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Chapter One









It wasn’t that Drew hated hospitals; in fact, he rather liked them. They were busy and bustling, and he spent enough time in them that he understood all the bodies and noises were part of large, organized mass of effort to make people healthy.

He just wasn’t fond of spending time in them as a patient.

He looked around the triage area, not even able to see Dave as a curtain had them separated from each other. “Hey,” he said in a voice slightly louder than conversational level.

“Hey, yourself,” he got back, Dave sounding surly.

“How much longer, do you think?” Drew asked, knowing full well that Dave wouldn’t have any more idea than he did.

“Dunno. The doctor said they just wanted to keep an eye on us for a bit.”

Drew sighed and Dave fell silent behind the curtain. That was the rub of it—there wasn’t even anything wrong with them. They’d just been in the wrong place at the wrong time, depending on how one looked at it. Drew was looking at it from the perspective of a fireman just doing his job, clearing a warehouse that had gone up in flames, and suddenly being confronted with large barrels with a hazardous material sign on them.

They hadn’t known the barrels were there, nor what was in them. They’d evacuated, the chief had gone ballistic on the owners for improperly storing God knows what, and the whole team had been trooped down the hospital to get checked out.

“They didn’t even blow,” Drew said for the fourth time in three hours.

“Yeah, yeah. And we’ll be let go as soon as the doctors confirm we’re fine.”

Drew snorted. He was fine, and if he wasn’t, sitting in an open triage unit wasn’t going to help any. “What do you think of that Dr. Campbell?” he asked. “Kind of young, yeah?”

Dave growled. “I’m sure he knows exactly what he’s doing. And he’s probably your age—not exactly a spring chicken.”

“Hey,” Drew protested. “I’m not even thirty yet, old man.”

“Forty ain’t old, and shut up. The doctor is fine. We’re fine. And any minute now, that kid of a doctor is going to show up and tell us we can leave.”

Drew grumbled a minute or two and let silence reign again. Dave was pissy. Drew was pissy. He thought about Dr, Campbell for a couple of minutes, and aside from deciding the man was really cute, he couldn’t come up with anything else. “Call Vicky Lynn?” he asked finally.

“Yeah, soon as they let me have a phone. She’s not real happy. Worried, you know?”

“Of course.” He didn’t have a phone. The fact that he hadn’t asked for one didn’t really make a difference in his mind. Damn hospitals. He sighed again.

“Will you stop that?” Dave said irritably. “Sound like a dying cow.”

“Oh, shut up,” Drew said mildly.

“This keeping you from something?” Dave went on, poking at him. “Big date?”

“Right, I always schedule my big dates for two in the afternoon. Easier to get reservations that way.”

The curtain pulled back suddenly and the doctor was standing between the two beds, clipboard in hand. “Not a bad plan,” the doctor said with a smile. “Have to date someone who works shifts, though.”

Drew winked. “That’s the only kind of people I know, Doc.”

“Shut up and let the man talk, Smyth.” Dave glared at him before turning pathetically hopeful eyes on the young doctor. “We sprung?”

“Well, yes and no.”

Dave and Drew both groaned.

The doctor held up his hand in what Drew assumed was supposed to be a placating manner. “Now, now. Protocol, gentlemen. I’ve talked to your chief. The barrels have been confirmed to be empty, and you both check out as fine for that, obviously. We did the standard oxygen tests, too, just because you’d been in a smoke filled environment, and all is well there, too.” He pointed to Dave. “You can go as soon as you get your boots on.”

Dave beamed. “Thanks, see ya, and I’m outta here,” he said, swinging his legs over the side of the bed. He paused. “What about Drew?”

“Ah, that’s the other thing.”

Dave looked at him with worried eyes and Drew groaned. He was going to wind up with Vicky Lynn at his house mothering him, he just knew it.

Dr. Campbell shook his head. “Nothing dire, the lab’s just taking longer with your blood work. As soon as they call up, you’ll be free to go.”

Drew rolled his eyes, but Dave looked relieved. “Aw, you care,” Drew said with a grin. “Say hi to Vicky Lynn for me.”

“Will.” Dave pulled on his boots and grabbed his coat. “See you tomorrow, Drew.”

“Later, man.”

He watched Dave practically run out of the triage area and shook his head. “His wife is going to be pretty happy to have him home,” he said to the doctor, just to keep the man there for a couple more minutes.

He was really cute.

Dr. Campbell smiled at him, nodding. “I bet.” He glanced around, still holding onto his clipboard, and added, “Do you need to call anyone? Tell your hot date you’re still here?” His eyes were teasing, and the smile had become something closer to a grin.

Drew grinned back and shook his head. “No one like that to call,” he said, meeting the doctor’s eyes. Testing the waters.

