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Leland Polk Drummond read the note for the second time. His butler stood silently where he had been since he had brought the note in from the young, Mr. Drummond's rooms an hour before. "You're certain that my son did not write this as a practical joke?"

"Quite, sir. Master Erik is not prone to bouts of such humor. He is most respectful of you, sir."

Heaving a sigh, the wealthy man lifted the phone and dialed.

"Lee? Long time."

Hearing the lazy blues music in the background made the elder man smile. "Logan, I need your help."

Looking out over the smoky, nearly packed nightclub as the strain in the man's voice registered, the auburn-haired man straightened. "Are we talking business advice or a favor, Lee?" God knew he owed the man enough of them. He wouldn't be where he was today if it weren't for Leland Drummond's timely appearance in an alley fourteen years before.

"A favor." He paused. "My son is missing, Logan. Kidnapped. I need... I need someone with your unique talents to find him and bring him home."

Pulling on his memories, he thought of a skinny kid with braces and glasses. "Shit! Where are you?"

"The New York offices. He was abducted from our penthouse."

"Do you have any recent pictures? Are you sure he's been abducted? He's what, sixteen now?"

"He's twenty now. I will send you his picture, and a picture of the ransom letter."

"Ransom letter?" Logan stepped back into his office as he latched onto the second thing his boss said. "Jesus, jumpin' catfish, Lee! Why didn't you say there was a ransom letter? I'll be there in a couple of hours!"

"Thank you, Logan. I'll send you those pictures, and I'll pay you for your time."

"No you won't old man. Save your money and get the kid's braces off or something. I owe you." Tossing the phone on his desk, he poked his head back out the door. "Della, my office now!" When the woman stepped into his office, he gestured for her to close the door. "Della, I have to go out of town."

The tiny Italian woman frowned. "What? Why?"

"Business. You are in charge here until I get back."

"But Logan, I can't..."

He speared her with a stern glare. "Are you saying that you are incapable of doing the job which I hired you for, Ms. Delarosa?"

Muttering her breath in Italian, she shot him a look. "No! When will you be back?" Her eyes rounded as he swung the entire back wall of his office open revealing a large weapon's safe. "What in the hell?"

"I don't know how long I'll be gone, babe." Slipping on a shoulder holster, he checked the nine-millimeter and tucked it into the holster. "Maybe you should call Jeremy to come in and lend a hand while I'm gone. I don't want Castiglione to get the wrong impression."

"I can handle that goon."

"I'm sure you can, Del, but I'd rather the club be in one piece when I get back."

She snorted. "Go! I will send you daily reports, and I will tell Jeremy to come."

Nodding, he stuffed his passport into the inner pocket of his jacket. Locking the gun safe, he brushed a quick kiss over her brow. "Chiquita, you are a peach. Stay safe."

"You too, Logan."

Shooting her a cocky grin, he strode out the back door to the alley. Dropping behind the wheel of his Mercedes, he connected to his hands free device, and called his long time friend and partner. 

"Hicks."

"I'm going out of town for a while. I need you to help Della with the club."

"Sure, how long?"

"Don't know yet." He and Jeremy had been in this line of work for too long. "I'll let you know."

"Don't worry, Sinner's Paradise will still be there when you get back."

"Yeah, don't kill each other, huh?"

"I make no promises."

"Jeremy."

"Lighten up, Logan. You know I love Della."

"That's what I'm afraid of." Hanging up on the man's laughter, he dialed again. "Peter, prep the plane. We're going to New York."

"Yes sir. When?"

"Fifteen minutes."

"Yes sir."

Twenty minutes later he was airborne. Sitting back he watched the nighttime scenery go by. Steepling his fingers he thought back to his youth.

The alley was filled with fetid debris, but the scrawny teen was used to it. Hiding among the garbage and the rats was nothing new to him. The clatter of garbage cans from the other end of the alley brought his head up. He found himself caught in the path of a motorcycle barreling down on his position. The gust of hot wind seared his cheek moments before he felt the bullet that ricocheted off the building to his left, pile drive into his slender shoulder; and the motorcycle rocket passed.

Kindly blue eyes peered down at him. "Son? Can you hear me?"

"Huh?"

"Son, what's your name?"

"No!"

Leland Drummond, agent for the Agency looked down at the youth. "I'm going to help you, son, but you have to work with me."

"Cop?"

"No...not as such. I'm a specialist..."

Pulling to an upright position as his phone rang, Logan looked at the caller ID for a moment. Only two people would call this line directly and he was pretty sure that his benefactor was busy. When it came up as Leland though, he frowned. "Logan," he answered cautiously.

"L...Logan?"

The word was whispered, but it made his teeth ache. "Who is this?"

"Shh! Listen! This is Erik Drummond. You know my father. Listen..." silence. "I need your help. I don't know where I am. They mean to kill me! I... I..."

The dark-haired Agent put the phone on speaker and tried to triangulate the location. Seeing the email icon was lit, he opened the email from the kid's father. The picture attached made his mouth water. "Listen babe... I'm gonna come get you, okay? Just sit tight. Can you tell me anything about where you are... or who has you?" The triangulation program dinged. 

