had felt comfortable telling him and certainly more than he had told most other people. 


	Now, almost two years into their relationship, Seth knew enough about Dylan to be able to give him all the little boosts his still brittle self-confidence needed. Compliments, occasional reassuring touches and endearments, bestowed upon him in public as frequently as when they were at home. He wanted Dylan to feel good about himself, to feel cherished, hoping that maybe one day Dylan would be able to recognise his own attractiveness and rid himself of at least some of the inhibitions he still clung to. 


	Catching a movement in front of him, Seth shifted his focus on his customer—guest as Gary, the club owner, wanted them to think of the patrons—and stifled his grin behind the tall row of taps. That man surely had no problems with his self-confidence. Unless perhaps you counted the fact that he clearly had quite a bit too much of it. 


	Openly ogling Seth, the man watched him polish the countertop for a few moments before treating him to what he apparently considered an engaging smile. 


	“Hey, gorgeous,” he cooed when he had waited the appropriate minute or so to fully catch Seth’s interest. Bored already, Seth started mouthing the lines along with his guest. 


	“Are you here all by yourself?” the man asked and added in an annoyingly patronising tone, “A pretty little thing like you shouldn’t be left alone, you know.”


	Seth gave him a cool, professional smile. “Ah, well, nothing to worry about. I’m quite capable to fend for myself,” he answered lightly. “What can I get you, mate?”


	“How about your pretty little arse in my bed after you’ve finished here?” 


	“Oh, uh, how about no?” This time Seth didn’t bother keeping the ice out of his voice. There were two adjectives that could raise his hackles like hardly anything else. One was pretty, the other was little. Being called both, twice, within less than a minute was the fastest way to rouse his infamous temper and make him spit nails. 


	“Huh?” Big guy needed a moment. Maybe he wasn’t used to being rejected, or maybe he had trouble thinking. Well, either way, Seth was happy to spell it out for him. 


	“Not ‘huh’? If you’re here to order a drink, then do so, and I suggest you make it quick. If you’re here to chat me up with predictable lines and a bad attitude, then firstly, you’d better forget about it, and secondly, I suggest you piss off—and make that quick, too.”


	Big guy’s eyes boggled, but his grin widened and he dropped his voice as he said, “Ooh, I like it when a cute boy like you plays hard to get. You’re such a turn-on, you little tease. We’re going to have so much fun together.”


	Seth straightened up to his full height of five foot just-a-little-over seven and glared at the man. “Is the air at your level too thin for you to think properly? Or does your big head require more oxygen than those of normal people? No. That’s N-O for you, and unless you order a drink and behave now, I’m having you removed from this counter. Got that, you little tease?”


	For a moment, the man looked about to give it another try, but apparently realising that Seth was absolutely serious, he turned away and disappeared somewhere in the crowd. 


	Seth took a deep breath and counted to twenty. Gosh, how he hated those stupid fuckers who seemed to believe that every man was just waiting for them. Not to mention the infuriating attitude some of them had when they approached someone who was shorter and lighter in build than most of them. 


	As he was grumpily ogling the guests moving, or rather writhing, on the dance floor, Seth’s gaze fell on one man in particular. Tall and, from what Seth could see, extremely well-proportioned, he was engaged in what looked a lot like the mating ritual of an unknown species of tropical fish with Torben, one of the regulars. Forgetting all about his anger, Seth watched them for a while, mesmerised by the stranger’s naturally sensual moves and graceful body. 


	Fuck me, he’s hot. He felt a little guilty at staring so openly, somehow though, he just couldn’t seem to drag his eyes off this striking example of male beauty. 


	The man was not quite good-looking in the classic sense, but his even features and symmetrical bone structure were something to be seen. At well over six feet, he was a good bit taller even than Torben, but their bodies moved effortlessly together, and for a moment, just briefly, Seth wondered what it would be like to be there in Torben’s place, to move and grind and...Whoa, were they really...? Seth shifted to get a better view. Yes, from where he was standing it looked a lot like Torben had his tongue down Handsome’s throat. He also had his big, pale hands on the man’s butt, squeezing and stroking the shapely globes as he pressed their groins together in a very good simulation of an act that was usually done lying down. 