But the doctor just nodded and took a step back. “Okay, then. I’ll let you know as soon as I hear from the lab.”

Drew gave himself a mental whap on the head and nodded back. “Sure thing, Doc.”

Dr. Campbell left, and Drew sighed. He really didn’t like hospitals all that much. He looked around him and counted the various boxes of things he could see, then he counted the IV stands along the wall by the nurse’s station. He looked up at the ceiling tiles and then over at Dave’s empty bed.

“Ah, shit,” he groaned, catching sight of his coat and shoes. One of the guys had brought his stuff by and taken his equipment back to the station, but he was stuck without his car and, with Dave gone, without a ride home. He closed his eyes and leaned back on his plastic covered pillow, feeling altogether annoyed with the world.

“You okay?” a voice asked, and cool fingers took his wrist, seeking his pulse.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” he said, opening his eyes to look at Dr. Campbell again. He didn’t take his hand back, choosing instead to just let the man touch him. “I’m pathetic,” he said to himself, watching the doctor feel up his wrist.

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that,” the doctor disagreed, looking at his watch. “You’re fine.”

Drew smirked and turned it into a grin before the doctor could see. “No, I’m without a way home, is all. Guess I’ll have to walk—or find a cab, I suppose.” He pulled a face, knowing how hard that would be.

“Yeah?” The doctor gave him a glance and then let go of his wrist. “Where do you live?” he asked, picking up Drew’s chart again. “Oh, that’s not far. What, about a five minute drive from here?”

Drew nodded. “Yeah. The walk’ll do me good.”

“Well, it won’t kill you, anyway. But I can give you a lift, if you want. The lab called and my shift is done. Just have to do about five minutes of paperwork—the rest can wait until I get back.” Dr. Campbell gave him a quick smile. “It’s no trouble.”

“Yeah?” Drew hoped he didn’t look as surprised as he felt. “That would be great, thanks.”

“No trouble,” Dr. Campbell repeated. “Get your stuff together, I’ll be back in a few.”

Drew watched the doctor walking away and shook his head, smiling as he reached for his shoes. He figured it was just a strange day all around.

__________






“This is it,” Drew said, pointing to his house. “Thanks, Doc.”

“Scott.”

Drew grinned, waiting until the man had pulled into his driveway before offering his hand. “Drew. Thanks, Scott.”

Scott just smiled at him, putting the car in park.

“Want to come in?” Drew asked on impulse. “Think there’s some beer.”

Scott blinked and then said, “Sure, that’d be nice. Thanks.”

Drew smiled and opened his door. “Come on, then.” He led the way to the side door in the garage, letting them into the kitchen. “Hey, it’s not even a mess, yay me.”

Scott laughed, taking off his shoes. “It’s nice,” he said, looking around the kitchen.

“It’s a good house,” Drew agreed, tossing his jacket over a chair and going to the fridge. “Let me show you around,” he said, passing Scott a beer. He took the man through to the living room, toeing a magazine under the couch. “I bought it a couple of years ago, and it’s worked out well. Close to the station, nice quiet neighborhood. Just three bedrooms, but I don’t need more than that—no dining room or second family room or anything like that. Just a nice little bungalow, you know?”

“It’s great,” Scott said. “Are all three bedrooms upstairs?”

“Yep. Come see,” Drew invited, walking down the hall. “This one is storage,” he said, pushing open a door on his right. “The next one is… well, storage as well. My room’s on the left, and the bathroom’s at the end. Nice and neat, no muss, no fuss. I was going to rip out all the crap carpeting this spring, but property taxes went up, so instead I get to find a roommate just to cover it.”

“You live alone?” Scott seemed impressed as they walked back to the kitchen. “Oh, backyard, too. Wow, that’s nice. Like the flowers.”

Drew pulled a face. “The flowers are my mom’s doing. At least it’s just wild flower seed, and easy to maintain. No freaking if a weed winds up in the roses or anything.”

“It looks nice,” Scott said again. He leaned on the counter and looked around the kitchen, licking his lower lip before he lifted his beer bottle and took a drink. “Um. You serious about needing a roommate?”

Drew gave the doctor a long look. “Yeah. Hadn’t really started looking, figured it would be pretty easy—just let the word out at work. Between the firefighters and the EMTs there’s a lot of people working shifts, and that’s important. Need someone who gets that I sleep at weird hours.”

Scott nodded and put his bottle down. “Well, I’m doing my residency. Means long hours at the hospital and lots of studying when I’m home. Right now I’m going to my parents to sleep and shower, but it’s a ways to drive, and it’s… well, it’s living with my parents. I’m interested.”

Drew grinned. “Sounds okay to me. So long as you don’t bring every girl you date home or have wild parties.”

Scott snorted. “No time for parties, and the girl thing is a non-issue.”