Erik gasped. "What was that?"

"Easy baby. You don't have to give me anything. I've got you now. I'll be there soon."

The plane landed and he moved into the rental car he'd requested. "A step in the right direction, okay. You just hang in there, baby." Hanging up, he attached his hands free device and pulled out of the airport. Maneuvering into traffic, he followed the map on his triangulation app. "Dial Erik Drummond."

"Are you crazy?"

Raising an eyebrow at the hissed voice Logan slid the Crown Victoria along the bridge onto Manhattan. "Listen, babe I'm definitely crazy, but I'm good at what I do. I'm going to come get you, and you will be safe."

"You are very funny, little man. My pet is staying right where I have him. You will never have him."

The hairs on the troubleshooter's neck rose at the cold Russian voice. He had a sneaking suspicion he already knew, but he asked anyway. "Who is this?"

"You cannot trick me, Mr. Policeman. You will never get my pet."

"Ah spasibo, comrade Commandant!" Logan kept his voice chipper as his stomach clenched. Recognizing the voice of the man, he fought to keep his temper in check. 

"Do I know you tovarish?"

"Should you?" Weaving expertly through the heavy New York traffic, the dark-haired man headed for the bridge that would take him to the mainland. "Perhaps we met in another life," he hedged. "Perhaps we were friends." He had infiltrated this man's organization three years before. He had become close friends with one of the man's enforcers, Yuri, not this barbarian, and he had been forced to watch as the mobster had tortured his friend to death.

"We have never been friends, Comrade, but I am of little doubt that we know one another. I welcome your visit, but you will not take my pet from me."

The fixer growled and pulled to the side of the road as the phone disconnected, but the GPS lock remained. When a message popped up on his phone, which made his blood turn to ice a moment later, he knew it was a trap.

Come alone; armed or unarmed makes no difference, comrade Stellanthos. You and I are not strangers. I do not negotiate. My pet stays. A new message popped up. Perhaps we can enjoy him together.

Rage, pure, hot, unbridled, fury bubbled beneath the surface as he fought for control. Setting the phone on the far seat, he put the sleek black car in gear. The miles disappeared quickly as the needle climbed the gauge. Before he knew it, the once familiar mansion came towering into view.

"It's impressive, isn't it?"

Turning to look, he frowned when he found the passenger seat empty. "What the..."

"You're walking into a trap, Logan. You know it... I know it... The question tovarish... is why?"

Realizing where he had heard the soft Russian burr before, he shook his head. "Get out of my head, Yuri! I'm not going in blind. I know this is a trap!"

"Suit yourself, tovarish."

"It's not going to happen again, Yuri, I promise."

"I hope not, Logan."

When the gate opened and he was gestured inside, he tensed. Parking in front of the house, he got out and locked his car. Slipping his phone back into his pocket, he as met at the door by two large Russians he recognized. "Olav, Koralev."

"You have come back, American. You must be dumber than I thought."

Logan shot the taller man a grin. "Koralev, do you remember what I said the last time I saw you?"

"Da tovarish."

"Good. Keep remembering it." Brushing passed the men; he entered the foyer. Two grand staircases curved up the outside edges of the large foyer. Coming down the right hand staircase was a man he had hoped never to see again. "Tell me Commandant Cherenvenko, do you have to have your suits tailored by the upholstery shop?"

"Such rudeness, Comrade! After I graciously offered you the hospitality of my home! Apologize to me, Comrade and I will not have you beaten."

Crossing his arms, the fixer shook his head. "I won't apologize, Cherenvenko. That suit is hideous. Whoever told you it was good for your image was lying to you."

The Russian chuckled. "Spasibo. Now, why are you here?"

"You know why I am here, Cherenvenko. Where is Erik Drummond?"

"My pet is upstairs. Would you like to see him?"

Watching the man carefully, he rubbed his fingertips over his cheek. "You know, Cherenvenko, this reminds me of Yuri." When the man turned red, he smiled. "You didn't want him. You just wanted to keep him from being with anyone else."

"That is a lie! Yuri was mine!"

"Yes, and you killed him!" Logan felt rather than saw the two goons coming up behind him. Pulling the gun that was holstered at the small of his back, he fired, sending fifty thousand volts of electricity coursing through the larger man. Backing up, he flicked the cartridge clear and reloaded pulling the trigger. 

Koralev caught the barbs in his hand, hissing in pain as he grit his teeth and reached for the gun. 

Jerking back, Logan dropped the stun gun and pulled his nine-millimeter. "Now, you really don't want to go there, Koralev. I've already shot you once. I won't just make it hurt this time."

The burly Russian glanced at the rotund Russian and stopped. Pulling the barbs from his palm, he dropped them to the floor.

"Take Olev to see the doctor. He will need to be looked after for some time."

"Yes sir."

