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Alec and Dylan are settling into their new life in the English manor Dylan inherited. A wild, hot night out leads to a threesome, something they’d discussed many times. It’s everything they thought it would be. When they return home, however, something is very wrong. Alec’s dream is no longer just that, and Dylan has every intention of finding his lover.
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Alec stared at his nude reflection in the bathroom mirror as he ran his fingertips over the black leather collar around his neck. It had been three weeks since Dylan had locked it on, keeping the tiny key on a thin gold chain around his own neck. He glanced down at the silver ring in his nipple. It was finally healed but remained in a state of constant hardness and was very sensitive, especially when Dylan played with it. He looked into the mirror again and saw Dylan leaning against the doorframe, his muscular arms crossed over his bare chest. He stood watching Alec with a heartbreakingly sexy smile.

Alec walked slowly over and gingerly ran his fingertips over Dylan's hard biceps. Dylan grinned and snapped his fingers. Alec obediently dropped to his knees, his face merely inches from the faded blue denim that tightly covered Dylan's crotch.

"We're going out tonight," Dylan said as he fingered the little ring in Alec's nipple. Alec drew in a sharp breath as the sensation ran from his chest to his toes. Dylan had something up his sleeve. "Nothing fancy, mind you, just a little fun," he said with a wink. 

Alec swallowed hard at Dylan's words, his cock now awake and throbbing in anticipation. Dylan glanced down at Alec's lap and chuckled. He pulled Alec to his feet and held him close. 

"I think you'll enjoy tonight," he whispered against Alec's lips before sliding his tongue between them. 

Alec moaned as he returned Dylan's kiss; his mind swam with the possibilities of what Dylan had planned.

* * *
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Evening came quick, and by six o'clock, they were out the door and headed for the city. They took the nearest tube and before long were waiting to get into Requiem, the goth night housed at The Racehorse club. They wound their way through the mass of black and metal to a table near the back, and Alec sat down as Dylan went to the bar to get their drinks. A mass of bodies gyrated to Sisters of Mercy in the middle of the room. Alec scanned them, looking for anyone who might catch his attention. He sighed with no luck as Dylan came back with their drinks.

"See anything you like?" Dylan chuckled as he slipped into the seat across from Alec. 

Alec smirked at him. "Aside from what's directly in front of me? Not yet." He took a drink and grimaced. The vodka was strong and burned its way down his throat. "Christ, it's been a while since I had anything that strong."

The guys in the crowd were certainly cute, but Dylan was clearly looking for someone in particular. They’d discussed having a threesome before, and they had agreed to try it out some time but never found the right person. Then Dylan smiled.

Alec watched, somewhat nervous, as Dylan stood and waved at someone. As the gorgeous guy walked through the mass of people, Alec drank in his black-draped form. The young man stopped in front of their table, and Alec looked up at him. His intense green eyes burned a hole through him before he turned to Dylan to shake his hand.

"Hey man, how's it going," Dylan asked him as they shook hands. 

Alec sat bewildered, wondering how Dylan knew him.

"Doin' good, man," the man replied, his Irish thick. "Hi, I'm Patrick. You must be Alec," he said as he shook Alec's hand.

"Hi there. Yeah, I'm Alec. Nice to meet you, man." Alec glanced at Dylan questioningly. Dylan simply smirked at him.

"Well, I don't know about you guys, but I need another drink. Patrick, you have the reigns," Dylan said, giving Alec a sexy grin. Alec's heart leapt into his throat as it dawned on him that Dylan had just given this gorgeous man use of him.

"I'm sure I can find something to do," Patrick said as he looked Alec up and down. "I met Dylan when he was buying that," he said, gently running his fingers over Alec's collar. 

Alec gazed up at him, wondering where this would eventually go. Patrick leaned down and kissed him, softly at first, coaxing Alec's lips open, then increasing in intensity as Alec relaxed and returned the kiss. Dylan walked back to the table and slipped into his seat. Patrick broke the kiss slowly. 

“How about we find somewhere a little more private? My flat is just down the street." 

Alec nodded, and he and Dylan followed Patrick out of the club and to his apartment.

* * *
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Patrick unlocked the door and stepped aside, letting Alec and Dylan go inside before him. They looked around the living room, and Alec realized that Patrick was an artist as well. No wonder they started talking, Alec thought as they sat down on the sofa. Patrick went into the kitchen to get some drinks and came back with three beers. He sat down in the lounge chair next to the couch and waited. Alec looked at Patrick, then at Dylan; their eyes were on him. Dylan gave him a sexy, comforting smile, then snapped his fingers. With a healthy dose of nervousness, Alec dropped to his knees at Dylan's feet. He could feel Patrick's gaze on him, watching intently as Dylan slipped his shirt over his head, the cool air stiffening his newly-pierced nipple. He closed his eyes as Dylan gently played with the ring, pulling and twisting it slightly. 

Dylan released his nipple and sat back, unzipping his jeans. Alec watched with hungry eyes as Dylan pulled out his cock, the head glistening with a small amount of precum. Dylan pulled Alec's head down and over the head. Alec eagerly slid his lips down the shaft, engulfing his entire cock to the base. Dylan growled deeply and gripped Alec's head. 

Patrick sat down next to Dylan and covered his mouth with his own. Dylan moaned deeply as Patrick played with the barbell with his tongue. He slipped his hand under Dylan's shirt and fingered his nipple, pulling on his ring with firm but gentle tugs, causing Dylan's hips to rise up off the couch and his cock to thrust in and out of Alec's hungry mouth. Patrick broke away from the kiss and moved his lips down Dylan's neck and over his chest, kissing and biting. Alec brought his right hand up and started to stroke Dylan's swollen cock as he slid his lips up and down the shaft. Dylan wrapped his fingers tightly in Alec's hair as small stray strands brushed his thighs. 

Patrick continued his kisses down to Dylan's belly and pulled Alec's head up, shoving his tongue down his throat. Dylan released Alec's hair and watched as they kissed. He stroked his cock slowly as Patrick pushed Alec down on his back in the floor. Alec's breath came in short little bursts as Patrick's tongue brushed along the curve of his neck. Patrick's left hand slide down Alec's torso and over the hardened bulge in his jeans.

Patrick deftly unbuttoned and unzipped Alec's jeans with one hand while he held his arms over his head with the other. He glanced up at Dylan, who had his cock in his hand, and smiled when Dylan nodded. Within seconds, Alec's jeans and boxers were off in one tug. Alec whimpered and tried to arch up for more; it had been nearly three weeks since Dylan had allowed him to cum, and he was constantly aroused. 

Patrick stood and slipped his own jeans off, all seven inches of his thick cock springing to life from the confines of his tight jeans. Patrick knelt back down between Alec’s legs, their cocks pressed together, and nibbled on his nipple ring. Alec's hips rose up off the floor, and he practically whined with need, raising his ass and wishing desperately that Patrick's cock would slide in. Patrick ground his hips against Alec's as he propped himself up on his hands.

"Mm, is he always this eager?" Patrick asked Dylan, almost as if Alec wasn't even in the conversation. 

Alec's head reeled with the thought of being used as merely a toy, and all he could think about was Patrick and Dylan using him to satisfy themselves.

"Yes, he's always ready and willing," Dylan said in a low, breathless
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