“Me too.”

They looked at each other carefully for a long moment and Drew just waited, not sure if they were going to spell it out or not.

“I’m not out at work,” Scott finally said.

Drew nodded. “I don’t hide it, but I’d be surprised if more than a handful have it figured out. Seeing anyone?”

Scott shook his head. “You?”

“Nope. Still interesting in moving in?” It could change things, both of them single. Drew was willing to admit that he was attracted to Scott, and that could make things weird.

Scott thought about it for a minute. “Yeah. I am.”

“All right then.” Drew pulled out a chair and sat down. “Let’s talk about it, then. Figure out the utilities and stuff and find out what I want for rent.” He grinned. “I really hadn’t put much thought into this.”

Scott came to the table and sat down, grinning as well. “We’ll sort it.”




























Chapter Two









As it worked out, Drew was working at the station when Scott moved in the next weekend. He got home and found the larger of the two spare rooms full of boxes and Scott struggling with the frame of his bed.

“Give you a hand?” Drew offered from the doorway.

Scott looked up at him from the floor and blew hair out of his eyes. Drew though he looked adorable.

“Yeah, thanks. If you can get past the wall of books.”

Drew shifted a couple of the heavy boxes and made his way to the other side of the bed frame, almost knocking the mattress down from where it was leaning on the wall. “All of this is books?” he asked, not quite believing it. It looked like Scott could open his own library.

Scott nodded and handed him a screwdriver. “Yeah, mostly. Was a bitch to get them all packed and moved. Heavy as fuck.”

Drew stared at the multitude of boxes. “Shit. You must’ve really wanted to leave your parents to do this in a day. How the hell did you manage by yourself? Would have helped at least get them in the house.”

Scott smiled at him and ducked his head. Yeah. Adorable.

“I did. Let’s get this thing set up, yeah? I’d rather sleep on it than the boxes.”

Drew grinned at him and they set to work. It only took a few minutes to get the bed set up and Scott started poking through random boxes. “One of these has sheets in it. Actually, one has sheets and towels, one has crap, and the rest are books.”

Drew shifted boxes until he found one that wasn’t heavy. “Here’s one,” he said, and Scott handed him the box cutter before shifting more boxes.

Drew cut the box open and peered inside. “Uh. Not the right one, though.”

Scott glanced up and looked at him before leaning over to see inside the box. He blushed scarlet and said, “Oops. Right. Not that one.” He closed the box and moved it to the closet, still blushing furiously.

Drew tried really hard not to laugh. Not that there was anything inherently funny about a box full of CDs, envelopes of photos, a couple of candles and a shit load of lube, but Scott was really blushing, and that was funny. Mind you, Drew wasn’t sure he’d seen that much lube in one place outside of a drugstore.

Drew was still grinning when he found another light box. He glanced at Scott and said, “You wanna open this one? I promise not to look.” He finally laughed as the fading blush came back as strong as ever.

Scott took the box and ripped it open. “There. Sheets. Oh, shut up. Like you’ve never seen lube before.” He was trying not to laugh as well, his eyes bright.

“Not that much, man. You planning a big weekend?” Drew laughed harder as Scott glared at him and finally gave in and laughed as well.

“We’ll just have to see.” Scott said as he turned away and started making the bed. Drew was just as glad, seeing as how he was pretty sure that his rather sudden hard on was a little obvious as a testing-the-waters-flirt. He excused himself as gracefully as he could and made his way to the bathroom. Jerking off in the shower was always a fairly discreet way to get calm.

__________






By the end of the first week Drew was hopelessly confused. Scott seemed to be interested in him, but he wouldn’t say or do anything that left an opening of any kind for a slow come on. Drew figured he could play it two ways—either just walk up and kiss him or do something equally impossible to misread, or play it by ear and see what was what.

Drew decided to go with the slow and easy approach. If they weren’t sharing a house he would have been more direct, but if Scott wasn’t interested in anything more than a mild flirtation, trying to jump the man would make home life less than pleasant. Drew liked things to be pleasant.

So he waited. They watched TV and movies when they were both home and Scott didn’t have his nose in a book, and talked about important things like which brand of beer to buy and whose turn it was to get laundry detergent. They laughed at the same stuff, and didn’t talk at all when one of them came home with the stink of their jobs wrapped around them. It wasn’t often, Scott worked too much for them to spend a great deal of time together, but Drew liked what he knew. Liked it a hell of a lot.

After a couple of mix ups about who would be home to take care of getting the garbage out or mow the lawn, they put a big whiteboard calendar up in the kitchen. Drew wrote his schedule in and handed the marker to Scott. After Scott had filled in a week’s worth of times when he was going to be at the hospital they wiped it off and he wrote in when he was going to be home. Took up a lot less space.