The gun did not lower until the large man and his twitching friend were gone from the room. Gun still in hand, he turned to face the crime lord. "Now, where were we, Cherenvenko?"

"Tovarish. You are strung too tight. You need to learn to relax a little?"

"I'll relax when I have my charge. You and me are going upstairs to get Erik. Then you and me are going to take a little ride."

"You are certain of this?"

"More certain than you are, tovarish. Look, I let you get away with killing Yuri because I couldn't stop you then. Things have changed in three years."

The mobster saw a new hardness in the man before him that hadn't been there the last time he had handled him. "Perhaps we can come to an agreement..."

''There will be no terms but mine, Constantine." He gestured with the pistol. "Upstairs." His grin turned almost feral. "And you can tell Sergei that if he harms one hair on the kid's head that I'll make sure his thumb screws find their way to a very uncomfortable place he won't remove them from."

The Russian sighed and headed back up the large staircase. I am getting too old for this. "We do not have to do this tovarish. Simply go upstairs and take the boy. He is yours."

Logan shook his head. "You'll forgive me if I don't buy the sudden change of heart. I'll keep my insurance policy." He frowned when the man reluctantly nodded and trudged up the stairs. 

"Just do not hurt Sergei, huh?"

"Care for a hired thug? I'm touched."

"Be, how do you American's say, smug if you want, but Sergei is off limits!"
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There was something in the way the man postured that Logan recognized. "You really do care for him, don't you, Constantine?" When the Russian shrugged, he put a hand on the man's arm to arrest his movement down the hall. "Look, I'll make you a deal. You let me walk out of here, free and clear with Erik, and your secret about Sergei is safe with me."

The rotund man searched his face for any signs of deception. Finding none, he nodded. "Very well. I agree."

Drawing a knife from his back sheath, the fixer sliced his palm and held it out, the blade too. "Your word, Constantine. I want a truce with you... for good."

Taking the blade the man quickly cut his own palm; and gripped that of the auburn-haired man's. "We are now family, Logan Stellanthos. Our feud is at an end."

Wiping his blade on the leg of his slacks and flipping it back into his sheath, the fixer nodded and put away his gun. "Then let's get this over with." When he was escorted into the room where his charge was being held, he let out a relieved breath and sucked it back in. The young man was not at all what he expected. Gone was the mousy kid with the glasses and braces, replaced with a svelte morsel of man flesh.

Constantine chuckled. "Would you like a napkin, tovarish?"

Flushing, Logan shook his head. "Mr. Drummond, time to go."

Erik looked up from the chess game he was involved in. "L...Logan?" His eyes devoured the man he barely remembered; from the top of his russet head to the bottoms of his black work shoes. "Give me two minutes." Ripping his attention away, back to his game, he moved his pawn. "Check."

"That was very stupid move, tovarish." The large blonde man moved his rook. "Check."

Erik moved his bishop and looked up as he was taking his hand off the piece an expression of triumph on his face. "Check mate, tovarish."

Sergei surveyed the board and began laughing. "So it is. I am glad that we were not betting. I would have lost heavily. I look forward to a rematch."

Erik nodded and held out his hand. "As do I." Rising, he turned towards the two men still standing in the doorway. "I'm sorry, Logan. I guess, things have changed a little since I called you, huh?"

Eyeing the young man, he sighed. "Yeah. You could say that. Come on, kid. Let's get outta here before we wear out our welcome." He nodded to the two men talking rapidly in Russian. "Cherenvenko, it's been... interesting. Stay out of trouble, huh?"

"I always stay out of trouble, tovarish. Perhaps I will drop into that bar of yours when I come to Chicago in the spring?"

Logan swallowed. "Sure. I'll keep a bottle of the good stuff set aside for you." Nodding, he grabbed the younger man's arm and hustled him out the door. Once they were down the stairs he eased his grip a little. "We're not home free yet, kid. We gotta get by the bulldogs still. Just follow my lead and keep your mouth shut."

Erik nodded. The proximity of the drool worthy man was short circuiting his brain. "Yes sir."

Olev and Koralev were at the door. 

Logan nodded. "Boys."

"You no take Boss' pet."

"Constantine told me to take him, Koralev. If you don't believe me, ask him yourself." Wrapping his arm around the younger man, he pulled him closer. Breathing in the woodsy scent of his cologne, he groaned. "Hold on babe, we'll be out of here soon." He watched the goon speaking quietly into his phone. When the man's eyes came back to him a moment later, he knew from the sour expression that he didn't like what he'd been told. "Sorry cousin. Now, will you step aside so that I might take my charge home? I got a long trip ahead."

"You are free to go tovarish." He even went so far as to open the door for them.

Logan nodded and guided his charge out into the lengthening shadows. Over his shoulder, he growled, "You didn't add anything special to my car did you, boys? I'd hate to go boom so soon after making up with Cherenvenko."

Olev trudged down the walkway behind them and over to the car. Reaching beneath the front fender, he pulled the explosives that he had placed there, muttering in Russian.