	Seth wouldn’t have minded seeing more of them, but the scene was getting too hot even for this club’s lax rules of etiquette. One of the bouncers stepped in and, dragging Torben and his sexy dance or rather mating partner apart, he sent them off the dance floor, probably with the stern advice to cool down a bit. 


	Just as well, Seth mused as he shuffled off to serve the single guest who had strayed to his far off counter. The two men were likely to have retreated to a quiet, dark corner of the club, or maybe even the loos, to finish what they’d started, but even though he didn’t really mean to, Seth kept replaying that scene on the dance floor over and over again in his head. 


	Intriguingly, the more he thought about it, the more his tired but excited brain was projecting his own boyfriend, Dylan, over Torben, an image that had his breath speed up and his cock twitch enthusiastically. It was Dylan’s hands on those slender hips, Dylan’s mouth kissing the soft lips, Dylan dry-humping the long, firm thigh shamelessly to the throbbing beat of the music while the flashing lights threw random patterns like transparent, multicoloured sheets over their bodies. 


	Too bad Dylan would never behave like that in public. Not even in the solitude of their bedroom, in fact. 


	No, as much as Seth wanted him to, Dylan didn’t quite fit into this fantasy, so Seth let his mind travel to musings of what Torben might be doing with the other man that very moment. Were they fucking or did Torben have the handsome one on his knees with that sexy mouth wrapped around his dick? Was Torben the one kneeling in front of the hot stranger and treating him to some of what he reportedly was rather good at? Was he swirling his tongue around the glistening head of the other man’s cock, licking off salty pearls of pre-cum and...Seth let out a frustrated sigh. 


	Maybe that was indeed what was just happening in the real world, but Torben definitely wasn’t the one he wanted in his dreams. So what if the true Dylan wasn’t up for a fuck in public? This was Seth’s imagination after all, and it was the place he could make anything happen. Anything at all.


	In the end it was Dylan who had the sexy stranger bent over the old, stained sofa at the back of the club which had probably seen quite a lot of this kind of action in its extended lifetime. That was something Dylan would probably like, being the one who was usually quite happy to lie back and enjoy when Seth fucked him. Seth knew that Dylan would be just as happy to reverse their roles every now and then, but that wasn’t really an option. Seth didn’t bottom, and fortunately he got away with that since Dylan wasn’t very insistent. 


	Yes, the fantasy of Dylan with that hot guy was definitely an appealing one, and Seth could feel the rather urgent need for an extended loo break coming up. 


	 


	 


	* * * *


	 


	 


	When he arrived at his lover’s posh Knightsbridge town house in the small hours, Seth still felt strangely elated and charged with a pulsing, burning desire. As expected, Dylan was asleep, a tempting heap of warm and living, breathing flesh underneath the duvet. Seth quickly went through his bathroom routine before he climbed into bed and cuddled up behind his lover. Gosh, Dylan’s body was so wonderfully solid in front of him. Pressing his face against Dylan’s back, Seth inhaled the scent of him, that delicious, familiar fragrance he’d come to adore just like the man who wore it. 


	Dylan sighed sleepily, stirred and pushed back, nestling the swell of his arse right in the curve of Seth’s groin. Seth’s cock started to fill and, even though he hadn’t meant to, really hadn’t meant to, he could feel his arousal flare up from the low simmer to a hot, blistering need. 


	He’d settled for his own touch earlier that night, losing himself in the fantasies he had conjured up. This time, this wasn’t an option. He wanted Dylan, the real one, wanted to feel him, smell him, hear him, but most of all, he wanted to find his release buried as deep inside that gorgeous body as he could get. 