“How long do you have to work those hours? Christ.”

Scott shrugged. “Another three years of residency. If I don’t die from overwork first.”

Drew just shook his head and put his shifts back on the board.

At some point during the fourth week Drew decided that Scott was checking him out, for real. He was looking at Drew with frank appreciation when they were together for any length of time, and he was pretty sure that one man didn’t need to shower that often, even if he did work at a hospital. So Drew started being more open about his own looking, letting Scott catch him watching when Scott bent to pick up books or when he walked around in his faded jeans and a worn Dalhousie med school sweatshirt.

They took to sleeping with their doors open. Drew didn’t know why, other than it was a silent invitation that neither of them took up.

Scott’s hours meant that he often slept at odd times and Drew began to checking the chart in the kitchen as soon as he came home to see how quiet he had to be. He got home one evening and saw that Scott was supposed to be home, but the house was dead silent. He was sleeping, most likely. Drew moved through the kitchen to the hall, intending to go to sleep himself. It had been a long day, and if Scott wasn’t up for him to look at, he might as well go to bed and dream about him. 

Scott’s light was on, the door open. Drew glanced in and saw him on the bed, fully clothed, asleep on top of his books. He shook his head and went back to the kitchen. Scott had to be back at the hospital in six hours. 

He went back to Scott’s room and knocked on the door. “Hey, Doc. Wake up for a couple of minutes and get more comfortable.”

Scott stirred a little, then stilled.

Drew sighed and went in, shook him gently by the shoulder. “Doc. At least put the books away. You’ll wind up with print on your pretty face.”

“M’not pretty.”

“Yeah, you are. Now, c’mon, get ready for bed.” Drew stood back as Scott levered himself up and shoved the books off the bed.

Scott’s eyes were still mostly closed and he moved sluggishly. Drew expected him to just flop down on the bed and go back to full sleep, but Scott managed to stand and started undressing. 

Oh, Christ.

“See you in the morning, Doc.” Drew turned around and left the room, switching off the light as he left. He went into his own room, setting the alarm. He’d wake up early, just in case Scott hadn’t set his alarm before falling asleep.

__________






When the alarm went off Drew lay on his bed for a couple of moments to see if Scott would get up on his own. He didn’t hear any movement from across the hall so he got out of bed and turned on the hall light, ready to knock on the doorframe to Scott’s room. His hand raised, he paused to look for a moment, stealing a bit of quiet for himself.

Scott was up to his chin in sheets and blankets, head half buried under his pillows, a shock of dark hair sticking out like a rooster tail. Drew sighed, not sure if he was glad or if he would really have preferred the test to his will power that a little less covering would have caused. He decided not to examine the thought to closely until Scott made a slightly more overt move than just looking at him. 

Or until he went insane.

“Scott,” he said in a normal tone of voice. “Time to wake up.”

Nothing, not even a twitch.

“Hey, Doc,” he said a little louder.

Scott rolled over and pulled the blankets with him, treating Drew to a rather stunning view of his back and naked ass. Drew took a deep breath. Christ on a crutch. Insanity seemed possible.

“Scott!”

Scott rolled again and sat up, blinking. “What?”

Drew snorted at him. “Time to get up. You have to be at the hospital in an hour, man. Shift your ass.”

Scott blinked again and pulled the blankets up as he fell back on the bed. “Damn. Already?”

“Yup. You awake now, or do I have to pour water on you in ten minutes?”

There was pause then Scott muttered something that sounded suspiciously like ‘cold shower’ before he said, “‘m awake. Thanks.”

“No problem.” Drew went back to his room and fell onto his bed, trying to banish thoughts of Scott in the shower.

The man was going to kill him if he didn’t get into the shower soon. Drew stupidly hadn’t closed his door and he had a naked butt inspired hard on to take care of. Scott finally got up and went into the bathroom and Drew took himself in hand, thinking about that ass and hot pounding water from the shower, his effort to banish such thoughts an utter waste of time. He didn’t last long, biting his lip to stifle his moans as he came. 

When he got himself cleaned up, he spent a few moments reminding himself that the plan was to go slow. Not a good idea to go barging into the bathroom and help Scott wash his back. Nope. Bad idea to go in and tell him that they had to conserve water and they were now sharing shower time.

Bad idea to even think about it, he decided, pulling his sweatpants on over his newly re-interested cock. He frowned down at himself. Go slow.

The water in the bathroom turned off and Drew figured he was awake for the day. Best take his shower as soon as Scott was out of the bathroom and avoid lingering looks over breakfast. Get some self-control before he’d see Scott again. He went out to the kitchen and checked the schedule. Scott would be home at eight that evening, which hopefully was enough time to find a bit of the ever elusive restraint.