Logan replied in kind, laughing when he saw the man's eyebrows shoot into his hairline. "Forgot I speak the language too, huh? Have a good night, gentlemen." Ushering the man into the car, he rounded the hood and slid behind the wheel. He was on the highway headed back towards Manhattan before he spoke. "So, Erik, tell me a bit about yourself. The last I remember was a skinny kid with braces and glasses, picking out colleges."

Erik snorted. "That was six years ago, Logan. I'm nearly twenty-one now. I finished college last month, and I'm trying to find where I fit." He glanced at the man driving the car. "Dad is an uber successful businessman among other things. He's ready for me to step into the company and learn the ropes... but..."

"You're not sure if it's what you want."

"Not really. Don't get me wrong. I want to take over for Dad, someday. It's just that I'm young... I don't want to be tied to a desk yet.... I want to experience some of the things that the rest of my peers have. Do you know I haven't even ever been kissed. I've never even been on a date." He made a disgusted sound. "No one wanted a geek like me. All brains and no fun." He frowned when the car swerved onto the side of the road. "Logan, what..."

Putting the car in park, he turned in his seat. Framing the younger mans face with his large hands; he brushed his thumb over the lush lower lip. "I like a guy with brains. Gives us something to do other than spend all our time in bed."

"I don't understand..." His words ended on a sigh as Logan's lips slanted over his own. Feeling the moist tip of the other mans tongue trace over his lips drew a shuddering sigh from his toes.

Raising his head, Logan noted the glazed look. "If you don't want this, Erik, tell me now."

Sliding his free hand up into the russet-colored hair behind the stronger man's ear, the smaller man pulled him forward.

That was all the encouragement that Logan needed. Urging the pliant lips apart, he sucked on the other man's tongue, then cupping the back of his head, dominated the kiss leaving them both breathless. Pulling away, panting, he cleared his throat. "Will you come with me? I have an apartment in the Bronx."

Erik nodded and ran his thumb over the glistening lip. "I've never done anything like this before, but I want to try it with you."

Logan sank back in his seat. "God, Erik, I'm... I'm sorry."

Unbuckling the belt, he ran his hand through his short chestnut hair and climbed over the center console. "Logan, I may not have ever done this before, but I want to, with you. I won't deny that I'm attracted to you. I..." Giving in, he pressed his lips to the curve of the other man's neck. "There are so many things I want to try. I've never told my father that I like men. He would kill me. He wants grandkids."

Logan stopped the sensual assault of the nubile lips. "Listen babe, Highway 257 is not the best place for this. Let me take you to my apartment." He glanced in his rearview mirror and caught sight of a highway patrolman. "Um, Erik, I need you to get back in your seat... now. We have company."

The urgency in his rescuer's voice caused the smaller man to slide back into his seat and snap his seatbelt into place quickly.

Powering down his window, Logan nodded to the cop. "Officer?"

"License and registration?"

Pulling his wallet from inside his jacket, he let the officer see his weapon and left the side arm visible as he opened his wallet. "Erik love, would you hand me the registration off the visor above you please?"

Pulling the documents clipped to the visor above his head, the young business tycoon smiled. "Sure thing, sugar."

Passing the registration, proof of insurance, his ID and concealed carry permit out the window, he took the younger man's hand.

"Do you know why I stopped, young man?"

Logan smiled. "Likely because I was pulled over with my hazard lights on, on a busy highway, officer."

"Are you getting smart with me, son?"

Logan shook his head. "No officer."

"Would you step out of the car, please, Mr. Stellanthos?"

"Sure." Opening the door, he stepped onto the road and closed the door. Moving around in front of the car, he leaned against the fender and waited.

"Why were you stopped son, having car trouble?"

"No sir. My young charge was having trouble with his seatbelt. I stopped to help him fix it. Safety first, afterall."

"Do you always go around wearing a weapon, sir?"

"I am a Federal Agent, officer. I never go anywhere unarmed."

"I see. And who is your passenger?"

"Erik Drummond." He watched the patrolman's eyes narrow. "My director is waiting for his son at home, sir. Would it be all right if we continued on our way? It's already going to be quite late when we get in."

"I don't think you're telling me the truth, boy. I think you kidnapped that young man. Put your hands on the hood of the car."

Logan raised a brow. "Really?" Looking into the windshield of the car, he sighed. "Erik, baby, call your father. Tell him that we'll be delayed. The New York Highway Patrol are going to need a dressing down."

"Logan..."

"It'll be okay, baby, just call your dad and tell him everything is okay, and give him my message."

"If you say so, Logan." Erik pulled out his phone and dialed his father. "Dad?"

"Erik?" Leland Drummond dropped his glass of scotch on the expensive carpet. "Son! Where are you? Where's Logan? Are you all right?"

"Dad, I'm fine! Logan is about to be arrested by some stupid highway patrolman who thinks he kidnapped me. Christ, I just want to come home!"

Lee Drummond tried to keep up. "Son, put that highway patrolman on the phone."

Getting out of the car, Erik sighed. "Yes Dad."