	Hoping that Dylan was up for it, too, he sneaked a curious finger below the waistband of Dylan’s pyjama bottoms, gently stroking the soft skin in the hollow of the hipbone with his fingertip. A delicate shudder made Dylan’s body quiver, and he sighed again, a sweet, contented sound that contained the promise of so much more. 


	Seth slipped more fingers inside, trailed them lower and back, around the curve of the hip until he could cup the rounded cheek with his hand. He stroked it gently, kneaded the flesh before he slipped his hand further down, closer to that tempting cleft and the tight little entrance hidden in it. 


	Moaning again, Dylan shifted to give Seth better access, and Seth followed the invitation eagerly. He brushed puckered skin, drawing a muffled whimper from Dylan, and promptly returned to stroke it again, then pushed a little, just enough to make Dylan feel it without breaching him. Yet. He wanted to take his time, make the most of it, and indulge in Dylan’s body as much as in the fantasy that kept rewinding in his head. The loo break earlier had helped him take the edge off, but there was still so much need burning inside him. A need he couldn’t quite explain, as most of it seemed to be fuelled by the memories of that stranger’s supple body moving, twisting this way and that, and the images of what it would be like to watch him on his knees, in front of Dylan, with Dylan’s cock buried inside his arse. Dylan would love that, too, wouldn’t he? Maybe not the being watched part, but he would enjoy giving that handsome guy’s arse a good pounding.


	Seth sighed, feeling the light sting of regret. Appealing though the fantasy was, it was just that—a fantasy. If anyone’s arse was going to get a good pounding, it was Dylan’s, and Seth was the one to give it to him. 


	Thinking of his lover with the sexy stranger had heightened Seth’s arousal yet more, turned his desire into desperate hunger, and suddenly Seth didn’t want to take it slowly anymore. He sat up far enough to get at the nightstand with one hand without taking the other one from Dylan’s flesh. Somehow one curious fingertip had already made it inside, just in the midst of the circle of clenched muscle. He wouldn’t dream of going further without enough lube, but the dry, rough friction did hold a certain appeal. 


	A generous amount of scented jelly would take care of that. Pouring it straight onto his fingers, he let it slide down so some of it would find its way into that still-tight channel and work itself inside. Dylan let out a needy gasp and wriggled his hips impatiently. 


	“Like that, do you?” Seth whispered into his ear, feeling Dylan’s answering shudder, and sighed with delight. The man was so wonderfully responsive, so willing. 


	“You know I do,” Dylan mumbled huskily. 


	Seth slipped his finger inside, stroked the velvety walls of Dylan’s passage until he felt the muscle give under his touch. A second finger followed. Not much longer now. 


	Dylan moaned, a hungry sound that soon turned into a long, desperate wail. “Fuck me,” he begged. “Please!”


	Seth was only too happy to comply. He shifted, removed his fingers, and lined up his rock-hard cock. Pushing into Dylan’s wet, well-slicked heat was almost enough to undo him, in spite of the orgasm he’d had just a few hours earlier. He stilled briefly, waited for the overwhelming urge to subside while he curled his fingers around the eager erection straining from Dylan’s groin. 


	The offer was clearly appreciated. Gasping, Dylan pushed into the tight, lube-coated channel Seth provided for him. Seth let him enjoy it for a bit, concentrating on keeping himself under control while his lover fucked himself on his cock, before he took the lead again and started giving Dylan’s arse that pounding he’d been longing for. At some point he wondered if this was what it would feel like for Dylan if he got to fuck that pretty stranger, if he’d appreciate the wet warmth wrapped around his cock as much as Seth did. The thought got lost in the heat of the moment, disappeared in a multitude of images of Dylan in front of Seth, getting fucked and Dylan behind that stranger, or on top of him, fucking him. There were so many possibilities, so many scenarios waiting to be explored. They didn’t go on for long, both of them too far down the line already to make it last, but the hard, intense climax that found Seth almost too soon was well-earned nonetheless. 