Drew’s resolve to move slow broke as he walked back down the hall at the same time as Scott came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel. They walked past each other and Drew couldn’t help staring, didn’t bother trying to hide his erection. The man was hot. More muscle than he had thought, dark nipples and firm abs. His hair was sticking up everywhere from towel drying, and there were still water drops on his shoulder.

And Scott didn’t bother hiding the way he eyed Drew’s cock, even smiled at him as he walked into his bedroom, his head turning to keep looking as they moved in opposite directions.

Drew swore and headed into the bathroom for his own shower. Eight o’clock. Screw the self-control—he was getting some doctor.




























Chapter Three









As it turned out, Scott wound up working late and didn’t get home until Drew was asleep in bed. They spent the next two weeks working opposite shifts and barely had time to say hello, let alone get anything started, then a firebug hit and Drew’s pager went off more often than Scott’s.

Scott had been living in the house almost two months when things finally calmed down and they both had an evening off. Drew was sitting on the couch watching TV, wearing nothing more than his favorite pair of worn out sweatpants, a cold beer in his hand, when Scott came home.

They called out greetings to each other and Scott went down the hall to his room. Drew heard him toss a load of clothes in the washing machine and come back down the hall into the kitchen.

“Want a beer?”

Drew held his up and considered. “No, got one, thanks.”

Scott wandered into the living room, the inevitable book in hand. Drew didn’t bother trying to figure out what it was; he was pretty busy trying to remember how to breathe. He’d never been one for paying attention to clothes—he figured you were either naked, dressed, or wearing enough shit to protect you from the heat of hell itself—but he knew that if he were ever to say that he’d seen a look fit to be called ‘fuck me now wear’ this was it. 

Scott sat sideways in the easy chair, one leg hooked over the arm, and opened the book. Drew stared. Bare feet. Jeans faded from wear and too many washes. Low slung with a button fly. Top button gone. That was it. A lot of skin showing, tight and smooth over lean muscles. 

Scott glanced at him. “Anything good on TV?”

Drew looked at the TV. It was on. “Uh, maybe?”

Scott raised an eyebrow and went back to his book. Drew knew that the only reason Scott even had the book with him was that he needed to feel like he wasn’t wasting his time. The beer, the jeans, the fact that he was in the living room and not his bedroom or the kitchen, meant that he was relaxing. He just couldn’t seem to let go entirely.

Drew tried to watch TV, he really did. But he kept looking at Scott, and Scott was looking back most of the time. Drew gave up on the TV after a while and just looked at Scott, not bothering to hide his growing erection. Scott glanced at him often, and more and more frequently the gaze was leveled at Drew’s groin. 

Drew’s cock was starting to ache. He made sure Scott was watching as he dropped a hand to his lap to adjust himself, heard Scott’s hiss as his hand moved over the stretched fabric of his sweatpants.

Christ, what was it going to take to get the man to do something?

“Fuck this,” Drew said under his breath. It was either jerk off right here in the living room and put on a show, or make a dash for the shower. Or, just maybe, he could try the unexpected.

He glanced at Scott again, taking in the way that Scott’s jeans were fitting him now, his erection clearly showing through the soft denim, and reached for the notepad on the side table. He opened the drawer for a pen and wrote two words, then tore the sheet off and folded it in half, standing up.

As he crossed to Scott’s chair he said, “Sorry it’s not engraved, but here’s the written invitation you seem to need.” “He handed the paper to Scott and returned to the couch. 

Scott looked at him for a second and opened the paper, then dropped it on the floor as he stood and moved to the couch. He didn’t even sit down next to Drew, just straddled his hips and sat on him, grinding their cocks together. “That’s not an invitation,” he said as he bent his head to lick Drew’s neck from collarbone to ear.

“Thought about writing ‘Wanna fuck?’, but ‘Ride me’ had more of a ring to it.” Drew hardly knew his own voice, tight and hoarse with need. 

“Whatever.” Then Scott kissed him, hips moving hard and fast as they rocked together on the couch. Fuck, but the man could kiss. Drew let his tongue slide with Scott’s and moaned. Scott moaned as well, and shifted his weight back a little, his hands sweeping up Drew’s body in a feather light touch that had Drew arching forward, needing more.

God, he wanted to be everywhere at once, wanted to lick and suck and touch and kiss and take his time. But not now. Right now was about making up for two months of wanting, about waiting for too long and needing fast and hard and now. Drew broke the kiss and tried to catch his breath, but Scott was too fast. Lips and tongue worked at Drew’s neck and Scott lifted up, knees on either side of his hips, hands pushing into Drew’s gym pants with determination. 

Drew groaned and leaned to the side, pulling Scott with him until they were lying on the couch, Drew on top. Scott’s hands slid around his hips to his ass and he pushed down hard, rubbing his cock on the man beneath him.