"Get back into that car, boy!" The cop pulled his service weapon and pointed it at Erik.

The kid quirked his eyebrow at the cop. "So not going to happen dude. Look, my father wants to talk to you." he held out his phone. "Just take it." When the man refused, he hit the speaker button. "Talk Dad, the dude's a moron. He wouldn't take the phone and pulled a gun on me."

"What?" Logan winced as his benefactor roared over the phone line. "Careful of the blood pressure, Lee."

"I'll deal with you in a minute, Logan." 

The cop frowned and waved his gun. "Who is this?"

"My name is Special Agent Leland Drummond, and that is my son you are waving a gun at officer."

The cop's eyes were drawn to the phone, where a middle-aged man glared back at him. "Sir, this man and your son were stopped on the highway. The situation was suspicious. I deemed it necessary to arrest him."

Leland growled. "He works for me! He was securing my son after having been abducted yesterday!"

The cop paled. "What? Why didn't you contact local law enforcement?"

"Because, I didn't have to you igit! Now let my agent and my son go before I have your badge!"

"I'm sorry sir, I can't do that."

"Very well." Leland dialed a secondary number and merged the call into the one he was on with his son. "Randall? Hi, Lee here. One of your officers, fine man, is doing an admirable job. However, he is detaining the wrong men."

"What do you mean Lee?"

"My agent went to retrieve my son from a group of thugs who thought that kidnapping was a smart thing. For whatever reason..."

"I was helping his fix his seatbelt, sir. It had come unfastened. I need to report it to the rental agency."

"Right. Anyway, they were parked beside the highway, when your officer..."

"Rhoades, sir."

"When Officer Rhoades decided that he needed to arrest Agent Stellanthos and leave my son defenseless on the side of the road."

"I see. Well Lee, let me talk to Officer Rhoades."

"Yes sir?"

"I think we can let them go with a warning, don't you, Officer Rhoades. As long as Mr.?"

"Stellanthos, sir. Agent Logan Stellanthos."

"Yes, as long as Agent Stellanthos reports the faulty device to the rental agency then everything will be covered."

"Thank you sir." Logan looked pointedly at the cop and raised his wrists behind him. 

Unlocking the cuffs, the patrolman sighed. "You're free to go, Agent Stellanthos. I apologize." 

Rubbing his wrists, Logan took back his identification. "Thank you, Officer. You're doing a remarkable job out here. Keep it up." Taking the phone from the smaller man, he ushered him back into the car. Closing the door, he sighed. "Mr. Drummond, we should be back in the city in about an hour, give or take. Depends on traffic over the bridge."

"Drive careful, Logan. Just get home safe."

He grinned. "Always do, old man. Love you." Hanging up, he rounded the car and climbed behind the wheel. Handing the phone back to its owner, he turned off the hazard lights and pulled back into traffic. 
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Erik felt the tension in the car. It was thick enough he could almost see it. "So, what gives? Now that Daddy knows I'm safe, you don't want me anymore?"

Logan's knuckles whitened on the steering wheel. "It isn't that."

"Then what is it exactly, Logan? You were all hot and heavy, ready to rip my clothes off, not twenty minutes ago. Now, you're like an iceberg. What did I do wrong?"

His eyes turned to the younger man at the pain he heard. "No! You didn't do anything! Let me make that clear right now! I want you... I want you so much I ache... but you're young. I don't want to hurt you. Especially since you've never done anything with anyone before. You're special, Erik. You shouldn't be mauled or manhandled just because I can't keep my raging lust for you in check." He beat his fist against the wheel. "God!"

Erik's eyes grew to the size of saucers. "Do you mean that?" Licking his lip, he turned as much as the seatbelt would allow. "Do you really think I'm special?"

Reaching across the seats as he stopped in a long line of cars at the tollbooth, he pulled the young man in for a sensual kiss. "You have no idea." Hearing the rude blast of a horn behind them, he groaned. "No idea." Moving forward, he got them to Lower Manhattan in record time. When they were alone in the elevator that would take them to the penthouse of the apartment building in which the Drummond's lived, he pinned the man to the wall. Framing his face, he caressed the heated flesh and tilted his head back until he could kiss him deeply.

Erik moaned as he felt heat pool in his belly and his cock twitch to life. "Logan, please."

"Slow baby, slow."

"You're going to kill me."

The older man chuckled. "Oh, but what a way to go." Trailing his lips to the soft spot just below the young man's ear, he sucked gently on the flesh there. "Earth and pine. How is it you smell of Earth and pine?"

"My soap?"

Logan chuckled. "Probably." He felt the gears of the elevator winding down and stepped back, pulling the man's shirt straight. He was standing at perfect attention when the elevator dinged and the doors slid open, his charge calm and collected beside him. 

"Erik!" Leland Drummond pulled the boy into his arms and hugged him for all he was worth. "Oh God, Erik, are you all right? Did they hurt you? Who had you?" He looked to the other man. "Logan, who took my boy?"

The sable head bowed. "Cherenvenko."