	Panting and sweaty, Seth held Dylan in his arms as his cock softened inside his lover’s body. They were exclusive and had stopped using condoms several months ago, a special treat at moments like this when there was no need to pull out quickly and take care of the rubber. 


	Seth made a face. It also usually meant ending up in a wet patch unless Dylan was careful with how he moved and made it out of bed in time, but that was a comparatively small price to pay. This time it was definitely going to be the wet patch. Dylan had already drifted off to sleep again, no doubt an exhausted but satisfied slumber. Seth buried his face in the spot between the pillow and Dylan’s shoulder, inhaling the scent of the man he loved. It was still Dylan’s own fragrance, just now it was enhanced with the sharp, salty tang of male sweat and sex. Delicious. 


	 


	 




Chapter 2


	 


	 


	 


	Dylan made a resolution not to pick up his cup for a full five minutes. Was he nervous? Hell, yes. Very much so. Still, adding yet more caffeine to the almost-overdose already buzzing around in his system wouldn’t improve anything. He was well aware of that. He checked his watch once more. His appointment was late. A full ten minutes already. Perhaps that meant the guy had changed his mind and decided not to show. Then again, why would he? It wasn’t as though he stood to lose anything by meeting Dylan, whereas Dylan stood to lose everything by meeting him. 


	It had been a while since Dylan’s last date with a man, and there had been a time when he would have happily sworn he would never again set out on one. 


	This isn’t a real date, though, he reminded himself sternly. He didn’t intend to get involved with the man he was about to meet. No, he intended for the man he was about to meet to get involved with his lover, Seth. As always, the name alone was enough to bring a smile to Dylan’s face. Seth. Sweet, beautiful Seth, who brought the light into Dylan’s life with his sparkling blue eyes and sunny sense of humour. Seth, with his endless supply of youthful energy, his wiry body that was in so many ways the exact opposite of Dylan’s and yet fit so perfectly when they—


	“Hi there.” A clear, cool voice interrupted what had just been about to become a rather entertaining soak in the pool of memories Dylan had created with Seth. 


	“I’m sorry to interrupt what must be a very pleasant daydream, but unless I’m very much mistaken, you would be Dylan Mitchell, right?”


	“Uh, right,” Dylan confirmed, feeling a little embarrassed. He nervously reached for his cup again, just to give his fingers something to do but stopped himself in time. Instead, he did the appropriate thing by looking up to meet the man who had just broken into his indeed very pleasant daydream only to find himself staring at what was the closest to a pleasant daydream he had ever seen in the flesh. 


	Describing the man who stood in front of him as handsome would be an almost criminal injustice to the word. He was...Beautiful. Stunning. Breathtaking. Gorgeous.


	Whatever. Dylan dismissed the futile attempt to come up with a suitable adjective to take a closer look and simply enjoy what he saw. 


	He followed a pair of long, muscular legs up to the waistband of snug-fitting, bleached jeans that enveloped lean hips. An unbuttoned, tailored, grey and turquoise-striped shirt revealed a tight, plain, black T-shirt that covered the man’s enviably flat and doubtlessly well-muscled stomach. 


	Checking out that particular part of the male body had become a bit of an obsession with Dylan, whose own middle section had begun to give in to gravity and his natural inclination to pile on pounds rather than burn off calories by simply breathing, like so many of the young ones seemed to be capable of these days. 


	Like Seth, for instance. He certainly didn’t have a problem staying skinny. Seth. There he was again. But this wasn’t about him. Only it was. All of this was about him. 


	Dylan sighed and tracked the line of buttons up along the stranger’s chest, the light bulge of which hinted at perfectly developed pecs, then his eyes took a brief detour over the—of course—broad, strong shoulders before feasting on the sexy curve of bare skin that led to the man’s exquisite face. High, clear-cut cheekbones dominated his even features. A few stray strands of dark-blond hair almost touched the ridiculously long and thick, pale eyelashes that framed a pair of the most intense emerald-green eyes Dylan had ever seen. Their current expression of ironic amusement couldn’t hide the fact that they seemed to look straight into his heart. Unable to face what they might see, Dylan dropped his own gaze a few inches, promptly finding himself staring at the man’s soft, inviting mouth and wondering what it would feel like to kiss those perfectly shaped, luscious lips. 