“‘kay, Doc. Get the edge off and then we’ll have some fun,” he said, taking another deep kiss.

Scott didn’t say anything, just ground up into him and they pushed against each other, dry humping like they were teens doing this for the first time ever. Drew’s balls ached and every thrust had him grunting. Fuck, Scott was so hot and willing once he got going. He was going to be real fun when they finally managed to get naked.

Scott sucked on his tongue, every thrust of his cock echoed in the steady, hot suction. Drew could feel Scott’s legs tense beneath him and trembles ran up his own spine when Scott clutched at his ass and bucked against him. Scott groaned and broke the kiss, his head falling back on the couch as he cried out. Drew felt heat spreading between them, and added his own, coming in shuddering jerks.

His head dropped down and he gasped for breath, finally just laying his head down on Scott’s chest. Hands stroked his back for a couple of moments, then traced up and down his sides.

“Stop that, it tickles,” he said with a grin, lifting his head up.

“Yeah, I know. Get off me, you big stubborn jerk. Gotta get cleaned up.”

Drew chuckled and rolled off him. “I’m stubborn? You’re the one who needed an invitation.”

Scott just grinned at him and undid his pants. He stood up to peel them off and then Scott was naked in front of him, cock at half mast. Drew stared and licked his lips. Drew needed to explore him. In detail.

Scott stroked his cock with a loose fist. “Move this to bed?”

“Hell, yes,” Drew said and skinned out of his sticky sweatpants, using them to wipe himself off. When he stood up he grabbed Scott’s shoulders and kissed him hard, loving the way Scott just moved into him, an arm slinking around his waist, the other one over his shoulder. They stood together kissing for a moment and Drew had an unpleasant thought. “Doc?”

“Hmm?”

“I know you’re the king of lube, but please tell me you’ve got some rubbers somewhere.”

Scott frowned a little, then said, “Yeah, somewhere. I think.”

Drew kissed him again, one hand dropping to Scott’s ass and pulling him closer. “God, I hope so.”

Scott laughed and they slowly made their way toward the bedroom, pausing in the hallway when Scott slammed him into the wall and ground against him, teeth scraping at his neck.

“Shit, we gotta get to the bed. Now.” Drew’s cock was awake again, stiff and insistent. “Need you.”

“Oh, God.” Scott pressed into him harder, one hand finding Drew’s prick and pumping it steadily. “Yeah.”

Drew pushed him across the hall and into the other wall, kissing him hard and tugging at his nipples while Scott pulled at his cock. “Shit, Doc. Gonna fucking do you right here if we don’t move.”

Scott moaned and thrust against him. “Could do that.”

“Lube’s in the bedroom.”

“Don’t care.”

“You will after.” Drew grabbed Scott by the shoulders, pushed him away and took off down the hall. He veered into Scott’s room and threw himself on the bed, rolling over in time to catch Scott as he landed on top of him. 

Laughing, they rolled on the bed, hands roaming over each other, using their bodies to press one another into the mattress, the wall, against the pillows. Scott finally produced a tube of lubricant and as Drew pushed two slick fingers into him he arched his back and thrust his hips down.

“God, yes.”

Drew worked his fingers into Scott again, and then rolled him onto his back. “Rubbers?”

“Oh, shit. Somewhere... let me think.”

Drew groaned. He couldn’t remember being so desperate to be in someone. A large part of him was trying to tell him to just go ahead and damn the consequences. That part was whispering things to him about he knew he was clean, and hell, the man was a doctor, he’d be testing as regular as anything. Just ask him. 

The logical part of his mind—squished into a tiny but still functional part of his brain—was screaming. Forget the fucking need, just get a condom and nail him. Talk later when the rest of your brain isn’t trying to get inside the man. Fuck now, talk later, and be damn smart about it.

Drew was about to snap when Scott pushed his hand away and leaped off the bed. He jumped to his dresser and tore through a couple of drawers, finally tossing a couple of foil packets on the bed. “Jesus. You might want to check the expiry date on those. That’s all I’ve got.”

Drew already had one open, and he held Scott’s gaze as he rolled it on. As he reached for the lube again he said, “Turn around.”

Scott stared at him for a second before turning, hands on the top of the dresser. Drew slicked the rubber and moved behind him, one hand sliding over Scott’s hip to grasp his hard shaft. “You ready?”

“Fuck, yes. Just, oh, God—” Scott’s words broke into a groan as Drew pressed into him, Drew matching the sound with one of his own.

Drew pushed all the way in, his hands moving to Scott’s hips. He stopped, letting them both get used to the feeling, and kissed Scott’s shoulder lightly, then started to suck up a mark. He grazed the skin with his teeth and was rewarded with a shudder that moved through Scott and traveled up his own spine, making him gasp. He tightened his grip on Scott’s hips and started to move, his thrusts slow and even. 