"The Russian mobster? Please tell me you killed that old maniac!"

"No. He and I came, to another form of agreement. I let him keep something he wanted... something precious to him..." His eyes strayed to Erik. "He let me take, Erik."

Leland caught the look of lust and something else in the younger man's eyes as he looked at his son. "I see." His thoughts were turbulent as he gestured the man to follow he and his son into the large living room. "Sebastian, bring everyone drinks in the living room. Logan, Erik what will you have?"

"I'll have gingerale, Sebastian."

"Very good, Master Erik.

"Make mine water, Sebastian."

"Yes sir, Mr. Stellanthos."

When the butler was gone, Logan walked to the floor to ceiling windows and stared at the skyline through the sheer drapes. "I'm sorry it took so long and so much trouble to get your son home, Lee. I'm usually much better than that."

"What matters is that you're both home. Erik, how did the Russian's get to you anyway?"

"I was playing chess in the park yesterday. Apparently I played chess with the wrong guy."

"Sergei?"

"No, that Olev dude. He didn't like that I beat him. He brought me home to the boss. Claimed I cheated him. It was just one huge mix up." Running his fingers through the short hair at the nape of his neck, he sighed. "Do you mind horribly if I go take a shower? I feel... icky."

Logan stiffened then slumped as a million things ran through his mind, none of them good.

Leland watched both men. "Go on son. Cook will have dinner ready in about twenty minutes."

"Thank you, father." Rising, he walked over to the windows. "Logan?"

Turning his gaze to the younger man, he swallowed. "Erik?"

Curling his fingers around the back of the man's neck, he pulled him down into a kiss. Teasing his lips open with his tongue, he delved in deep until he felt the man grip his arms. "Better." He looked up. "You're staying for dinner."

Logan nodded numbly, his brain still fogged by that kiss. When he watched the smaller man walk away, he wasn't even aware of the way he gripped the window frame. 

"How long have you been in love with my son, Logan?"

"Huh?" His gaze focused on the old man seated on the sofa calmly sipping a glass of iced tea. "I don't..."

"Don't bother denying it." He waved away the protest. "Sit down and tell me about it."

Logan stumbled to a seat. Taking a much-needed sip of his water, he drained half the glass. "I don't know." His eyes met his benefactor's. "Honest, Lee. I never even thought of him that way until I saw him in Constantine's mansion this afternoon. I just... he's..." he turned crimson and stopped talking as he realized who he was talking to and about. "I'm sorry."

Leland laughed. "Oh, my boy. I've known you almost all your life. I knew from the time you were a teen that you liked men. Isn't that why you were out on your own?"

Logan swallowed. "Yeah. I believe my father's last words to me were something along the lines of, 'no son of mine is going to be a sissy boy prick teaser.'" He made a sound of disgust.

"How long has it been since you talked to your folks?"

He looked at the elder man. "Um... I think I was fourteen. You made me call them so that you could become my guardian."

"That long, huh?"

"Dad made it clear that I wasn't to contact them, and I wasn't to have anything to do with my siblings. He didn't want them to be tainted by my disease."

Leland snatched his phone from the table and hit the speed dial, putting it on speaker. It rang twice.

"What do you want, Drummond? What has that brat done now?"

Leland growled. "Mr. Stellanthos, you are a miserable excuse for a human being! That you would malign the good man your son has become is an unforgivable, pathetic act of a selfish man!"

"Please, Lee. Just leave it alone. He isn't worth it!"

"Is that you, sissy prick chaser? Did you put that old coot up to this? Why I oughtta..."

It was Logan's turn to growl. "You ought to what, father? Do you think you could manage to be in the same room with your gay son long enough to truly do anything? There's nothing wrong with me, you know? There are lots of gay people in the world. Men and women alike. You're just too dumb to see that the world is changed. I didn't want Leland to call you. But now that he has, I'll tell you. He's been a better father to me than you ever will be, you old bastard!" Hitting the end button on the phone, he buried his face in his hands.

Leland put his hand on the sobbing man's shoulder. "Jesus, Logan. I'm sorry. I didn't know that things were still so bad. I had hoped that he would have seen reason by now."

"He's Greek, Lee. He thinks it's an affront to his manhood and to the very idea of being Greek that his eldest son is gay. He will never come around." Rising, he wiped the tears away. "I'm sorry. You shouldn't have to deal with my family issues."

Leland Drummond pulled the younger man into a bear hug. "Son, I wish you would stop trying to take all of this on by yourself. Your father is an egotistical ass. He doesn't deserve your loyalty."

"He's my father, Lee. He deserves my respect."

The elder man spun him around and smacked him. "Like hell he does! And I don't ever want to hear such blasphemy out of your mouth again! That man isn't fit to call himself your father, much less does he deserve any of the respect you pay him so blindly! Logan, he threw you out into the cold, cruel world when you were little more than a child, all because he caught you kissing a neighbor boy. What does that say about him?" He shook the teary eyed man. "He isn't worth..."