	Fuck, what the hell was wrong with him? He loved Seth, loved him more than anybody else on the planet, and here he was, staring at a guy he had never even seen before and thinking about...No, not just thinking. His body was a step ahead already, the too-tight fit of his trousers an unmistakable proof of how much the man’s immense physical presence affected him. 


	Dylan swallowed uncomfortably and shifted in the guilty, inefficient attempt to make his hopeful erection go away. No, seriously, what was wrong with him? Or rather, what was so right about that tall, blond beauty?


	As Dylan was staring, the sexy mouth twisted into a delightfully naughty, almost sarcastic smile, revealing a set of—yes—immaculate white teeth. 


	“If you’re done looking, we can get down to business, shall we?” the man said ironically. 


	“Uh, yeah, um, yes, of course,” Dylan stammered, hating how the stranger’s enormous, shining beauty made him feel even more inferior and dull than he already did when comparing himself to ordinary people. 


	“Take a seat, please. Would you like anything? Coffee?” he offered politely. 


	“Thanks. I already got one.” Placing his glass of what looked like an extra-tall latte macchiato—fat-free, surely?—on the table, green-eyed gorgeous planted his doubtlessly delightful derrière on the chair opposite Dylan’s. 


	“I’m Cole. Sorry I’m a bit late, traffic’s a bitch today. So, what’s your story? What do you need me for? Girlfriend playing around?” 


	Shaking off his stupor, Dylan took a breath. “No. Not quite. Above all, no girlfriend. It’s about my boyfriend. You said on your website that you, uh, offered your services to gay couples, too.”


	Cole didn’t bat an eyelid, only his mouth twisted into a cute half-smirk. “Yeah, that’s right. In fact I prefer offering my, uh, services to gay couples, although phrasing it like this makes me sound quite a bit like a hooker.”


	Dylan felt his cheeks heat up even more. “Um, sorry, no offence. I didn’t mean to—”


	Cole interrupted him with a casual flick of his hand. “None taken. What’s up with your man?”


	“Right. Uh, his name is Seth. He is a great guy, really. We’ve been together for one and a half wonderful years now, and he’s the most gorgeous guy I’ve ever met and just overall the best thing that has ever happened to me. We’ve been getting on really well all those months, but...Well, recently I’ve begun to notice some...things.”


	When Cole remained silent, Dylan took it as his cue to continue his report even though saying all those awful suspicions out loud was a lot harder than he’d anticipated. 


	“For instance, and this is probably the biggest point, he doesn’t seem too keen on moving in with me even though he only has a tiny shoebox of a flat. I mean, whenever we spend time together he usually comes round to my place anyway, so it would be a lot easier if we just lived together per se. Also, he could save the rent.”


	“Uh-huh,” Cole hummed vaguely, seeming not particularly interested as he stirred his latte while staring at the glass thoughtfully. 


	Well aware that he had been babbling as always when he was nervous, Dylan was still a bit annoyed at this open display of disinterest. After all, he was going to give the man money for what he wanted him to do. 


	“I think he wants to have my baby,” Dylan continued, just to see what would happen. 


	Cole looked up calmly, one eyebrow raised good-naturedly. A faint smile tugged at the corners of his mouth as he said, “I am paying attention, okay? I was just wondering if the girl really used soy milk to make this.” He tapped his glass with the tip of one slender, elegant index finger. 


	“Soy milk?” No, seriously. Fat-free was one thing, but...