Scott’s knuckles were white on the top of the dresser, his head dropping down as Drew fucked him. When Scott started moving back, picking up the tempo, Drew grinned a little and added more force to his next thrust, a little higher, a little harder.

“Oh, shit. There,” Scott gasped.

Drew bit down on Scott’s shoulder and did it again. When Scott’s movements started to get shaky and his legs began to tremble, Drew pulled out all together and spun him around. “Not yet, Doc. Waited too long for this to let you come now.”

He pushed Scott down on the bed and lifted his legs up and back, driving into him again, fast and hard. Scott cried out and arched his back, his hands grasping at the sheets. As Drew’s cock slid over his gland again and again he let go of the sheets and clutched at Drew’s arms with strong fingers. 

Drew could feel his orgasm building, could feel it sharp and tight at the base of his spine, in the pit of his stomach. He grabbed at Scott’s hips and pulled the man onto him, getting as deep as he could. Scott was losing it quickly, his eyes rolling back and his body moving on the bed as he tried to pull Drew into him.

“Gonna come, Scott. So close.” His voice was tight, hoarse even to his own ears.

Scott just groaned, a deep rumble in his chest that took Drew by surprise, and then Scott was pulling him down, kissing him with a hungry mouth. As Scott’s tongue slid over his Drew came, his entire body shaking. He thrust sloppily a couple of times and then just let himself quiver until his climax was over. Scott was still kissing him.

He shifted back, just enough to ease out of Scott’s ass, and then up again to lay mostly on him, kisses softening to warm and wet and slow. He brought a hand to Scott’s chest, wanting to feel the beat of the man’s heart.

Scott rolled him over and licked his neck, then nibbled a path up to his ear. “My turn,” he whispered, and Drew heard the crinkle of foil as Scott opened the other condom.

Goddamn. Man hadn’t come. 

Drew barely had time to shift on the bed and ditch his own rubber before slick fingers were opening him, and Scott was kissing him again, making him breathless and hungry. Drew felt Scott move around on the bed, fingers suddenly leaving him empty, only to be replaced by the blunt head of his cock.

“Look at me,” Scott said, and Drew opened his eyes to watch Scott’s face as he entered him, filled him.

Oh, shit. He was in so much trouble.

Scott was too close to coming for anything fancy, and Drew was too far along the road to happily blissed out and totally well fucked to be of any help. Scott fucked him fast and hard, mouth dancing over Drew’s chest to suck at one nipple and then the other. Drew clenched his ass around Scott’s prick and Scott groaned, so he did it again, working the man’s cock all he could.

“Oh, God. Oh, God, oh, God,” Scott gasped, and Drew felt the prick inside him throb, and watched Scott’s eyes roll back as he came. 

Scott collapsed onto him, taking his time to get his breath back. When he eased out of Drew’s ass he rolled to the side and said something that may have been English, or it may have been Klingon. Drew wasn’t sure.

Drew grinned at him and got up, pulling Scott to his feet. “Clean up. Meet me in my bed.”

Scott just rolled his eyes and headed for the bathroom, treating Drew to a lovely view of his ass. Drew figured he should always try to walk behind Scott.

He went into his room and got in the bed, waiting for Scott. It was a nice bed. A big bed. And a fuck of a lot more comfortable than the one in Scott’s room. Scott came in and got in the other side, sliding over to meet him in the middle.

“Hey.”

“Hey, yourself. C’mere.” Drew pulled him in close and wrapped a leg over Scott’s. “Go sleep now.”

“Just a nap.”











Chapter Four







Over the next few days they fell into a routine as best they could, given their work schedules. They came home, they ate, they fell into bed or onto the couch. And they talked. They talked about their work, they shared gossip about people they knew, they planned the garden for the next summer, including a lot more vegetables than Drew would ever have planned for.

Scott more or less just stopped using his own bed. Drew hadn’t even thought about it until he woke up with a warm man again his back where there hadn’t been one when he fell asleep. He rolled over and wrapped an arm around Scott and smiled. He could get used to this.

He was getting used to a lot of things, like the way Scott slept curled around him, and the way Scott would wait until Drew either said something inviting or touched him before he would play. It was weird, and a little confusing, but when Scott got a clear sign that Drew wanted him he reacted with a great deal of enthusiasm and passion. Drew didn’t know why Scott held back, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to ask, but once he figured it out he made sure to let the man know what he wanted.

He was also getting used to strange things happening. Thursday night Scott had called his mother to see if she had gotten any mail for him from one of the medical societies. When he hung up the phone he turned to Drew, his face pale.

“Christ, what’s wrong? Is someone sick?” Drew asked, suddenly worried.