"Father, stop!" Rushing across the room, Erik snatched the sobbing man from his father's strong grip and cradled him to his chest. Running a soothing hand through the auburn hair, he crooned into the shell of the man's ear. "Shh... it's all right baby. I'm here. You're safe. Let go, love. I've got you."

Logan clung to the smaller man as a dam broke and all the emotions he had kept at bay poured out. His legs gave way and he felt himself being lowered to the floor.

"Easy, baby." Erik petted his head and glared at his father. "Jesus, Dad. Did you have to lay into him so hard? It isn't his fault that he loves his father. We're hardwired to love our parents whether we hate them or not. You, of all people, ought to understand that. Look at the way you hate your own parents."

Leland sighed. "I'm sorry. Logan, I am out of line. Erik is right. I shouldn't be such a hypocrite. My own parents and I have never got along. To this day we still don't speak."

Logan shook his head, splattering the smaller Drummond with his tears as his face flamed. "I can't do it, Lee. I can't force my father to accept me. He hates me." Raising red-rimmed eyes, he looked at the man who had stolen his heart. "I have a life. One that I'm proud of. One where I am respected and accepted for who I am. I don't need him... or my m...mother... or my brother... or my sisters." He sniffed. "I have you two... and Della... and Jeremy... and..."

Erik pressed his lips to the larger man's to silence his desperation. Running his hands up and down the sinews of the muscular arms, he melted against the man. "Mmm."

Taking the hint, Logan wrapped the man in his arms and pulled him tight against his chest, his hands tangling in the damp chestnut locks.

Leland sighed and picked up his phone as he exited the room. Meeting Sebastian in the hall, he gestured towards the dining room. "Give them a few minutes."

"Very good sir."

————————-
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Dinner was quiet. Both of the younger men kept stealing glances at each other. Leland stayed occupied on his tablet. After desert, he rose. "I'm going to turn in. Try not to stay up too late boys."

"Good night, Father."

"Good night, Lee."

"Good night, boys."

Logan set his napkin on the table and rose. Coming around he pulled out the chair that Erik sat in. "Would you care to sit on the terrace with me for a little while?"

"Sure."

Logan led the way out onto the walled terrace. Seeing the fire in the table pit already lit, he chuckled. "Sebastian doesn't miss a trick, does he?"

"Not usually." Erik shivered.

"Cold?"

"A little."

Coming up behind the smaller man, Logan wrapped the soft blanket he'd found lying on the lounge chair around his shoulders and pulled him back against his chest. Looking up at the sky he saw a shooting star. "Look, baby, a shooting star. Make a wish."

Erik smiled and turned in the strong arms that held him. "If I tell you my wish, will it come true?"

"Depends on what you wished for, sugar?"

Sliding his arms around the thickly chorded neck, he smirked. "I think I know how to make it come true."

"You do, huh?" Dipping his head, he captured the willing mouth. As their kiss grew heated, he changed angles and pulled one of the smaller man's legs up along side his hip. 

Gasping as his head fell back, he was suddenly quite warm as he felt moist lips and teeth trail down his throat to his collarbone and into the v of his dress shirt. "Please!"

His whispered plea drove Logan to the edge. Pulling the leg higher, he thrust his hips forward at the same time. "More."

"Yes!" Erik found himself lifted by strong arms as he was cradled against a warm chest. His lips pressing to the soft flesh beneath his lover's ear. "Now, Logan. Please... now."

"Patience, baby. I want our first time... your first time, to be special... remember that." Kicking open the door to his room, and kicking it closed, he flicked the lock with his thumb. Slowly lowering the man to his feet, he grinned when their hard cocks brushed and he gasped. "Yeah, that's what you do to me." He began to strip off the man's clothes one sensuous piece at a time. 
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Erik squirmed. His hands reaching for the buttons on Logan's shirt. "Oh God." When he had naked flesh under his hands, he groaned. "Baby, you are... gorgeous."

Leaning down, Logan took a golden hued nipple into his mouth and smiled when the man in his arms moaned and arched against him. Quickly stripping off the remainder of the man's clothes, he laid him on the comforter, and divested himself of his own clothing. Once he was naked, he crawled up the bed, hovering over the nude man. He let his leaking member brush against the other man's and smiled when he felt him shudder. "You like that, baby?"

"Oh god. Logan, you're going to be the death of me."

"Not if I can help it, baby." Leaning down, he kissed the man as he settled their groin's together. Grinding gently, he felt the moisture from their combined pre-cum slicking both heads together. "Ohhh... that feels sooo good!"

Erik grabbed the tight ass hovering over him and pulled. "Logan... please... I need..."

"What do you need, love?"

"I don't know... you... something... oh god!" He thrust his hips upward.

"That's it, baby. Let your body guide you." Looking down into the younger man's eyes, he brushed his fingers over the soft face. "Do you trust me, Erik?"

"With my life, Logan. I love you."

Breath trapped in his chest as his heart swelled. "Don't say it if you don't mean it baby. I don't think..."

Erik put a finger over the man's lips. "I mean it, Logan. I love you. Not just your body... you..."