	“Yep. I’m lactose intolerant, so I really shouldn’t be drinking this if there’s real milk in it,” Cole explained, then shrugged and pushed his glass away with a regretful sigh. “That’s probably the best way to stay safe. Total abstinence.” He grinned. “Just like with sex, huh? Anyway, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt you, but as a little side note on the matter of living together, I’d say that that alone is no reason to mistrust him. You are concerned about his fidelity, right?”


	“Yes,” Dylan admitted quietly. “Why do you think it doesn’t matter if we live together or not? Keeping his own place would give him the perfect opportunity to...meet other people, after all. Especially since he can pretty much rely on me not turning up there.”


	Cole held his eyes for a moment, a thoughtful expression on his face, but then he shook his head. “A lot of guys are not comfortable with the idea of living together. That doesn’t necessarily mean they’re not faithful. It does make it easier for them of course, but it’s not an indication in itself. At least not in my experience. Oh, by the way, did you bring the photograph?”


	“Yes.” Pulling the small snapshot of a beaming Seth at his last birthday party from his wallet, Dylan gingerly pushed it across the table. It made him feel like a traitor. 


	Cole picked it up and, holding it between his fingers, glanced at it. 


	“That’s him? Cute. You’re a lucky guy.” He tucked it into the back pocket of his jeans and looked up at Dylan again. “And I’m beginning to understand why you’re concerned.” 


	“What does that mean, precisely?” Dylan asked, but Cole just smiled and shrugged. 


	“Just saying. He’s hot. I probably wouldn’t say no to him, but that’s irrelevant. Please continue. Apart from him wanting to keep separate homes, what makes you believe that he’s cheating on you?”


	Dylan shifted nervously. “I don’t...I mean, I’m not sure I believe he...” He fell silent, feeling too embarrassed to continue. Wrestling with those thoughts in the depths of his own mind was one thing, telling someone else—a complete stranger, at that—about it, made his suspicions real. Too real for his liking, because it meant that he was taking them seriously. Also, he might indeed have to deal with the matter one day, especially if his suspicions were proven to be correct. 


	He stifled a sigh. Maybe he should just call it off. Thank Cole for coming, offer to pay him for the time he had taken to get to the coffee shop, and go back to Seth. Forget about everything and snuggle up in the warm, safe haven of their bed, Seth’s limber body pressed against his as usual. Well, as usual when Seth wasn’t out late at night. 


	Looking up, Dylan found Cole watching him with those unsettling bright-green eyes. 


	“Of course you believe he’s cheating on you. You wouldn’t have asked me to come here if you didn’t.” 


	“Yes, but...What if I’m doing him wrong? I mean, maybe I’m just seeing things, maybe—”


	“Why don’t you just answer my question and tell me why you think he’s cheating on you?”


	Dylan closed his eyes and breathed deeply before he opened them again. 


	“It’s not so much that I have any real...clues, it’s more just a general feeling, you know,” he said miserably. “Seth is a bartender in a night club, the Cock’n’Tail, and—”


	“Whoa!” Cole made a face and raised his eyebrows in a disbelieving expression. “That’s where he works?”


	“Yes.” Dylan nodded.


	“Well, I guess now I know why you’re concerned.” Cole smirked knowingly. 


	“Wow, that really helps.” Dylan sighed. “So you know the place?”


	His smirk turning naughty, Cole nodded. “Of course I do. I go there about every other week. I just went there a couple of days ago in fact.”


	“Of course you do,” Dylan echoed hollowly.


	Cole was exactly the kind of guy who would be welcomed with open arms, whereas Dylan strongly suspected that the only reason he himself had ever made it inside was the fact that Seth had been with him and kept his hand locked in a firm grip with Dylan’s. The Cock’n’Tail was as infamous as its name led to expect. First and foremost an exclusive, gay-only night club, it had a reputation for being highly selective about its clientele and admitting only those who matched its stylish, sexy image. Those who looked like Cole.


	Refusing to let the faint sting of resentment develop into something more substantial, Dylan made himself look back at the problem at hand. 
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