Scott shook his head and bit his lip. “She’s coming here. On Saturday. She wants to see my new place.”

They looked around the living room at a pile of Scott’s books, two pop bottles, three pizza boxes, a dead plant, three beer bottles, and more dust than a desert. 

“Oh, hell.”

Scott started to gather up the garbage and Drew did the dishes. They checked the calendar and decided that if they worked really hard on Friday night they could get the house in decent shape, but only if they got all the laundry and general picking up done before they went to bed. It was like they had chores again, and Drew felt a little like he was fifteen.

When they finally went to bed Scott melded himself to Drew’s back, his arm tight around Drew’s waist.

“Your mom freak you out?” Drew asked quietly.

“No. Mom’s pretty cool. Why?” Scott’s voice was muffled against Drew’s back, his breath a warm tickle.

“You’re clinging,” Drew observed. Scott started to pull away and Drew shook his head. “Doesn’t mean stop. Just commenting.”

Scott settled against him again, and kissed his neck gently before starting to nibble. Drew raised an eyebrow, glad it was dark and Scott couldn’t see the surprise on his face. That was the most overt move the man had made yet. Drew shifted back, pressing his ass into Scott, just to let him know he appreciated it.

Scott murmured something into his hair. 

“What was that?” Drew kept his voice low and wiggled again, feeling Scott get hard against him.

“Just said thanks. For helping me clean up for my mom.” Scott pushed back a bit and Drew grinned.

“Hey, my house. Gotta make it look pretty for company.” He wrapped an arm behind him, stroking Scott’s thigh. Scott rubbed against him again, and Drew could feel the wet trail his cock was leaving. He wondered if he could get Scott to really take the initiative, but he figured it would take time and he was feeling kind of impatient. He also thought that if he really wanted to push that particular boundary he should wait a bit. Sometimes walls were there for a reason.

He put one hand on the arm around his waist and traced it with his fingers until he reached Scott’s hand. He tangled their fingers together and brought their hands to his own erection, wrapping their fingers around it. He thrust into their fist a little and turned his head. “Want you,” he whispered as Scott moved to kiss him.

Scott’s kiss started gentle this time, lips feather light and the tip of his tongue barely tracing Drew’s lower lip. As Scott pumped his cock, Drew moaned softly and tried to deepen the kiss, tongue chasing after Scott’s. Scott played with him for a couple of moments, keeping the kiss light and shallow, then suddenly he ground against Drew’s ass and plunged his tongue into the kiss.

They moved on the bed, getting tangled in the sheets as they twisted and wiggled. Drew tried to roll over to face Scott but he wasn’t permitted to move, Scott pinning him with his body. Scott lifted the topmost of Drew’s legs, draping it back and over his own, opening him, and Drew hissed as he felt Scott’s finger tease at his entrance.

“Lube,” Scott said, his voice tight. “Now.”

Drew threw out a hand, searching. They had learned quickly that the solution to any lube and condom problem was to scatter as many tubes and jars as possible all over the house. Under the couch, in a canister next to the fridge, in the pocket of the easy chair, both nightstands, the bathroom, and under at least one pillow in both beds. Drew’s blindly seeking hand found a tube and he managed to get it open, all the while being driving insane by the hand moving over his cock and the soft skin behind his balls.

Drew slicked his fingers and brought them down between his legs, sliding over Scott’s fingers. He stifled a gasp as their fingers tangled together, Scott holding his hand tightly and guiding it back. The finger slowly pushing into him was his own. 

Behind him, Scott moaned. “So fucking hot, Drew.”

Drew pushed back again, feeling Scott’s cock throb against him. “Hurry. Please.” He thought he might have whimpered, but he didn’t particularly care. He wanted Scott in him as soon as possible.

Scott bit down on Drew’s shoulder as he finally moved his own slippery hand back to slick his erection, the condom packet retrieved from under the same pillow as the lube. Drew kept moving his fingers, fucking himself slowly, anticipation splintering into need and driving necessity. Scott moved his hand away, and Drew gasped as he felt the blunt head of Scott’s cock press against him.

“Yes, want you,” he breathed, and Scott pushed into him, one hand holding his leg up and back. He felt the first burning stretch and forced himself to relax, to keep breathing while Scott filled him. When he felt Scott’s hips pressed tight against his ass he moaned softly, wrapping a hand around his own cock.

Scott thrust into him, slowly at first, short strokes that made him crazy. He hardly pulled out at all before sliding deep in again and Drew wanted more, wanted faster and harder. Scott was being stubborn, though, and flat out refused to pick up the pace, holding him in place by keeping his leg still. Drew couldn’t move, could only take what Scott gave him. He moved his hand faster, slippery fist sliding over his cock from shaft to
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