Leaning down, he kissed the man like he was dying of thirst. Sliding his hand between their bodies, he fondled the rigid member, thumbing the bundle of nerves beneath the mushroomed crown.

A wave of pleasure shot through him bringing Erik up off the bed. "Ooohhh!"

Kissing his way down his lover's body, he licked and nibbled his way down the delectable hip. Nibbling his way down the lily white thigh, he parted the man's legs and kissed the insides tenderly bathing the flesh there with his tongue. Biting down with gentle pressure, he sucked on the pleasure point when the man bucked against his mouth. Flicking his tongue over the soft flesh of his balls, he blew on the wet skin.

Erik was swamped with new and amazing feelings as he felt Logan's tongue swirling around his balls. 

"How long have you been shaving, baby?"

Erik blushed. "I use Nair. I get razor rash, so I just..."

Logan licked again, this time, a path from the base of the man's balls to the base of his cock. "Keep it up." When he heard the words die on a moan, he grinned. Taking hold of the long shaft, he licked up the entire length first on one side,then down the other. Then back up to the top. Licking the salty crown, he slipped his lips over the top and slowly slid all the way to the man's groin. Thankful he had no gag reflex he swallowed, massaging the head of the man's cock with his throat.

Erik thrust his hips upward, burying himself deeper in his lover's throat. "Oh my god!"

Bobbing up and down, from root to tip, Logan hollowed out his cheeks creating suction that kept the rigid flesh firmly in his mouth so that he could use his hands for other things. Allowing some of the saliva to drip from his mouth, he slowly worked it around the man's virgin hole with one finger. When he felt him quivering, he pressed his index finger in to the first knuckle and wiggled it around until he felt the muscles relax. Sliding another finger in, he began thrusting them in deeper. When he felt the little man thrusting back, he began scissoring them back and forth as he thrust. When he felt the man could handle it, he added a third finger. 

Erik was close, he felt like he was on fire. "Oh, God... oh god... oh god... Logan... I'm...." His balls pulled up tight into his body as he erupted into his lover's throat. Jet after jet of hot cum splashing out of his sensitive cock.

Logan swallowed and swallowed, trying not to lose a single drop. Pulling his fingers free of the man's ass, he let go of his cock, glad to see that he was still hard. "Like that, did you?" Noting the glazed look in the panting man's eyes, he smiled. "We're not done yet, baby." Reaching into his nightstand, he pulled out a bottle of lube. Popping the top he poured a substantial amount on his fingers and rubbed them over the sensitive hole, before shoving his fingers back inside.

Erik gasped and bucked.

Grinning, Logan pulled his fingers free, poured more into his hand and slicked up his straining cock until it glistened. Lining it up with the twinkling hole, he pushed gently. "I love you, baby. I promise, the first time is the only time it hurts at all."

Erik sent him a blissful smile. "I'll have to show you my collection of toys sometime, Logan."

The russet-haired man groaned as he sank to the hilt in the little man's tight ass. "God, you are so tight."

"Oh yes! Please!"

Pressing the man's legs into his chest, he spread him farther. "Ready, baby?"

Erik nodded enthusiastically.

Logan moved slowly, pulling out until only the head of his cock was buried in the tight ass. Slamming back in, he repeated the process again and again, alternating between watching his lover's eyes and his bouncing cock. "God baby, you are glorious!"

Erik screamed his pleasure. "Loooogaaaan! Aaahhhh!"

Sealing their lips, the man continued to drive his hips into the man beneath him, pushing him over another peak, swallowing his cries of pleasure. When he found himself being rolled on his back, he didn't fight it, only groaned as the smaller man straddled him and ground against him. "Yesss, baby! Take your pleasure from me, lover."

Erik raised and lowered his hips thrusting and grinding as he sought that magical pleasure again. "Oh god, I'm going to come again... Logan... please... come with me, baby!"

Grabbing the bouncing cock before him, the auburn-haired fixer grinned and stroked. "That's it baby, use my body for your pleasure. Take your pleasuuure!" He felt the man in his hands stiffen as his own cock shot another load of cum into his lover's ass. He barely caught the little man as he passed out from the physical overload. Rolling him onto his back, he gently pulled out of him.

Erik gasped as his eyes shot open. "Christ!"

Leaning down, he kissed the smaller man before he slid from the bed and padded into the bathroom for a warm wet cloth. Returning to the bedroom, he cleaned his lover's tender ass. "I love you, babe, and I'm never ever going to let you go."

"You better not. My father would have your balls if you did."

Logan chuckled. "I believe you."  

———————-
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Logan stretched his arms out to his sides as he groaned. His body ached pleasantly. Feeling the empty cold bed beside him, his eyes popped open as adrenaline flooded his system. “Erik?” Sitting up, he found that he was alone. His ears suddenly picked up the sound of his shower running and a high tenor voice rose up.

“Almost heaven, West Virginia

Blue Ridge Mountains, Shenandoah River

Life is old there, older than the
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